IV
DISTURBERS OF THE PEACE

During one year — 1882 — the number of Soldiers of The Salvation Army who were known to
have been knocked down or otherwise brutally assaulted in the United Kingdom was 642. More
than one-third of them were women. In addition, twenty-three children suffered. Some of these
people were injured for life. And all because they attended religious meetings in their own
buildings or in the open air. In that same year sixty of our buildings were practically wrecked by
the rabble. There was no redress. We could obtain neither protection nor reparation.
Yet the most persistent and unrelenting opposition that The Salvation Army had to encounter in
what we sometimes call the lawless years came less from the drinking saloons than from the
parsonages. The children of this world were for once outdone in malevolence by the children of
light! Always the chief opposition to The Army was from the Churches; less so in the United
States and the overseas Dominions than in the Old Country; more so, perhaps, in Germany,
Holland, and Switzerland even than in Great Britain.
It has died down just now; or what remains is like the sullen embers on the hearth when the night
is far gone. But the passage of thirty, forty, or more, years does little to subdue the just
indignation which it is surely right to feel at opposition from sources so unexpected, and taking
so malignant a form. Every conceivable calumny was spread abroad against us. From the
Founder down to the latest Convert, or, for that matter, down to the members of the last Sabbath
day’s congregations, no one was safe from these astonishing and often scurrilous aspersions.
Every evil which could be imagined was told of us; and the tellers were, not the denizens of the
pothouse, who, generally speaking, only repeated and coarsened in fables, but those whom we
called our fellow Christians’!
What recklessness in indictment as well as exuberance in imagination was required in those who
hashed up such a charge as that our Meetings promoted promiscuous immorality! That
accusation was started by none other than certain bishops of the Anglican Church. The right
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reverend gentlemen were challenged to prove it, which they never did, and never could, and in
the end they were screwed up to the point of making a milk-and-water apology. Some of them
afterwards wanted the Founder and the rest of us to come in and strengthen the Church to which
they belonged, but for that foul and baseless charge they never expressed in public one word
of real contrition.
It was deans and vicars who went about making statements that we were after the poor people's
money, and that presently we should be off with it 'to America!' It was the leading lights of
Nonconformist bodies who warned their flocks against the Founder as a Jesuit in disguise and
Catherine Booth as his fellow-conspirator! It was the reverend editor of one of the Christian
papers who denounced what he called our bacchanalian processions and described the Founder
as a ridiculous imitation of the Pope of Rome. Clergymen who had never been to a meeting of
The Salvation Army, or spoken to a Salvationist in their lives, denounced us from their pulpits
and wrote letters of ill will in the newspapers. In India, our first mission field, it was the
Presbyterian missionaries from whom came the most bitter and sustained opposition - opposition
which again and again broke out in open violence. The religious Press, in its turn, distinguished
itself by the eagerness with which it received and printed any story that came along to prove that
we taught false doctrines, promoted irreverence, and encouraged blasphemy, and that the
principal result of our work was to bring religion into contempt.
On the Continent, perhaps the climax of this railing was reached when La Comtesse Gasparin, a
Swiss Protestant leader of that day, called us liars and cheats.
In this country the denunciation reached its height — of absurdity — when the great Earl of
Shaftesbury solemnly stated that, as the result of much study, he had come to the conclusion
that The Salvation Army was clearly Antichrist: whereupon some silly admirer put the cap on his
lordship's absurdity by discovering that the letters in the name of William Booth made ' 666,' the
mark of the beast! There was no more to be said.
It was much the same with our Social Work. Apart from poor Huxley and one or two other infidels,
the only people who attacked the Social Work at its inauguration were the religious people. They
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would have wrecked the project if they could, but, fortunately, the tide of sympathy in the nation
was too strong for them. One West End vicar, a leader of the evangelicals, declared that we were
getting money for social work while we intended to spend it on something else. A prominent
parson in the East End wrote in 'The Times' that what we were really seeking to do was to 'sweat'
the poor people whom we had rescued from the gutters and set to work, in order to make a
money profit out of their distress.
A well-known and widely esteemed dean rushed into the papers to suggest that our borrowing
money for the erection of our buildings would prove another South Sea bubble! Another
clergyman mocked at us for feeding and warming the wretched creatures who spent their
miserable nights on the London bridges and embankments, and said with quite convincing
effrontery that we had brought them there ourselves!
If the din of battle thus shook the windows of Headquarters, what about the local fights, where
malice often took more petty forms, and the persecuted were less able to meet the onslaught?
Rarely anywhere in the country did black cloth — whether State Church or Free Church come to
the help of Salvationist blue. The parsons. of course, whatever their sect, were always 'shocked'
that our poor people should be bullied and injured, but they seldom said so publicly or gave us
any support when we were down. In fact, they seemed nearly always, for one reason or another,
to take the opposite side. They struck up an alliance — no doubt fortuitous — with beer' against
us. In their respectable way they seconded the efforts of the baser sort.
The men who tripped up our processions, who insulted and assaulted our women, who threw
sticks and stones, not to mention dead cats and dogs and the most offensive refuse, when a
Salvationist cap appeared on the street; who refused us even the peaceful burial of our dead;
who invaded our Halls and smashed our furniture and other property, and generally treated us
as lawful game, were in many cases men known to the police. The skeleton army and other
organized opposition which came out against us were marshalled from the beer-houses, and
generally led by well-known men of evil repute. The source and character of the opposition alone
might have reassured the most hesitating as to where he should bestow his sympathy. But I
doubt whether a couple of score of ministers of religion the country over had a word to say in
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our support. Rarely did a note of encouragement ring out in the churches. Yet we were fighting
for freedom to proclaim the same Saviour whom they honoured. We found that there was liberty
in the streets for the infidel and the anarchist to hold forth day and night, liberty for the creatures
of vice to parade, liberty for the patrons of the lowest music-hall to queue up, liberty for the
cheap-jacks and the ‘Punch and Judy' shows, liberty for the barrels of beer to be rolled over the
pavements. Our fight, or one part of it, was just this: to ensure that the streets and open spaces
should be free also for the feet of those who were seeking the broken and the lost, the feet of
them that brought the good tidings of a Saviour's love.
Why had we to fight alone? Why had we against us, not only the publicans and sinners, but also,
very often, the religious leaders? Well, many good folk were, no doubt, afraid that if we were left
in freedom it would lead to uncomfortable consequences for what they called religion. They
were right. We were a menace to the comfortable worship of the day. Our people's zeal and joy
put to shame the religion which consisted mostly in a listless rote. The new spirit which is seen
in the churches all over the world today is distinctly traceable to the stimulus which The Salvation
Army has imparted in its many conflicts.
Perhaps a 'rock of offence' in those days was that we aimed at definite and immediate results.
We have always believed that the Gospel of Christ proclaimed in the demonstration of the Spirit
and with power ought to prove, must prove, visibly as well as in the heart, its Divine efficacy.
What indeed can be the use of any religious speaking unless it secures some immediate results.
The fact that such results were seen continually presented, of course, a great contrast to the
outcome of much of the religious effort of that day, and deepened some of the opposition from
religious circles.
The trouble with the religion of that day was that it was so egregiously respectable. Much of this
spirit has passed away, I hope for ever, although even within the last few years our Officers have
been refused admission to well. known places of worship at the hour of service, because they
were accompanied by poor, unkempt, and broken creatures whom they wanted to bless. Yet,
after all, it really, was those people whom Christ came to save. The trouble with The Army was
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that it was not respectable. And so the proprieties and politenesses of the religious world took
fright and began to rear. Indeed, if I may be permitted the figure, began to kick!
A deeper reason for the obloquy which met us was that we were intruders. Ian Maclaren, in his
later years, said that he liked The Salvation Army because it made religion where there was no
religion before. But that was the reason why many people did not like it. It broke into the Devil's
preserves and at the same time disturbed the hitherto unruffled calm of religious exercises and
lip-service which many nice people had mistaken for the religion of Jesus.
And more — signs and wonders followed it. Things unusual began to happen. Things visible. If
they were not great miracles, they were nevertheless great marvels, things which came not by
any human reckoning. Whether the instances were few or many, they were there. And their
existence stirred up the ministers and other officials of religious bodies quite in the spirit of the
Pharisees of old, who raised all manner of quibblings in the presence of the man born blind who
had received his sight. ‘We are Moses' disciples. We know that God spake unto Moses: as for
this fellow, we know not from whence he is.' In short, they threw cold water on the whole
business.
Perhaps even when all this is said we have not plumbed to the ultimate secret of the opposition.
Was it that our kind of personal religion was different in yet deeper respects from much of the
religion around us? Ours was a practical faith. It appealed to the common mass, and illumined
them. It offered a spiritual charter to the ecclesiastically disfranchised. It made the dumb speak.
It lifted people from the dunghills. It rebuked those cosy, self-satisfied professors who wanted to
keep out of sight every sign of the warmth and enthusiasm which belong to a heart religion. It
persisted in bringing the facts and claims of religion into the men it was out of season as often
as it was in. It dared to say not only that there was One who was 'mighty to save,’ but that He
did save. It was not ashamed to confess That life was full of evil, but it proclaimed also that good
was coming and would prove stronger than the evil. It save its message through the mouths of
quite 'vulgar' people-mechanics, domestic servants, factory girls, farm labourers! It taught the
children to sing for God. It even set to heavenly music the voices of the Magdalen and the
drunkard. It pinked the complacency of conventional religion, and shone as a bright light in a
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gloomy twilight. It made the Devil cry out. It disturbed the publicans and the brothel-keepers
and the gambling gentry and the ‘nasty' newspapers. Finally, and perhaps most unforgivably, it
openly organized a people who really had renounced the Devil and all his works, and who
separated themselves from the pomps and vanities of this wicked world!
All this was very disturbing. And if it be an offence to bring the impact of spiritual reality upon a
religious world wedded to forms of worship but too often forgetful of its spirit, then undoubtedly
we have committed that offence, and the dim-religious-light sort of Christian could not and
cannot abide us.
I was — indeed, I am now — often very sorry that things have had to be turned upside down.
But to act, as we do, and as we have done, is no impish indulgence on our part; we do not upset
people for fun, or spite, or to earn notoriety. But there are the facts. I cannot deny them. Because
we were what we were, the religion which is always hesitating about what should be believed,
the religion which is made up half of hope and half of fear, the religion which mistakes refinement
and civilization for life — abundant life in Christ, or thinks that fine preaching or good music and
ornate Ceremonial can somehow be a substitute for surrender to God and separation from the
world and devotion to the service of others — that religion was bound by its very nature to
oppose The Salvation Army. And it did.
I have not written here the whole story. There was a brighter side to all this, and it shall be told
on another page.
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