V
FRIENDS IN NEED

It is pleasant to turn from this rather dreary record of abuse and persecution to the few friends
— men of outstanding spiritual influence with their fellows—who were raised up in the Churches
to help The Army forward in those early days. Of such friends some continued to the end faithful
in their friendship. They had eyes to see the spirit which was working inwardly among our people.
However the exterior may have perplexed them, they could see beneath it. These, having once
espoused our cause, never deserted us. The attitude of others varied with the passage of time.
For a year or two they would do valiant defensive work, and then we found that in some respect
or other they were offended. But even with regard to these we rejoiced, and felt when they had
rendered us some signal service, that as Mordecai said of Esther, they had come to the kingdom
for a time like this.
Among these latter I think that my first memory would be of C. H. Spurgeon. My first touch with
him was connected with a visit which the Founder paid to one of his Pastors' College festivals
early in the seventies. Spurgeon, who made a very nice reference to his guest, struck me as a
man very conscious of the fact that he had reached his zenith, and desperately anxious to
continue where he was. Yet that could not really have been the case, because he maintained in
subsequent years a high rate of progress.
It was at about the time of this visit that Spurgeon took occasion to mention the work of the
Christian Mission in the 'Sword and Trowel.' After referring to Mr. Booth as one of the centres of
holy activity stirring the masses of London, he quoted from our ‘Mission Magazine' the
experience of two evangelists of the Mission who had had brought out against them, to silence
their speaking, a whole brass band, and Spurgeon added this comment:
What would some of our brethren have done in such a case? If a baby cries they are utterly
disconcerted, and a little noise from the Sabbath School children makes them drop the thread
of their discourse! Puling evangelists would do well to try Whitechapel in the open-air, and they
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would probably say with a certain brother (of the Christian Mission), I find the work very trying to
the voice; the rumbling of the buses and carts in the Mile End Road drowns the voice unless
backed by a strong pair of lungs. We are afraid they would hardly have the grace to add, 'The
Lord strengthen us for this great work.'
Later on Spurgeon gave his lecture on ‘Candles' at our Hall in Whitechapel, and I was more
impressed with him than I had been on the former occasion. Later still I heard him preach in a
tent in Limehouse to a fine concourse of people, numbering from three to four thousand. I do
not think that I have ever heard a more beautiful voice. It was a melody with an immense scale
of tones. Moreover, I thought his general manner on the platform exceedingly impressive and
attractive. I had heard the story of the child who was taken by his mother to hear Spurgeon
preach, and after a quarter of an hour or so whispered, 'Mother, is Mr. Spurgeon speaking to
me?' and I realized, as I listened to him myself, that that story could be quite true. I was, however,
disappointed with his matter. It struck me — as his printed sermons have also done — as being
a careful erection from the surface rather than an upheaval from the depths. Yet here, again, I
must have been wrong, for there were depths in him. I regretted, nay, I resented his style off the
platform also. He arrived at the gathering I have referred to in a fine carriage, smoking a cigar.
His remark that he smoked to the honour and glory of God is one of those oft-quoted sayings
which have done infinite harm to the world, putting into the mouth of many a youth not only a
poisonous weed but a flippant and irreligious apology.
More than once Spurgeon spoke up for The Army. His Calvinistic soul did not like our Holiness
teaching, and he condemned it in his rough and ready fashion; but he always recognized that
souls were being brought to the truth, and his own early sensationalisms saved him from
prejudice against our new and unconventional methods for winning the attention of the
multitude. He became our advocate with regard to some of the very measures which most
offended the sentiment of 'the Christian public’. It should be added that his kindly feelings were
shared by his son Thomas, both when in New Zealand and while, later on, he was in charge of
his father's church.
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Of Spurgeon's great contemporary in the Nonconformist pulpit I have some pleasant
recollections. Dr. Parker was the first preacher of any note, either in London or the provinces, to
invite of his own motion my dear mother to occupy his pulpit, and that at a time when hardly a
woman's voice was heard in the Christian temples of this country. Now and again during the
stormy years Parker spoke out boldly for us with that defiant note to which the City Temple so
frequently rang. Later on he invited me once or twice to take one of his Thursday services, and I
have often regretted that circumstances prevented me from accepting his invitation. During Dr.
Parker's last illness my father paid him a visit, and spoke of him to me with deep interest and
sympathy. The two men had a happy time together, conscious as both of them were that soon
their stern battles would be done. They had a likeness also in this, that each mourned a deeply
loved wife, and they were drawn to speak to one another of the reunions awaiting them on the
other side.
Among other reminiscences of Dr. Parker is one which, though of a different order, is not without
interest. In his vestry a small Committee of influential men was discussing a meeting we proposed
to hold in the City Temple in connexion with the Purity Campaign of 1885. Some question arose
as to whether a certain Labour leader, at that time a bold and active figure, should be asked to
speak. He had been already approached, and had expressed his willingness to come — ‘but,
mind, none of your damned religion!’ Some one put it to Parker at last definitely whether the
Labour leader should be invited. 'Oh, let him come,' was the Doctor's reply; and then, in his
deepest tones, 'Yes. let him come, but, mind, none of his damned infidelity!
Of other Nonconformists who befriended us I mention three, all of Bristol, and each of them
honoured in his denomination by being elected to the chair of the Union. These were Urijah
Thomas and Arnold Thomas, both of them Congregationalists, and Richard Glover, the Baptist.
Urijah Thomas went out in the processions with us, and attended the early Bristol services, where
he himself was greatly blessed. And I must name also Dr. J. B. Paton, the head of the
Congregational Institute for Theological and Missionary Studies at Nottingham. That he was one
of the ‘right sort' may be seen from a letter which he wrote to my father after the death of my
sister, Mrs. Booth-Tucker:

ECHOES AND MEMORIES – Chapter Five

3

I have throughout a long life always felt it to be one of the highest privileges of that life to stand
by your side wherever it was possible and to aid by prayers and fullest sympathy one who has
been in our times the chosen Apostle of our Glorious Redeeming Lord, to do a work which scarce
any other of His great Apostles has been permitted to do .... and now when you are smitten by
this storm of trial, what can I more than stand again by your side, offering you a heart full of
loving sympathy. Eternally united! Death to you and me is no more. They are with you here, and,
oh! how soon you will be with them there. And then may I still be at your side, and at the side of
her, the Mother of your Army, who bade me good night, and told me to meet her in the Morning.
Ever your affectionate and faithful friend,
J. B. Paton.
We had also some helpers in Scotland. Dr. Stalker greatly appreciated my mother's writings, and
was very warm and cordial to the Founder; and among other friends in the north were Dr. Denney
and Dr. Alexander Whyte of Free St. George's, Edinburgh. These were all true friends when
friends were few.
The Army has had, and still has, many valued friends among Methodists. A host of names comes
to mind - names like Alexander McCaulay; Bishop Taylor, of California; Luke Tyreman, and T. B.
Stephenson (of the National Children's Home), as well as many generous Methodist laymen,
Henry Reed, William MacArthur, John Cory; James Barlow, of Bolton; William Walker, of
Whitehaven: William Gooderham, of Toronto; Mary Fowler, of Liverpool: Dr. Wood, of
Southport, among others.
The Church of England long remained aloof from The Army. Anglicanism could not somehow
get us into Focus. All the same, there appeared here and there a splendid friend amongst its
clergy. Some comparatively early sympathizers among those who are entitled to be called great
Churchmen are mentioned in another chapter, but there were others who will always be
remembered as friends in need. One was E. W. Moore, then minister of Brunswick Chapel,
Marylebone, and another D. B. Hankin, who was vicar of St. Jude's, Mildmay. These men
attended our services and wrote warmly in our defence in their Church papers, both under their
own name and under a nom-de-plume. I specially rejoiced in their advocacy, because it helped
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to counteract the false theories spread abroad, chiefly by members of their own Church, with
regard to our higher life teaching.
Among the other brave spirits of that time who took a definite share in the open-air fighting was
one who held what is known as a perpetual curacy at one of the West End chapels. I recall that
on more than one occasion he sallied forth carrying an open umbrella bearing striking words of
warning plastered upon it, and not only did he carry this to Salvation Army meetings, but he
walked about with it in Hyde Park to the blessing of many souls.
Material help has also been extended to us from time to time by well-to-do men. Once in a
Holiness Meeting, during a time of great stress and poverty at Headquarters, I mentioned that
we needed sympathy and help. The next morning, almost before I began work, a Church of
England parson who had been present at the meeting was at Headquarters, and said, 'How much
do you want? Would a loan of £3,000 be of any use?' I replied that while it would hot cover our
need, it would certainly be of use; whereupon he said, 'I have securities at my bank which will
just that amount as a loan. I will send it up to you. But I want to make one condition, that you do
not send me any sort of acknowledgment or allow the matter to be mentioned between us until
you are ready to repay me!'
Then there was the late Frank S. Webster, afterwards Prebendary of St. Paul's and rector of All
Souls, Langham Place, who was a staunch friend. He came under The Army’s influence while at
Oxford. I have more than once seen him walking in our processions, singing the praises of God
and plastered with mud from head to foot. Benjamin Waugh, the children's protector, was
another who unflinchingly stood by us during the purity prosecution, though he risked losing
many of his wealthy supporters by so doing.
Others who must be named in this connexion are Bishop Lightfoot, of Durham, Bishop
Moorhouse, of Manchester, Dean Hole, of Rochester, Bishop Welldon, now Dean of Durham,
and Canon Scott-Holland, afterwards of St. Paul's. Farrar and Wilberforce, of Westminster, are
the subject of more extended reference elsewhere. A few clergymen took a share of the
brickbats, and came to our meetings and spoke encouragingly to our people. They were great
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exceptions, it is true, but there were these exceptions. Among the encouragers whose names
recur to me was that curious mixture of this world and the next known as “Hang Theology
Rogers”, rector of St. Botolph's, Bishopsgate, Rogers was naturally a very attractive man, a really
good town specimen of the shooting and fox-hunting parson; and one of his persistent
endeavours — in which he never succeeded — was to get the General to go down with him to
the Derby!
There was also dear old William Pennefather, the founder of the Mildmay Conferences, who
came down to Whitechapel quite in the early days, before his Conferences had removed from
Barnet, where they began. Pennefather was the first man I ever saw embrace my father in public!
He created no end of a sensation by kissing him before the people in a crowded meeting.
Now, why did such men as I have mentioned help us at all? It is scarcely possible, of course, for
another to analyse their feelings and motives. Nevertheless, some things which seemed to be
common to them all, or nearly all, throw light on the matter. They were, on the whole, drawn to
us by our high standards of personal religion. Even when they could not quite accept our doctrine
or did not quite see the necessity of imposing on themselves or on others our self-denying
ordinances, they still delighted in our testimony. The best of them felt and specially rejoiced that
the witness was forthcoming, not from the members of some gifted coterie of rare minds, but
from the common people, that the spirit of Pentecost was in the shabby room, and had fallen on
the poor and the simple and the despised. In general we may explain their espousal of our
despised and rejected cause by the fact of our religion — definite — aggressive — hot religion.
Any number of good people when spoken to about The Salvation Army today will say, 'Yes, it is
doing a great work.' What these men saw was something more than that. The Army might or
might not be doing a great work, but The Army was a great thing!
It should be added that many of those who came forward and helped us in this way had in their
own personal lives received new power through the instrumentality of one or other of our
agencies. As I go about the world people still say to me — not Army people: 'It was at such and
such a meeting of The Army, or through reading such and such an Army book, or through hearing
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such and such a Salvationist song, or through coming in contact with such and such a soldier,
that my life was directed to the service of the Cross of Christ.' It was so with them.
I think, further, that the opposition which these men encountered was of immense service to
them. It damped the zeal of some, no doubt, but it stiffened the fibre of others. They saw in the
character of those individuals and influences which opposed us a great testimony to the hand of
God upon us. They differed from us in doctrinal matters; they differed about the sacraments,
about women's ministry, about many of our methods, but they felt that The Army must possess
some essential thing which God loved and approved or it would never have found arrayed
against it in the way it did the world, the flesh Devil. The very thing which hopelessly frightened
many of their co-religionists drew them to us and made them valiant in our defense. We owe
them much; they helped to roll the old chariot along, even though they were not always pushing
behind with might and main. They were auxiliaries of the main attacking Army, freelances
wielding redoubtable steel. They have their reward.
One venerable friend who has lately left us I have not forgotten, but I have left him till last
because his name forms such a fitting completion of this honoured roll. Dr. Clifford always looked
with kindness on The Army. Back in the old days, when we had few friends among the
Nonconformists to say one good word for us, he said many. I can never forget his helping hand
in the great legal fight over the Eagle Tavern. Some of the hatred which fell on us fell on him
also. Again and again his pulpit has been at our disposal. I like to think of him as I last saw him,
though the shadows were already creeping up the splendid hills of his fruitful life. It was the night
of my father's wonderful funeral service at Olympia. Near to the representatives of the King and
Queen, and among the leading men of every Church and religion, was Dr. Clifford, seven years
the Founder's junior, his hand raised on high and singing with all his might, his eyes filling with
tears, as the mighty audience burst forth:
We're marching through Immanuel's ground,
And soon shall hear the trumpet sound.
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Dr. Clifford's power was in his marvellous capacity to throw himself body and soul into what he
was doing or saying. Power on the platform is often falsely put down to a special gift of speech,
when it really arises, as in his case, from a burning and overflowing heart.
Dr. Clifford should have been a Salvationist!
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