
 

SERVANTS OF ALL – Chapter Ten 1 

Chapter X 
 

FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH 
 
How vivid are the contrasts which death presents!  
 
I have seen the thick night set in with all the tokens of a sudden breaking up of every settled 
thing Mists of uncertainty driving across the frightened traveller's sky, amid the confusion of 
strange emotions, fears, agonies. Hopes alternating with dreads too horrible to name, memories 
awakening, hasty resolutions, built on the flimsiest of ‘ifs,' jostling against vain reproaches. Over 
it all the feeling that something is crumbling away - a lifetime's labour — maybe the pride of a 
country-side, going to pieces before one's eyes without a touch, all — all — vanishing in the 
dark. Prayers, yes, prayers, real prayers for ease — for help — above all, for time — more time; 
and at last the cold stillness and the breath of something which cannot be seen, and the sense 
of final emptiness and loss. 
 
And again, I have felt the death chamber to be like unto an artist's studio, in which the last 
touches of beauty were added to the glowing canvas before the exhibition, the judging and the 
honours. A finishing — maybe in agony and with all the marks of physical humiliation, but a 
finishing none the less — of a great work already done, and the gentle yielding of life's labour 
and its fruits into the hands of God, amid the calm assurance of faith alone. The sense as of a 
great ship passing through shallow and dangerous water on her way from one wide sea to 
another — her master careful of the perilous present, but looking back with true gratitude, and 
looking forward with confidence and joy. 
 
Thus, it seems to me, our Officers die. Life would not be complete without death. Waiting on 
the frontiers of the eternal world, they often do more in a few hours in the light which falls upon 
them there than by years in the twilight on this side.' Instead of a crumbling past, we see already 
something of the works which will follow them. And so Death is not only conquered, but made 
to aid their triumph, harnessed to their chariot wheels — in short, swallowed up in victory. 
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I 
In Sickness 

 
There is not more than the average of sickness amongst us, and yet I wish very much we had the 
means to do more for our Officers in times of breakdown and suffering. As it is, I estimate that 
the cost of providing for them, including the maintenance of Homes of Rest, reaches nearly 
£10,000 per annum; in this country alone it is more than £4,000. But this is not a money question 
only; it is far other than a money question in many cases. The Officers who most need rest are 
often least willing to admit the fact, and less willing still to leave their work. 
 
But times of resting and sickness bring their own precious lessons — lessons often more valuable 
to those who learn them than even they can understand. Sickness, notwithstanding all the New 
Testament says about gifts of healing, has no doubt its own place in the Divine economy. Those 
who are disposed to be impatient with us because we do not make more of what is called Faith-
healing, must remember that although Paul raised the father of Publius out of his fever at Malta, 
he also left Trophimus sick at Miletum. No doubt the sickness was as useful to Trophimus, even 
if more expensive, as was the healing to Publius the elder. 
 

II 
Last Scenes 

 
A man's behaviour in the presence of death has generally been accepted as one test of the value 
of his faith. By a universal consent, nay, by a universal instinct, it is expected that when the things 
of time are fading from his sight, the faith of the dying saint will afford him such evidence of 
things unseen as to give peace and joy at eventide. Thanks be to God, this, and more than this, 
is exactly the testimony of those who look upon our dear Officers' final moments on this side the 
River. Assurance has been ever the key-note. 'Not mere hanging, desperate trust, not only a 
quiet peace that death itself could not shake, but a triumph often surpassing the triumphs of life 
— such has been the experience of many an Army death-bed.' Friends and relatives, overcome 
with the anguish of bereavement, have nevertheless been compelled to say: 'The Lord is in this 
place — it is good to be here.' 
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It is, of course, quite impossible for me to do more now than mention two or three typical 
instances of such victories, and I will make my selection from events recorded in 'The War Cry' 
during the twelve months preceding the date on which these lines are written. I have no hope of 
being able to represent the wonderful joy and peace of those blessed scenes. They can only be 
understood by those who witness them, but these words may, perhaps, set some one longing 
to live the life of humble service which alone can be the preparation for so glorious a finish. 
 

A Dying Order 
 
The grey dawn of the winter's morning was at last gradually yielding to the sunshine. All night 
long the weary sufferer had tossed to and fro in the flickering uncertainty of the last struggle 
between a fine constitution and a deadly malady. In the intervals of consciousness there had 
been now and then a few words, mostly words spoken in prayer. Now the hour so often dreaded 
in the sick chamber is at hand. 
 
‘Leff!’ It is the dying woman who speaks. ‘Leff, I want you.' 
 
'I will call the Lieutenant,' says the nurse, and in a moment the two women are together. The 
Ensign's face, worn though it is with suffering, and overshadowed by the approaching gloom, is 
still a happy face, strong and frank, and with the look of 'other-worldliness' which some one has 
set down as one of the marks of the Salvationist. 
 
The Lieutenant takes her comrade's offered hand between her own, and stoops down under The 
Army Flag which hangs over the bed to catch her dying leader's words. They come slowly, 
articulation is difficult, with all the emphasis that faith and love and the solemn circumstances 
can give. 'Leff, my work in The Army is done... But you — stick to the Fight.' 
 
Such were the last words on earth of Ensign Annie Spencer, who died last winter at Motherwell, 
in Scotland, where God had used her to bring many souls to Him. 
 



 

SERVANTS OF ALL – Chapter Ten 4 

Twelve years before she had entered an Army Meeting 'to enjoy the fun’, but the truth smote 
her, and she was soon fighting in our ranks. Her father died, and her mother was left alone with 
young children to care for. 
 
We find her in business as a dressmaker at Whitchurch, and a Salvationist during the notable 
struggle for liberty in that notorious village. Ready at her post to suffer anything rather than give 
in, and cheering the rest of her comrades with her whole-hearted devotion to the cause she had 
espoused, she pluckily stood her ground, alike against mobs of howling roughs and oppressive 
authority. While in this spirit of readiness to go to prison, or anywhere else, the call came to her 
for Officership. 
 
This was a test more real than imprisonment. She felt deeply for her mother and the children, 
and hoped that she might remain and help them and still do a good work by being a Soldier; 
but, on the other hand, there were the unmistakable leadings of the Holy Spirit directing her to 
‘leave all and follow Him.' It is not difficult to understand the struggle Annie Spencer passed 
through; but faith prevailed, and God's will was accepted. 
 
Those who knew Ensign Spencer speak of her as a most happy and successful woman, with one 
personal sorrow which more or less cast a shadow over her life. Her mother never accepted the 
rightness of her daughter's step in leaving home. It was reserved for one of the triumphs of the 
sickroom to bring about that entire reconciliation so long prayed for. 
 
And as if to set a seal upon her whole life-service, she exhorts, with her last expiring breath, her 
Lieutenant to ‘stick to the Fight.' 
 

I'd Do as I've Done' 
 
John Dunmore was a drunken coal-heaver in London, caught by the songs of The Salvation Army, 
convicted of sin by the Spirit of God, and saved through the Blood of Christ at the Penitent-Form 
of Notting Hill Corps. 
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As a Soldier, he had the rough-and-tumble training that often falls to the lot of early Converts — 
fights with sticks, stones, riotous Meetings, and the bitter struggle with fiery temptations. But 
these things, instead of quenching the flame of devotion to Jesus, poured oil upon it, and, after 
four or five years of steady Soldierly duty, Dunmore and his wife became Candidates for 
Officership. 
 
Now, they were above the age at which Candidates are usually accepted; quiet people, without 
brilliance or youthful dash. The second time they applied, the Divisional Officer said: — 
 
'Dunmore, I am afraid it's no good. We should be putting on you a responsibility you could not 
carry. You are married, and older than our Officers are when they come to us. Let the matter lie 
over, however, while we consider it.' 
 
'All right,' answered John, and went away. In six weeks he was back again, asking, What's the 
result?'  
 
'We can't accept you.' 
 
‘Very well, Colonel,' said he, quietly; ‘but write it down in your books that the LORD has accepted 
me.' 
 
In that Division there was just then a small Corps where the hard fight was at its hardest, the 
opposition entrenching itself behind the general mockery and indifference of the people. One 
pair of Officers had been utterly defeated. The Divisional Officer was at his wits' end. Then 
Dunmore appeared again before him, saying, “If you really want to see what is in me, send me 
to this place.' He was sent. 
 
He went to the Corps, and said publicly to the people, 'What are you making all this fuss about? 
Listen to me. I'm no parson, but a workman like yourselves. Give me and my God a chance.' The 
trouble ceased. Souls began to be saved. 
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After the Corps had been placed on a footing of stability, he came to an Officers' Meeting, told 
of the Lord's dealings with him, and at the end inquired of his superior, 'What do you think of 
that?' 
 
'You are quite right, John,' was the answer. ‘The Lord has accepted you. You must go at once to 
the Training College.' 
 
This was in 1885. He subsequently had charge of nearly twenty Corps, and had the joy of seeing 
the Lord's arm made bare in behalf of a multitude of souls. And in May last (1899) he lay dying 
at the Officers' Home of Rest at Brighton. An old comrade visiting him there, towards the last, 
referred to that early rejection, and the assurance that 'the Lord had accepted him.' 
 
‘It was all right,' said dying John Dunmore, looking back with the sharpened sight of eyes soon 
to gaze on the Celestial City. It was all right, and necessary my faith should be strengthened by 
that trial of rejection. I went home smiling that afternoon, and was never more peaceful and 
joyful. I knew it was all right.' 
 
As he lay waiting death's coming, he put his arms round the neck of his old Divisional Officer in 
a last embrace of affection, and sent his message to his comrades-in-arms. Tell the Officers never 
to look back — never to look back!' cried John Dunmore. "I'm dying. I know it; but if I had to live 
my life over again, I'd do as I've done!'  
 
Thus he died, unknown to the world, but suddenly, out of the silence, voices arise that claim for 
him a fame built on cleansed hearts and ransomed lives. 
 
And if some one asks, 'Why did they die?' I would reply, ‘I cannot tell - I can only say that God 
knows when men ought to die.' It would be wise to leave the matter with Him. Nay, it would be 
strangely unwise to intermeddle with His disposal of His own. Some life-tasks are completed in 
a few quick, pulsating years, and the labourer may fitly rest. Some can only be accomplished in 
the course of a long and weary struggle. To some it is appointed that they should traverse 'the 
great way round,' while others may take a direct pathway to the goal. But God knows best. All 
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our days are in His hands. There are those who have lived most but have done least, and there 
are those who have done most who have lived — in years — the least. We may not — we will 
not interfere, we will render unto God the things that are God's, and say amid our tears - even 
though we cannot sing — ‘Thy will be done.’ 
 


