Chapter VIII
OTHER LANDS

Hundreds of our Officers go every year from the lands of their birth to live and labour and die
among strangers. The increase of education and the ever-growing facilities for travel have no
doubt aided us in breaking down some of the prejudices which are felt against leaving the home
country,' but it is often, notwithstanding, a great sacrifice. We have made less of the matter in
recent years because, for one thing, it has become so usual a thing with us. But it is still a very
beautiful sign of the good hand of our God upon us that so many of our dear people, young
Officers as well as the older and more experienced, are willing to go forth to any part of the earth
without scrip or purse or promise of any kind, in search of precious souls, singing the while: —
To me remains nor place nor time:
My country is in every clime.
I can be calm and free from care
On any shore, since God is there.
Let no one imagine that this zeal for the regions beyond is confined to Great Britain. Some of
the most useful and most beloved of our workers in every land have been raised up and trained
outside the United Kingdom. In England itself we have Officers of almost all nationalities. In
France and Switzerland are Scandinavians and Italians. In Holland are French and Germans. In
Scandinavia are Dutch, Swiss, and Germans. In Germany are Swiss and Swedes. In the United
States are French and Scandinavians, Germans, Chinese, and Canadians. In Canada are French
and Germans. In Australasia are Dutch, Canadians, and Maoris. In South America are French and
Swiss. In South Africa are Dutch and Germans. In India are Americans, Scandinavians, and
Canadians.
This interchange of much that is best and noblest amongst us works towards the union, not
merely of our own forces, but of all the peoples. See what a brotherhood The Army has become!
Every little child in it has a new world of love set before it. Every one in its ranks, down to the
costermonger, the milkmaid, and the washerwoman, gets new thoughts of the world, of the
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Kingdom of God, of the beauty of benevolence, of comrades in other lands, of the Armies of
Jesus. Every common Soldier hears about the duty of fighting for right side by side with others,
hears of the persecutions others are enduring for Christ's sake, and finds new worlds of interest,
new realms of sympathy, new depths of love. From nation to nation our leaders go, beloved
everywhere. Gradually the idea of one great family grows, and ever grows, and will yet grow.
Racial enmities and national prejudices die down in the breasts of Salvationists, and in them we
see instead evangels of the true brotherhood of man. Is not this a promise of the one fold, under
the one Shepherd? Is it not a power for righteousness and peace? Is it not the dawn of a coming
day of love? Is it not worth all the suffering and heart-break of the separations involved?
I
Among the Heathen
True to the great principle of sympathy which is the strength of all our work, The Army goes
amongst what are curiously enough called the Native Races as amongst brothers. Our Officers
live with them, dress in a somewhat similar manner, eat their food, and in every way possible
avoid alike the assumption of superiority and the attempt to impose upon them customs which
are in no way necessary to their Salvation, but which are calculated to raise great prejudice
against the truth. This involves some considerable sacrifices of personal comfort and
convenience, especially to Europeans, but it has been abundantly justified by the results.
As to the devotion and the thoroughness of many of our Officers who are working in heathen
fields it is scarcely necessary to speak. Their praise has gone out unto all the earth. Even those
who most condemn their rule of life are compelled to acknowledge their unflinching self-sacrifice
for Christ's sake.
After spending some time amongst them in India as one of them, a lady friend of The Army
wrote: —
'I am perfectly amazed at the strength given to endure that these Officers have. A fine girl from
Dundee lives with her native girl-Lieutenant in this village. She loves her people and her work,
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and the people almost worship her. Yet that beautiful affection has been got and retained by the
most severe sacrifices of personal comfort on her part. There are far, far further reaches all the
way to Calvary than one could even dream of, yet these brave, devoted souls have risen to the
case. No wonder God has blessed them so! ...
‘This house is a large native bungalow. M —'s sister is head of it — a lovely woman. All my meals
I eat on the floor. I wear no shoes. The mud floor is comfortable. Mats are about. Native clothes
are a mercy in India! I never could have made that night-and-day railway journey, slept on a
railway platform on camp bed, and travelled by bullock-bandy for twenty-two hours without great
distress, in European clothes. But I did not suffer as I was.'
Writing from another district, and commenting on the wonderful entrée obtained for the Gospel,
our friend says: —
'I watched a Salvation Army Officer wash his clothes in a river where sometimes tigers come to
drink. It was moonlight, and I could easily see how the practised hand brought the cloth heavily
down at a particular angle on the stone, so that the work was rapidly and effectually done. It
struck me that I had never seen or heard of a settled European missionary in India washing his
single change of raiment before. Why need such an elementary style of life be adopted? Then I
had a new view of the elastic and wonderful devotion of The Army. In particular districts its
Officers wash in rivers or tanks, be they clean or foul, that they may the more effectually become
one with the poor people who have so washed their clothes from time immemorial! The simple
cloth and jacket and turban are hung up to dry and put on again without any ironing.'
And what of the spirit in which this goes on? Well, of course, it is only possible at all in one spirit-the spirit of Jesus. Listen to this witness: —
‘Compare this sort of evangelizing with hammering away weekly at Gospel-hardened people
who have as much made up their minds to reject Christ as did Chorazin and Bethsaida! Truly
they who have seen this "can never rest on earth again.” The old life loses its grasp on one. All
worldly considerations that would keep one at home seem contemptible, though dignified by
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the precedent of centuries. If you talk about the hardships of his or her lot to a Salvation Army
Officer, you may hear things that may really appall you for the time; but just when you begin to
think that they are bearing more than flesh and blood can, the Salvationist will turn a beaming
smile on you, and with happiness in the voice tell you that the joys far overbalance the distresses,
and before you are aware you are being charmed out of your blues by a joyful chorus or hymn
verse.'
II
‘A Hundredfold'
But that not all. It is not only that 'the joys far overbalance the distresses,' but the gains far
outweigh the losses. The harvests are abundantly more than the sowing, though in some cases
the sowing costs us dear. It may be said that all our Officers in India have hazarded their lives for
Jesus Christ, and it is equally true that some have laid them down for His sake and the Gospel's.
Their works do follow them, and once more the Scripture is fulfilled before our eyes, Except a
corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth alone, but if it die it bringeth forth much
fruit.'
Here is an illustration of what I mean: —
'The tender green of the rice fields had deepened into brown, harvest was past, and the time of
the rains at hand, when sorrow and sickness came into an Indian village in which as yet there was
no representative of Jesus Christ.
‘The cholera had come. Medicine they had none; advice, only that which the incantations of the
priest or the wild shrieks of the devil-dancers could afford, and sorrow and dismay soon became
a panic, which took possession of the plague-stricken hamlet. In a few days the dismay became
despair. The dead lay unburied, the sick and dying uncared for, the sun glared pitilessly down
on what would rapidly become a charnel house.
‘At last the headmen of the village held a council together. To whom could they turn for help?
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‘After a number of suggestions had been made, at last one of the men exclaimed, “My brothers;
let us go to the Muktifauj, of whom we have heard. It is said that they are not afraid of cholera;
yet they are one with us, and they will come and help us.” So all that remained to be decided
was who should form the deputation.
‘The next day a group of villagers, weary, despairing and spiritless, presented themselves before
the white leader of the Salvationists for that district. Their request was soon made, and the
Major's heart was touched, though, alas! it was heavy both from dark sorrow in his own little
home and because he was now refusing help to the helpless around him. “Wait,” he said, one
day, and I will see what I can do for you.”
'Amongst those who stood by while the villagers made their appeal were two Officers, Tamils by
birth, who could have remained at their well-paid posts in office work, but the love of souls
constrained them, and they had begged for a life for and with the people.
‘“May we not go back to the village with these men, Major?” pleaded the Captain, earnestly, as
soon as the deputation had retired. “Oh, give us this glorious chance!”
""But do you know anything of sickness?” asked the Major, doubtfully. “Have you any idea what
a cholera-stricken village is like? What about the risk to yourselves? Have you considered it?"
"“Yes, yes, Major," interposed the Captain's wife, her dark eyes flashing with eagerness. My
husband knows something of medicine. God will go with us.”
‘And a few hours later, with the yellow robes of The Army Officers fluttering in their train, the
villagers were making their way home across the rice fields.
‘The Captain showed himself so strong and wise and calm that the people felt they could lean
on one who leaned on God. The dead were buried, the street looked almost as usual, and the
Captain's wife carried comfort and hope to the sick, and gave them the only remedies which can
avail against the awful scourge.
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‘The little Meetings held daily under the banyan trees, with the songs and stories of the love and
power of God and the Saviour, hallowed the village till even the hardest were forced to let in the
beautiful influence and spirit of love. There was nothing extraordinary in all this. Few village
Officers in India, whether native or European, have not visited in a cholera-stricken village. Some
have run even greater risks than these, and are doing it still.
'After a little time a messenger arrived one day at the Headquarters —
‘“Come quickly," he said, "the Muktifauj is ill; the sickness has taken him."
‘With such feelings as only those can understand who have seen their comrades and loved ones
torn from them at a few hours' notice, the Major and one or two with him set out for the village.
'But it was all over - even now, the grave was being dug, quite near to those the Captain himself
had helped to make a day or two before.
‘“It was quick, Major, and peaceful,” said the widow of an hour, with a strange light in her eyes.
“He did not suffer much. We came here for life or death. God has chosen that it should be death.
He belonged to God before he did to me.” And then came the burial.
‘“You must come back with us now," said the Major gently, when they stood once more in the
little empty hut. "I cannot allow you to remain; the risk is too great. Besides, the worst is over
now, and the cholera has spent itself.”
‘But the widow shook her head, and clasped her dark hands tighter together.
‘“If I leave them now,” she said, all my husband's work is undone. They will say, ‘She is frightened.
Her own life is more to her than our souls. Her God is not greater than our gods.' They do not
believe my words, they only believe my actions. Ah, let me stay! Let me finish the work my
husband died to do!” And her tears of entreaty fell thick and fast.
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‘But the Major still hesitated.
‘“One week,” she pleaded; only one week! Then if there are no more deaths, I leave and come
to Headquarters; but give me one week to stay among the people.” And the week was granted
to her.
‘But twice only had the sun risen and set when a little group of weeping villagers carried her
slowly in a litter over the rice fields back to the Divisional Headquarters, where, in spite of skill
and love, she passed away to her Lord.
‘“What, then, have these two Tamil comrades accomplished?” I asked the Major, who saw it all.
‘“Accomplished?” he said. “Accomplished what will never be forgotten there, nor in any part of
the district round. In that village I myself, not long after, helped the inhabitants to break and
smash up their idols. Quite half the people in the place are now earnest Salvationists, trying to
serve God. They have an Officers' Quarters and Hall there, and the village itself forms part of a
flourishing circle of Corps, all the outcome of the life and death of those two dear comrades."’
This is sacred ground. I bow my head in silence in the presence of the Spirit of Calvary. Voices
from out the receding past, and from the distant future also, seem to reach me. 'If it die,' says
one, ‘if it die it bringeth forth much fruit - much fruit!' 'The world,' cries another, 'must believe
witnesses who are ready to seal their testimony with their lives.' Above them all I catch a heavenly
echo, ‘Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord. Yea, saith the Spirit, that they may rest from
their labours, and their works do follow them.'
And I see as it were a sea of glass mingled with fire, and those who have gotten the victory,
having the Harps of God.
Hallelujah!
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