CHAPTER XII
FOES WHO BECAME PRIENDS

The converting work of the Salvation Army has been shown not only in the turning of sinners into
something like saints, but in the turning of foes into friends. The Army, for more than one reason,
has often bad occasion to rejoice because of the people who ranged themselves against it, and
often, too, it has seen them undergo a startling metamorphosis.
Take the police authorities. The relations between The Army and the police in almost all countries
are now of the best. Nowhere is the change more notable, to those who remember the early
Army days, than in London. There was a time when the roughs and rowdies of various localities
united to harass and molest us. They attacked the procession with sticks and stones. They threw
down men and women in the roadway. They hustled the girls and young people abominably.
Fireworks were frequently employed to set light to women's clothing, and on the darker nights
sprinklers were in evidence for distributing tar and burning sulphur. In some instances serious
injuries were inflicted. I have, on a number of occasions, seen our brave fellows entering the halls
with broken heads and blood running down their faces.
The police of that day remained passive in the sight of all this. They alone among the onlookers
did not see what was complained of. They pooh-poohed the representations of individual
sufferers. In some places they successfully opposed the granting of summonses against the
offenders; in other cases false names and addresses were given to the police, and thus the
culprits could not be “served with legal process.”
The head of the Metropolitan Police at that time was Mr. — afterwards Sir Edmund YeamansHenderson, a courteous and excellent gentleman, but a martinet of an extreme type. He received
our remonstrances politely, but promptly and firmly denied the existence of what was alleged,
and handed our complaints for investigation to the superintendent of the division at Leman
Street, Whitechapel. That gentleman took the same line as his chief, and protested, "grossly
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exaggerated," “nothing of consequence," “no complaints from constables on beats," “besides,
why don't you stop in your buildings and let the streets alone?” Superintendent Arnold was a
sturdy Norfolk dumpling sort of man, and we soon found that we had little to hope from him
unless by some influence greater than we could bring to bear upon him he adjusted his views.
He put the climax on his attitude by saying to me, after hearing our report of the enlisting and
molestings of a certain detachment of the Skeleton Army, that he was not at all surprised!
We turned at length elsewhere. The Founder wrote strongly to the Home Secretary, and my
mother to Mr. Gladstone, then Prime Minister. They both replied promising attention. But,
frankly, our expectations as to the result were not high.
Meanwhile two circumstances occurred which in a most unexpected manner, largely if not
completely, changed the situation. The first was really a curious happening. Among the
tradespeople occupying shops in the Whitechapel Road the principal scene of the disorders
were a number who sympathized with us in a non-committal sort of way, and deplored the
conduct of the rabble and the inaction of the authorities. A group of the more energetic among
them conceived the idea of turning the animus of the roughs away from the new missioners to
the police themselves. The affair was well managed, and we never knew how it was done, but
one week-end, when our usual gatherings assembled in the roadways, it was observed that some
of the ring-leaders of the mobs were engaged in altercations with individual policemen. Things
soon became lively. The constables threatened, the roughs pushed and howled, other policemen
came up, and before long quite a serious mêlée was in progress from the London Hospital to
Whitechapel Church. The police put up as good a front as possible in the circumstances, but
many of them were a good deal knocked about, one or two lost their helmets, and for some
wicks afterwards a captured truncheon was hawked about the public houses of the locality amid
loud cheering and much drinking to the health of its captors!
The effect of this outbreak on the police authorities — including Superintendent Arnold — was
electrical. The very next night out came extra constables, a strict protecting oversight of our
meetings and processions was set up, and for the first time in our chequered history a policeman
actually a real London “ bobbie in full uniform — was told off to march with us. All serious
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rowdyism soon ceased in that part of London, and, indeed, except for one or two places such as
Deptford and Hammersmith, where we had quite a long succession of “Bloody Sundays,” as
they were called, there was relatively little more trouble of that particular kind in the metropolitan
area.
But another and more far-reaching influence was at work. A personal friend of my dear mother,
who was also a friend of John Morley (afterwards Lord Morley of Blackburn), then editor of the
very influential Pall Mall Gazette, asked him to have an inquiry made into our difficulties, and to
do something for the protection of our poor people. Mr. Morley was the last man living to feel
any sympathy with the sort of wild fanaticism which we were widely believed to approve, and I
remember well how amused I felt on hearing that an appeal to him was suggested. I knew
nothing of him personally. He had just been making ridicule of the Prince of Wales - afterwards
Edward VII - in his paper, and an even more famous instance of his defiance of the usual
conventions was his custom of printing the name of God without a capital. It was rather a silly
irreverence, even though perhaps not altogether unjustified to his own philosophic mind. A trace
of the same kind of contempt is seen in his reference to us in his “Gladstone” — "the officers
and soldiers of the salvation army.” But at least he did not share the superciliousness of The
Times of that period, for he refrained from putting General” in inverted commas!
Judge, then, of our astonishment to receive, shortly after the attack on the police, a visit from
Mr. Superintendent Arnold, with the information that recent happenings were likely to form the
subject of inquiry in the House of Commons, and that this was to be done at the instance of "a
Mr. Morley.” Superintendent Arnold, whose attitude was now much changed, expressed the
hope that now that our people were being looked after all would be well. We reassured him,
and from that time he became as friendly as a man of his type could become to such a movement
as ours.
Later on, still in Morley's time (up to 1883), the Pall Mall Gazette brought some of its big guns to
bear upon the atrocious blackguardism permitted in certain of the provincial towns, and did us
yeoman service. Morley was then assisted, of course, by W. T. Stead. The two, in many ways very
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different from each other, made a remarkable combination, Stead all fire and Morley all light —
cold light — and yet they got on well together.
John Morley, as some of us still like to call him — he was sometimes called “Honest John,” but
that suggests a bluffness and heartiness which were foreign to his subtle mind and careful temper
— was an intellectual of the intellectuals, a master critic, with a pontifical influence among the
elite of the “Tribes,” and with an insight into practical life not usual in a literary man of his
distinction. As a critic I cannot think that he achieved what in Walter Pater's famous definition is
laid down as the critic's attitude — " to feel the virtue of the poet, of the painter, to disengage
it, to set it forth — these are the three stages of the critic's duty.” Moreover, Morley always gave
me the impression of a dissatisfied soul. Perhaps I ought to say a hungry soul. It was Stead who,
differing but devoted, made me aware of something of his personal life, and later through Lord
Armitstead, a close friend who mourned Morley's alienation from the life of the Spirit, I learned
more. I learned also something about his home life and the perfectly delightful union found there
in his later years, notwithstanding much sorrow that befell him. In his Gladstone,” particularly in
the description of the statesman's dying, we get some faint flashes from fires that burned in his
soul. Perhaps still more revealing is an extract from his “Voltaire," in alluding to the absence of
permanent quality about all that Voltaire wrote upon religion (the italics are mine):
“Men who sympathize with him (Voltaire) in his aims, and even for their sake forgive him
his method, who have long ago struck the tents under which they once found shelter in
the lands of belief, to whom Catholicism has become as extinct a thing as Mahometanism,
even they will turn with better , chance of edification to the great masters and teachers
of the old faith, than to the fiery precursor of the new. And why, if not for the reason that
he dealt mainly with the lower religious ideas, or with the higher ideas in their lowest
forms, they put these into the second place, and move with an inspiring exultation amid
the loftiest and most general conceptions that fine imagination and a soaring reason
could discover among the spiritual treasures of their religion. They turned to the diviner
mind and exercised themselves with the weightiest and most universal circumstances of
the destiny of mankind. …
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“The awful law of death, the impenetrable secret of the first cause, the fierce play of
passion and universal distribution of pain, the momentariness of guilt and eternity of
remorse, the anguish of bereavement that chokes and rends, the hopeless inner
desolation which is the unbroken lot of myriads of the forlorn of the earth — these ghostly
things ever laying siege to the soul were known to a Bossuet or a Pascal, and resolved by
a series of ideas about the unknowable power and the government of the world, which
are no longer the mighty weapons of exorcism they once were, but they are, at any rate,
of due magnitude and proportion, sublime, solemn, never unworthy. We touch the hands
of those who have walked with the most high, and they tell us many moving wonders; we
look on faces that have shone in rays from the heaven of noble thoughts; we hear solemn
and melodious words from men who received answers from oracles that to us are very
mute, but the memory of whose power is still upon us. Hence the work of these glowing
mortals lives even for those to whom their faith is dead, while the words that Voltaire
wrote on religion are lifeless as the Infamous which they so meritoriously slew."
I feel that Morley lost his way when seeking to challenge or expose some of the absurd
superstitions of the eighteenth century. What he called the “grovelling hypocrisies” of that
period were, no doubt, pretty bad, but I think perhaps he mistook them for the real things of
which they were but counterfeits, and he transferred his natural and righteous dislike of the one
to the other. He remains for me an unsatisfied man, a man feeling ever after something he could
not find, listening for something he could not hear. His Recollections greatly disappointed me.
The evident extent of his perceptions and powers, the size of the man as revealed there, and
then the small things on which so much is made to turn! The allusion to his little dog when closing
the book of his life's memories — “My little humble friend squat on her haunches, looking
wistfully up, eager to resume her endless hunt after she knows not what, just like the chartered
metaphysician. So to my home in the falling daylight” — is pathetic in the extreme - pathetic
and even heart-breaking.
One feels like giving a new application to the old words:
“...wandered to the utmost boundary of creation,
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And then beheld a socket where should have been an eye.”
Morley's interest in us was at first chiefly the interest of one who regards with approval all that
belongs to liberty in the abstract; then, as definite points of contact were established and certain
good results of our doings came to his notice, he considered them with absolute honesty. He
was impressed. He rejoiced in anything which stirred the sluggish, monotonous lives of the
melancholy millions. And beyond this, it was, I believe, a real satisfaction to him to see something
born into the world which promised to wake up some of the sleek and self-contented Churches
and remind them of their own Master's command to care for those who had forgotten how to
care for themselves. Unbeliever though he was, and in spite of the drawbacks and deficiencies
which that unbelief so obviously involved, John Morley was a fine illustration, to use his own
words, “of what a noble thing a human life may become.”
I remember how Stead, who took a lively interest in the change of feeling towards The Army
which was witnessed in those days, and would rejoice, often in print, over what he called brands
plucked from the burning," one day cried out, as I entered the Pall Mall offices, in consequence
of some movement in the right direction, "Well, Hallelujah! here's Morley — another brand.”
Mrs. Asquith (Lady Oxford), in the second volume of her “Autobiography,” referring to a visit
which she paid to Lord Morley's home at Wimbledon, tells us how she found words by Bacon
inscribed on the mantelpiece in Morley's library: “The nobler a soul the more objects of
compassion it hath.” Truly this is an excellent measuring rod for nobility. Yet Morley did not see
the highest nobility of all, that of the Divine One “whose compassions fail not."
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