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CHAPTER XXII 
 

LAMPOONRY 
 
 
The Salvation Army must have proved a godsend to the satirists. From the first appearance of 
the poke bonnet, the tambourine, and the big drum it has been lampooned, sometimes with 
quite a little wit, but always without mercy. The Army for many years was to the humorists what 
the suffragettes were in their time to the music-hall comedian. Their ridicule enveloped any 
public man who supported us. In the pages of Punch Harry Furniss drew Sir Edward Clarke as 
“The Salvationist Solicitor-General.” Sir William Harcourt, on the strength of a friendly message 
to The Army, was also included among those who had “found salvation.” If it was desired to 
make a statesman a mark of derision no better means could be found than to put him in a 
Salvationist jersey. The Founder of The Army himself was the subject of the most extraordinary 
burlesques. Probably people got more fun out of William Booth than out of any other man of his 
generation. Occasionally I, too, came into the picture, generally as a sort of box-office manager, 
counting the money while the General was clowning on the stage. 
 
The old General took it all with a shrug of his shoulders. Neither of us minded being laughed at. 
The philosophy with which I was able to meet ridicule was implanted in me by my mother in my 
schooldays, when I was the butt of a good deal of schoolboy humour. 
 
We have never been greatly offended by the caricaturists. Very often we have laughed with them. 
If we have felt indignation it is not because the laugh has been against us, but because there has 
been a deliberate travesty of our aims and methods, such as a very distinguished playwright of 
this present day does not hesitate to bring into one of his recent works. The derision has helped 
us. It has certainly kept us from being proud, and it has also brought the Salvation Army to the 
front and saved a good deal of explanation as to who and what we are. And, indeed, I have 
rarely found a Salvationist deficient in humour. I have sometimes even dared to think that humour 
was one of the special graces of Salvationism. When I was in America our Colonel Brengle said 
to me, “There are two books, General, I should like you to write before you die — one on answers 
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to prayer, and the other on funny stories.” The two things are not quite unrelated. In both there 
are those curious appositions, coincidences, incongruities, antinomies, which only appear to be 
fortuitous because we cannot see the paths along which they have come. Humorous situations 
and answers to prayer are as much a part of the natural order of things as eclipses in the heavens, 
though infinitely more frequent. Some of our Salvation Army saints and warriors have had a keen 
eye for a piquant situation; they have discovered, not that there is one step between the 
ridiculous and the sublime, but that the two realms frequently overlap. 
 
But when I turn to the files of Punch and other journals and read again the passages relating to 
the Salvation Army over a series of long years — the greater part of the 'eighties and ’nineties 
— I am bound to say, prepared though I am to laugh, that there is very little to laugh at. Much 
of the humour is so thin and tottering that one wonders it was ever allowed to venture out. The 
animus of the writers against The Army is too evident. They are so eager to hold The Army up 
to opprobrium that they forget their principal job, which is to amuse their readers. They are so 
keen on getting in the sting that they forget all about the smile. And in many cases the bad taste 
and irreverence are remarkable, the more so because these were the very faults of which its 
critics were accusing The Army. 
 
Well, humour is a very transitory thing. It depends upon a delicate allusiveness which disappears 
quickly with the time, and leaves us wondering what in the world these people found to laugh 
at. Possibly there is more humour than appears on the surface in Punch's remark that “Madame 
Sarah Bernhardt has not yet joined the Sal-vation Army," but to us it appears a very modest 
quirk. And imagine pages of Punch being taken up today with the sort of thing which was 
considered good enough in 1882 — a series of supposed telegrams about the doings of the 
Salvation Army in a score of towns of which the following are samples: 
 

"Abingdon. — There was a large influx of visitors here today, who, however, speedily left 
on hearing that a special meeting of the Salvation Army was to be held.” 
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“Brighton. — The Salvation Army marched in procession through the streets of the 
Queen of Watering Places today in great numbers. Beyond some score of black eyes, the 
ceremony created little excitement.” 

 
And so the dreary piffle goes on from A to Z. 
 
There is a brighter flash of wit in the reference to the purchase of the Grecian — "which at the 
time of the Conquests was a well-conducted theatre, and is now going to be used for a Booth. 
Such is conversion!” There is also some passable verse from Punch, in imitation of the Arethusa 
sea-song, on the proposal to form a Salvation Navy: 
 

Come all ye sinners, young and old, 
With 'earts once cast in ’eaven's mould, 

And join our Ker-istian Navy bold 
On board the 'Allelujah!’ 

We're bound to floor the forts of Sin, 
And the Devil himself will soon cave in, 
Then join the side that's sure to win — 

On board the 'Allelujah!’ 
 
The relations of the Church of England and The Army were the subject of some satire. At the 
time when the Lower House of Convocation was petitioning the Upper House to issue some 
general instruction as to the attitude of the Church of England towards The Army, Punch 
remarked that they, the spiritual peers, “seem to think that there is less of The Army than of the 
Knavey about these Salvationists.” But a few years later Punch published a suppositious letter by 
the 'Archbishop of Canterbury’ (then Benson), in which the Archbishop is represented as saying 
that if the General will send the trumpet and uniform to Lambeth Palace he will at once join the 
ranks, if only in the capacity of a humble corporal. “You can count no more on boisterous, 
demonstrative, and indefatigable recruit than, yours sincerely and enthusiastically, E. Cantuar.” 
Later, in response to a supposed invitation from the Archbishop to join the Church of England, 
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General Booth is made to telegraph to his Grace in these rather evasive terms: “Have heard of 
a Stall in a cathedral, but have never seen a Booth in a church.” 
 
A bit of true humour of a different sort is illustrated by a drawing by Charles Keene entitled 
“Retrospection.” The scene is an “Æsthetic Neighbourhood," and a converted betting man, who 
now plays first concertina in Salvation Army band, remarks, "Pooty houses they builds in these 
subu’bs, Mr. Swaggett.” Mr. Swaggett, who is a reformed burglar and a banner-bearer in The 
Army, makes the inappropriate reply, “Ah, and how 'andy them little bal-co-nies would 'a been 
in former” but his reminiscences are cut short by a warning flourish on the concertina and he 
drops the subject. 
 
Some of the humour is directed against my sister Catherine—the "Fair Booth," as they called 
her, then in conflict with the Swiss authorities. This doggerel from the Punch of 1883 is part of a 
much longer dithyramb entitled “The March of the Salvationists”; 
 

"Hey for our Catherine, blushing so feminine, 
Rousing the Swiss to conviction of sin; 

Out on their 'beak’ who, the tide of grace stemmin', 
Insisted on brutally running her in! 

 
List to dear Catherine's fervent beseeching, 

Even for prefects, policemen, and all; 
Poor old St. Paul rated women for preaching, 
Catherine knows rather more than St. Paul.” 

 
One of the Swiss papers of this period, by the way, had a sketch which was a pointed comment 
on the action of the authorities. It represented a Salvationist knocked down by some ruffian, and 
appealing to a policeman, who promptly took him into custody for the crime of being beaten, 
while his assailant leisurely marched away! 
 
Perhaps it is unconscious humour which I find in the World in this period, where a writer, signing 
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himself “Atlas," and bearing, at all events, the south coast on his shoulders, asks plaintively 
whether nothing can be done with the Salvation Army nuisance. “One of the finest seasons ever 
known at Worthing has been utterly ruined by the noisy parades, and visitors have been 
absolutely driven away from the town by the disgraceful rioting. Unless some stringent measures 
are taken at once," he adds, "the same thing will probably happen at Brighton.” The “stringent 
measures, of course, are to be against The Army, not against the mob. But apparently Brighton 
was more endangered at this time by the Salvation Army in its streets than it would have been 
by an enemy navy in the Channel. The various writers show the greatest concern for the 
unprotected populations of these riotous towns, when so many policemen were withdrawn to 
march with The Army. They feared that the thieves and burglars would now have their 
opportunity. It does not appear, however, from the local chronicles, that the thieves and burglars 
were more than usually active. Perhaps they were unenterprising, or perhaps, again, The Army 
was converting them! 
 
But there are plenty of examples of more genial humour. An advertisement in a daily newspaper 
for a young lady assistant for a boot shop, “Salvationist preferred,” tickles Punch, which pictures 
the said young lady, in the trying-on room, being seized with a desire to play a concertina or 
thump a tambourine just at the time when the customers had either taken off their own shoes 
and so could not leave the premises, or had been put into a pair of tight boots, so that they were 
unable to move at all! 
 
One New Year there is a belated addition to the Honours List: “General Booth to be Viscount 
Boonem, to collect subscriptions in the House of Lords.” A most modest honour is also 
suggested for the Founder — to be Knight Commander of the Bath, so that he to deal more 
effectually with the "submerged tenth." And, of course, it is great fun sometimes to link Founder 
with the other William. In 1890 we have Punch representing Gladstone as cogitating whether, if 
he offered General Booth a place in his Cabinet, the General would order his Army to vote solid 
for Home Rule. Still more riotous fun is made of the so-called “Capture of Hawarden," although 
the skit appeared in Punch not long before the great statesman's death, and when the fires of 
controversy had died down, pretended to be an excerpt from the War Cry, and it follows the 
interview which the Founder had with the “Grand Old Man" in 1897, of which some account is 
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given in “Echoes and Memories." The General, it is said, approached Hawarden Castle single-
handed, and, after a short but brilliant attack, forced the garrison to capitulate. 
 
“But how complete the victory was, comparatively few have realized. Not a single newspaper, 
so far as we are aware, has taken any notice of the fact that, before the General left the field, Mr. 
Gladstone was gazetted corporal. Since then all has been activity at Hawarden. The Castle has 
been turned into barracks, and the library into a doss-house. The corporal is indefatigable. He is 
already known as ‘Hot and Strong William’. He is saving souls by the thousand, and recruits are 
pouring in so fast that twenty orderlies are busy night and day taking down their names. On 
Sunday last a grand parade was held on the lawn, when the corporal for the first time wore his 
uniform. It would be madness to attempt to describe the enthusiasm of the meeting. Never was 
such singing heard as when the corporal led off The Army, marching backwards and beating 
time with both hands. But the climax was reached when the hymn was ended, and the corporal 
called a halt. ‘Attention!' he cried, in his well-known silvery voice, which rang clear and distinct 
to the uttermost rank of that huge armament. ‘Now then, are you ready? Prepare to receive 
salvation!' In an instant the air was darkened with caps and bonnets. Thirty thousand voices 
cheered; thirty thousand Hallelujahs rent the welkin. In a scene of unparalleled excitement 'Hot 
and Strong William' laid on the sulphur and the brimstone. Every soul was saved. Satan has no 
chance against the corporal. The Hawarden campaign is simply a series of brilliant victories.” 
 
If the eccentricities were useful to humorous writers, what splendid material for the pencil was 
the Founder's head and profile. It was one of the few unforgettable faces of the last generation, 
and some of the caricatures, in spite of, or because of, their exaggerative touch, are truer to life 
than the customary portraits. 
 
The Salvation Army has survived laughter as it has survived more vicious assaults, and, to put the 
old proverb in its oldest setting, “Better the last smile than the first laughter." 
 


