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CHAPTER XXV 
 

“MORE THINGS IN HEAVEN AND EARTH” 
 
 
In the work of the Salvation Army many quite remarkable incidents can be recorded, and I have 
sometimes wondered whether it might not be of service to write an account of some such 
happenings. Here is one story in which I had a share, the sort of story that one rarely meets with 
more than once in a lifetime. 
 
One of my privileges in the early days of our work in the East End of London was to accompany 
the Founder in his visitation, when he saw to the care of our people, established the converts, 
and looked up backsliders and others whom he wished to help. We had noticed at our meetings 
in the Whitechapel Hall at this period — the early 'seventies — a middle-aged man, looking like 
a fairly successful and well-conducted workman, and his daughter, a serious and attractive girl of 
perhaps eighteen. There seemed to be a specially confidential and affectionate relationship 
between the two. After some little time the daughter came under deep conviction of sin, and at 
the penitent form gave herself to Christ in the most definite manner. At once she became a 
changed girl. The sombre, even gloomy, expression of the past gave place to a joy and 
brightness there was no mistaking. Soon she was taken in hand by the elder women and began 
to work in a quiet way, especially among girls of her own age. 
 
After a short while the Founder discovered her name on his list for visitation. Although by this 
time the head of a growing organization, he was as careful in these duties as any of his officers. 
I happened to be with him on the occasion of his visit to the small house in one of the streets off 
the Mile End Road where this couple lived. The little place showed signs of comfort as well as of 
womanly taste and care. The Founder was pleased with the girl's testimony, but he found the 
father silent, even perhaps a little sullen. In my youthful enthusiasm I was full of hope for him, 
and as the months went on I felt a deep interest and concern on his behalf. There was something 
serious and challenging about him, something very compelling in the tender anxiety which his 
daughter manifestly felt for him. 
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After a time, when I was again out visiting with my father, this couple were once more on his list 
for the day. When we arrived, however, we found the house closed. It was in the late afternoon, 
when they were usually preparing tea, and we were puzzled by their absence. We succeeded in 
attracting the attention of the next-door neighbours, and a woman put her head out of the first-
floor window inquiring what we wanted. She was obviously unfriendly to the “Hallelujahs," as 
our people were called, and would volunteer no information. At length, however, on the Founder 
promising not to disclose the source of any news she could give him, she came downstairs, 
opened her front door, and in a rather dramatic way said, “Well, if you was to ask me where they 
are" — her voice descended to a loud whisper — “I should say they was gone to the river!” 
 
In a flash my father guessed the trouble. We turned to a policeman, who told us of the nearest 
point at which we should find the river. We started at full speed for the Minories. It was growing 
towards the dark of the evening when we reached a certain narrow turning out of the main street, 
where there was then a passage or alley leading to a small flight of steps down to the Thames. 
Before we had proceeded far along this solitary lane we could hear the voice of the daughter 
pleading with her father, and we soon found her, almost exhausted, struggling with him, literally 
holding him back from the dark and cruel waters. How thankful I felt that we had come to the 
right place! 
 
Can I ever forget what followed? The dear General was kneeling with one arm around the 
unhappy man and with the other holding on to the stone parapet just above, the girl also was 
on her knees on the other side of her father, between him and the river, while I was busied trying 
in the dim and flickering light from a gas-lamp at the top of the steps to make a surer footing for 
us all on the greasy stones should the struggle be renewed. The General prayed most 
wonderfully. Amid the gloom and darkness, with the restless and greedy waters around, and the 
sinister murmur of the river in our ears, a devil was at last cast out, and a troubled soul found 
safety and rest. Both father and daughter lived and witnessed for God for some time after this 
adventure — an adventure of which, I think, no one knew except the four of us, and the God of 
mercy who was with us. 
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Another story of riverside London comes to my mind, and this also had a happy ending. In a 
thoroughfare of Limehouse known as Salmon's Lane, there was, at the time when The Army 
began its work in that locality, a prosperous fish-shop, the proprietor of which, whom I will call 
Saxton (not his true name), was a wild and dissolute man, reckless, worldly, self-indulgent, 
pleasure-loving. Salmon's Lane was then a notorious thorough-fare, a resort of the roughest kind 
of people, and a place for all sorts of street-trading, as well as gambling and drinking, especially 
on a Sunday morning. All the shops would be open, costermongers' barrows would block the 
roadway, hawkers, beggars, ballad-singers would pursue their respective callings, and by eleven 
or so the street would be in a perfect uproar, occasionally intensified by a dog-fight or a pugilistic 
encounter. 
 
Into this same street marched a little group of our mission people every Sunday. There they sang, 
and prayed, and testified to the mercy of God, and, if the truth be told, added not a little to the 
general commotion. Among them was a dwarf, known locally as the “Midget," a poor deformed 
creature who had formerly been an “actor” at the penny gaff — a low theatrical affair — opposite 
Limehouse churchyard. The “Midget” had been a vile creature, leading boys and youths who 
frequented the “gaff” into all sorts of vicious ways. He had as his sleeping-place a kind of den 
under the “stage," so that he was ever at hand for any wickedness that might come along, day 
or night. He was a great drinker, and as he was generally able to enliven any company in which 
he found himself, the public-houses of the locality made him welcome. 
 
The Founder took possession of the “gaff” for Army use, and the “Midget " lost his occupation 
and celebrated the event by carrying out almost every conceivable kind of mischief at our 
meetings. His oddity of appearance and his amazing ability in mimicry made his interruptions 
very trying and very difficult to deal with, especially in the open air. But a miracle was wrought, 
and this little fellow became altogether changed. The diminutive Saul of Limehouse became the 
oddest of little apostles.  
 
When the “Midget " came into Salmon's Lane, no longer to annoy the mission folk but to testify 
as one of them, he drew upon himself abuse of all kinds from the publicans and their miserable 
dupes. They seemed to feel that insult was added to injury when this poor fellow, for whom they 



 

THESE FIFTY YEARS — Chapter Twenty-Five 4 

had drawn so much good liquor, not only abandoned his former ways, but came forth to tell, on 
their very doorsteps and to their best customers, the story of a new life. Occasionally on Sundays 
something very like a riot occurred. Horseplay developed into stone throwing and aggressive 
violence of all kinds. The garbage of the streets was thrown at the missioners, making havoc of 
their clothes, until at last the police threatened to take proceedings — against us, of course! — 
unless we stopped the meetings. This we had no intention of doing, and we “moved on," so 
that on some Sundays the service became a sort of "movie," though not of the modern kind. 
And marching slowly up and down the thoroughfare, hustled and stoned, our people made not 
a few converts who did brave work for God. 
 
Among those who had noticed the hostility of the crowd to the preachers was the fishmonger 
whom I have already mentioned. On Sunday mornings he did a roaring trade, and outside his 
shop our processionists would stand for a few moments and speak to his customers, while he, 
busy at his slab, heard and saw much that went on. The "Midget” particularly interested him; he 
had no doubt known him in the days of the “gaff,” and was aware of the bad character he had 
borne, and the misery in which he lived. To see the Midget, "still contemptible” in appearance 
but very lucid and definite in his story of a changed life, was evidently to the fishmonger an 
impressive thing. Sometimes the "Midget" would sing a kind of amateur solo. Though his voice 
was neither strong nor harmonious, there was something in it which made his words of more 
than passing interest. One song in particular entered the fishmonger's soul: 
 

“Your gold will waste and wear away, 
Your pleasures perish in a day, 
My portion never will decay, 

Christ for me.” 
 
The disturbances became more violent, the “Midget” being the special target for the attacks of 
the roughs. Every evil word was hurled against him. The nastiest filth and the largest stones were 
reserved for him. In all this he was patient and silent. The most he attempted in the way of self-
defence was to wear a thick overcoat made of some hemp material which seemed to have a 
softening effect on the stones and was not greatly affected by the slush! One Sunday morning 
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he was thrown down and rolled over and over in the mud, coming to a stop, as it happened, 
opposite the fishmonger's shop. Seeing the plight of the poor fellow, the fishmonger stepped 
out into the roadway, checked the rabble, raised the poor little victim on to his feet, and led him, 
to the bewilderment of friend and foe alike, into the room behind his open shop. There he left 
him while he went to overlook the putting up of the shutters, and sent him in some food. What 
took place when he returned to receive thanks for this unexpected kindness I do not know, but 
it made no little sensation in Limehouse when it was known that this poor, despised creature had 
led the proud and wicked tradesman to Christ. On the following Sunday morning the fish-shop 
alone in all the street was closed, and in the procession was the fishmonger, wearing his best 
clothes. Standing in front of his own shop he told the story of his repentance and forgiveness to 
the astonished crowd. 
 
The rowdyism grew more violent, again the police interfered, threatening to close the street to 
any sort of demonstration, and we were in a quandary. Then a new thing happened. The 
fishmonger made certain alterations to his premises, so that his long slab could be removed at 
pleasure, and he was thus able to throw his open shop into immediate contact with the 
pavement. This formed a protected stand for the speakers, and nothing could prevent people 
standing before it to hear their words. Many fish were caught in that shop on Sunday mornings, 
of a different kind from those which were sold there during the week! Soon afterwards one or 
two other tradesmen closed on Sunday, and “the lane" became quite a centre of Army life and 
history in that district. 
 
And there was a sequel. The fishmonger took care of the “Midget"; and by a strange constraint 
of affection set to work to realize the desolate little fellow's one earthly desire, to find his long-
lost mother. They had both been wanderers, the mother in some travelling country fair, and the 
dwarf towards the great city. From the first hours of his salvation he had sought to find her, but 
without avail. After a time, through the efforts of the fishmonger and other Army friends, she was 
discovered, in great loneliness and misery, and from that hour the “Midget" seemed a different 
man, more responsible, more dignified, more capable of work. He was anxious, above all things, 
to provide for his mother. At first the fishmonger employed him in odd work about his own 
business, and afterwards set him up for himself, and made him an allowance which, with his 
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earnings, kept both him and his mother in fairly comfortable conditions. The mother, hard, 
vicious, and at first unresponsive, was at length softened by the love and tenderness of her son, 
and died in peace. Presently he also, having fought a good fight, finished his course and received 
his crown. 
 
Perhaps another story may be included in this narrative. The circumstances came to my 
knowledge many years ago. It concerns a lad of eighteen, whom I will call Bob, his sister Milly, 
and another young fellow, all of them mill-hands in a provincial town. They were accustomed to 
go to Army meetings, enjoying the happiness manifested there, but the source of that happiness 
they themselves had not discovered. The lads were good, steady fellows, and Milly was a bright, 
affectionate girl who kept house for her brother. 
 
One Saturday evening, outside the town where they lived, there occurred a terrible railway 
accident in which many people were killed and many more were injured. The two lads, who were 
walking about the town, were asked by a policeman if they would go and help the railway men 
who were trying to get the injured out of the wreck, and the girl insisted on accompanying them. 
 
It was a dreadful sight which met their young eyes. The train was a complete wreck. The engine 
lay on its side, the escaping steam adding to the general confusion and turmoil. The groans of 
the injured could never be forgotten afterwards by those who heard them. Some of the injured 
were pleading that they might be killed to escape further agony. Men were working with 
crowbars to free the imprisoned passengers. Doctors, and nurses, and hospital men were moving 
purposefully about. These two young fellows set to work and one or two of the injured whom 
they tried to help asked if someone would pray with them. Then it was that Bob and his friend 
felt their great lack; if only they themselves had been saved men how they could have risen to 
an emergency such as this! The sister, however, did pray with a woman who was pinned between 
the scats of a compartment. A strange sight it was, great flares lighting up the scene, the smashed 
carriage, the mighty labours of the railway men, the frightened passengers, the poor, weeping, 
dying woman, and this little bit of a mill girl trying in her uninstructed fashion to pray, and 
evidently praying for her own soul as well. 
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About midnight Bob sent his sister home in one of the trains taking wounded, and he and his 
friend worked on. It began to rain, and while this helped to stop the fires, it added to the misery 
of the injured and suffering. As many as possible were covered with tarpaulins and rugs out of 
the carriages. About two in the morning Milly surprised them by returning with the Salvation 
Army captain, bringing coffee and sandwiches which were given to the wounded. Towards five 
o'clock it seemed that nothing more could be done, and the stationmaster sent them home. 
 
The youth who told me the story said that he would never forget the walk from the station that 
early Sunday morning. His friend thanked his sister for her prayers, and asked her if she would 
pray for him as she had prayed for that dying woman. At first Milly could not speak, but when 
she got in the house she put her arms round her brother's neck and said, “Bob, I am not saved 
myself — how can I help Alec?” 
 
 
Next day in the dinner hour the captain called and said he hoped they would all come to the 
evening meeting. They did so, and that night they all three gave their hearts to God. Bob is now 
a Salvation Army officer of many years' experience—his sister, too; she, indeed, preceded him 
to the Training Garrison. He said to me, “I have had wonderful happenings, and great blessings 
have come into my life and to others through my work for God, but it was then, in the dark night, 
amid those suffering and dying victims of that railway smash, before I myself was saved, that God 
called me to His service, and to be an officer in the Salvation Army." 
 
It is not only in novels that they “live happily ever after.” The Army knows quite a lot about that. 
 


