CHAPTER XXVI
THE NOBLE ARMY OF HELPERS

When I think of those who have helped me there comes trooping up such a multitude that I have
to abandon any attempt to single out individuals, and simply take them in companies, battalions
or regiments. By this noble army of helpers I mean, not simply those who have toiled and fought
at my side, but those who, often unconsciously to themselves, and in many different directions,
have given me inspiration, stimulus and hope; have confirmed my faith and added to my
expectation, and have sometimes rebuked me, challenged me, and drawn me out.
First of all there come in no ordered procession a company of shining-faced ones, whom I call
the ENTHUSIASTS. A number of them have peeped already out of these pages. I thank God for
the enthusiasts who have fought under our flag. My definition of enthusiasm is love on fire.
Without it and all that it means of keenness, zeal and holy passion, a man or woman cannot be
a Salvationist of the highest order. It is something over and above cleverness, eloquence,
thoughtfulness, or capacity for leadership. It may exist with all or any of these, but I know very
well it can exist without them. Enthusiasts are very often not at all clever or particularly thoughtful
people; they are sometimes crude in their speech and blundering in their doings; but they have
the heart of the matter in them.
I am not thinking of the mere external manifestations of enthusiasm, physical energy, noisy
exuberance, the shouting of “Hallelujahs!” Those may be the uprushings and explosions, but the
true enthusiasm is a subterranean fire which, in a volcano, does not issue at every point. It is the
inward thing which matters. It is the divine energy which propels. It is this fire within which gives
a man daring, resource and endurance.
As I have said, these enthusiasts are often bungling folk. In the history of The Army they have
sometimes made things very awkward for us. There has been much clearing up to do after them.
They have often been imprudent. But the uncouthness of the lamp should not make us shut our
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eyes to its light. I have not always wanted to imitate the enthusiasts. I could not always have
done so. Their extravagances have been peculiar to themselves. Very often they would not have
borne repetition by other people. But they have enlarged my conception of the power of God
over human nature. They have shown me new ways in which He does things. They taught us not
to snub men because they are odd or extravagant. We know full well that God speaks through
such.
Then behind the enthusiasts there comes another company, more decorous, more placid, more
contemplative. I name them — meaning no offence — the PIETISTS. They are people whose
religion is more inward. They are the sons and daughters of Mary of Bethany. Their delight is to
sit at the feet of Christ, to wait on Him, to listen to Him. And they continue to sit there, even
though, as it seems to others of us, the time has come for them to be up and doing. I own that I
have sometimes felt impatient with them. But they have helped me. They have helped me in this
way, that they have shown me how goodness can triumph by virtue of its own inherent qualities
rather than by virtue of its outward activities.
Perhaps these people may have helped me more than they help others. They have supplied the
necessary corrective to one who, all his life, has stood for action. "Do something," I have always
said; "better act mistakenly than not at all.” “By hard work shall the Kingdom come.” They have
shown me that it is also true that faith in God and silent union with His Will are essential to victory.
They have shown me that in addition to the highway for the big traffic, there is a by-way, and
that the by-way has its great doings also — the by-way where there is only room for two to walk
side by side. These people have shown me that activity is not everything, that effective service
is not in terms of many hours of labour and crowded diaries of engagements, that God honours
this other type of service too.
Of course, these helpers, like the first, are not perfect. Their testimony is only partial. It is a broken
light they shed. Many of them are narrow; many of them exhibit the disadvantages of
introspection when not combined in the proper degree with action. But all the same they have
helped me. They have reminded me that only the victory by faith is worth while. They have shown
me that “getting on” is less than nothing unless it is God that gets us on. They have recalled me

THESE FIFTY YEARS — Chapter Twenty-Six

2

to the inward verities. I look for these people in their back seats in our citadels and on the fringes
of our open-air gatherings. Their voices are not foremost, may not be heard at all, but the life of
the corps — and of The Army — would be very much impoverished if it were not for their prayers
and their love and their inner devotion to the Lord.
And now there come along a straggling few who have helped me because they have shown me
the road I ought not to take. I call them the HUMANIST — I am afraid my nomenclature is not
always fortunate — meaning by humanists those who depend upon human effort and
experience, human skill and energy, and, so depending, fail in the long run. Over and over again
I have seen the work of men of the most tremendous industry, enterprise, and skill, topple over
like a house of cards, while the work of men of prayer and faith and insight, even when these
things were not coupled with practical ability of a high order or even with any remarkable energy,
remains standing. The reason is that the first rested on the merely human. These people forgot
the better part. Their sufficiency was of themselves, not of God. Not for a moment am I decrying
human effort. What I deprecate is reliance upon it. The old adage is worth repeating: Work and
Plan as if everything depended solely upon your own efforts, but Pray and Trust as if everything
depended upon God.
The next regiment of helpers comes along with a limp. No soldierly stride here, though many of
them attempt it. Yet the tap of their crutches and the creak of their invalid chairs has put new
heart into me. They are the blessed regiment of SUFFERERS. These are the men and women
who have endured many things. I include amongst them not only physical but mental and
spiritual suffering. My contact with them has brought me to the place where human strength and
human resources end. They have done more than unseal my springs of pity. They have made me
stand still and wonder at the triumphs of grace. Again and again in the poor disabled body and
the countenance distorted by suffering, I have seen the power of an indwelling God, working
more visibly, perhaps, because of the frailty of the outward vessel.
The people who suffer are, as a whole, a word of God to the rest of us. They have seemed to me
to be a reflex evidence, so to speak, that God is among men and using them to do His work.
The whole work of redemption is a work of suffering. It began with suffering — the suffering of
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the Lord — and it continues by suffering in those who follow Him. When we are bidden to take
up our Cross, the Cross referred to is not just our ordinary round of business and domestic
anxieties. One of the greatest sufferers I have known was my dear mother. It was a regular thing
for her to get up out of a sick bed, struggle downstairs, into a four-wheeled cab, pour out upon
an audience for an hour the passion of her ardent spirit, and then home to bed again, with every
fibre of her being exhausted by the effort she had made. I have seen many who have suffered
for the Cross, some who have suffered physically. Others have endured suffering of a different
kind, but still akin to what Jesus Himself suffered. Think of the sufferings of refined and cultured
men and women consecrated to a certain work which brings them into continual contact, not
with the poor — No! No! — but with the vulgar and the degraded and the loathsome, so that
every hour brings a jar or bruise to their sensitive spirit. I think that such suffering, witnessed in
others, has helped me much. It has softened my spirit, thrown me back upon God, and kept me
from being spoiled by the affection and flattery which came to me more, perhaps, than to most.
The sufferers have helped me also by the necessary exercise of my powers of consolation.
And, last of all, the little company of CONTRADICTORS. They, too, have been my helpers. They
have helped me by dealing faithfully with me in any matters in which they thought I was wrong
or mistaken. My position is an important one, and its dangers are in direct relation to its
importance. In the multitude of counsellors there is safety, but perhaps the safety is all the greater
if among that multitude there are those who do not hesitate to speak the disagreeable and
contrary word. I believe that God laid His hand upon me and prepared me for the perils which
beset such an office, yet I could hardly have done without the help of those who came to me
when they thought I was wrong and plainly told me so and wanted to set me right. I am bound
to say that, oftener than not, it turned out that they were the mistaken ones! But their challenge
did me good, nevertheless. It made me re-examine myself and my position in the matter, ensure
and buttress my judgment, gave me humility and patience, and enabled me to see, however
well I had done, that I might have done better.
Comrades all, thank you, and God bless you!
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