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CHAPTER IV 
 

THE FOUNDER — MY COMPANION AND FRIEND 
 
 
OF several aspects of my father's various personality I have treated in the volume which preceded 
this. But as one reflects upon that amazing life, to which the passage of years gives the proper 
perspective, recollections ever crowd into the mind, especially those of a more intimate 
character, some of them almost too precious to be put on public record. 
 
I have used the word “various,” and, indeed, various he was, though not in the sense of being 
disintegrated. Plato says “The horses of the soul's chariot pull different ways,” which might mean, 
not what nowadays we should call moral anarchy, but that the horses pull with different strengths 
— so as no doubt greatly to vary the result — and yet pull the same way. 
 
Something of this kind was always going on with my dear father. Forces, influences, impulses — 
what should I call them? — so varied and numerous as to cause astonishment, were ever pulling 
him this way or that, not contrary ways, but ways whose common goal was not always easy to 
see. His deep love for humanity made him set a high value on all things human and drove him 
to the help of the forlorn and forgotten and unfortunate. His fine appreciation of the love of God 
ever urged him to call men to friendship with the Divine. His courage and zeal for righteousness 
led him into holy war against baseness, oppression and wrong of every kind. His humour and a 
certain tendency to speculation on life urged him towards a kind of stoicism, mixed, however, 
with a perennial hopefulness that nothing seemed able to kill. 
 
All this made him very interesting in the contacts of daily life. There we saw the great unrest that 
was in him — the "horses” that pulled. 
 
Here I want to speak of him as my companion and friend. No doubt we were thrown together in 
a very unusual way. From the time of my early teens I enjoyed a large measure of his confidence. 
Later my official work as his Chief Executive Officer made me acquainted with all the perplexing 
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affairs of his unprecedented and difficult position. I knew his anxieties and what caused them. I 
shared his griefs, some of the most bitter of which arose from the failure of those he had trusted. 
I witnessed his disappointment when campaigns from which he had expected much came to 
little or nothing, and when carefully thought-out schemes and plans went awry. In short, I was 
behind the scenes, and saw not only the inner working of the Movement, but of his, its leader's, 
mind and life and experience. I saw the reaction upon him of obstruction and opposition as well 
as of success and achievement. 
 
The public view of him is that he was irascible, but this is a superficial estimate, a case of not 
seeing the landscape because of the brier bush. There is no doubt that his uncertain health had 
a great deal to do with his moods. He was never really a strong man physically, or, rather, he was 
strong with some weak and troublesome elements in his constitution, so that suddenly he could 
be really quite ill, helpless even, and as suddenly return to normal. All this had to be taken into 
account in dealing with him. In arranging his different campaigns, for example, especially if long 
journeys were involved, we had to use all our powers of restraint and seek earnestly for 
preventing grace from on High lest he be completely overdone and commit a kind of suicide by 
overstrain. The finest machine that the engineering skill of the world could produce may be 
destroyed by the overheating of some simple part, or by overtaxing its capacity. We realized this 
when he did not, and we had to hold him in.”  
 
Some of my most amusing and yet serious personal encounters with him arose out of this very 
thing. No matter how closely arranged might be the programme for a campaign, he always 
wanted to get in something else. When I say “always” perhaps I ought to qualify it, and say up 
to the age of seventy-five! He would spend half an hour discussing, arguing, demanding, all with 
regard to the addition of some meeting not in itself very important, and our pleasure in having 
arranged with some skill, as we thought, a practicable tour, would be damped. 
 
Certainly he was exacting. He was, indeed, most generous in recognizing any special skill or 
enterprise we had shown in arranging his work, but he was at the same time extraordinarily 
particular over many little things which might well have been left alone in view of the general 
success of the undertaking. I have sometimes put it to him in this way when he has been vexed 



 

THESE FIFTY YEARS — Chapter Four 3 

about something — or even when he has been pleased — that he would be dissatisfied at the 
moment of victory on the field if he noticed that a gun of one of the batteries had come up with 
six horses when it should have had seven. And his reply would be, “Yes, Bramwell, but if there 
ought to have been seven. I should be right to be vexed because there were only six!?” 
 
It was my good fortune to help him both in his literary work and in his preparation for the 
platform. There again no man could have been more generous in recognizing even the smallest 
service. But he did not like to take from another hand anything that was vitally important. It was 
only the minor things that he was prepared to accept from others. The main thing must be his 
own. He would hand over to me the bare bones of an address and ask me to give it some garb 
of flesh, but I knew that any help which was to be acceptable must be only on subsidiary aspects 
— knitting the ideas together, embellishing, perhaps, but not altering the main theme. If I 
produced anything of radical importance to the subject his remark would be, “I asked you to 
mend this up for me, I did not ask you to make it your own.”  
 
A great autocrat? Yes, indeed, and one who spread his personality over his whole environment, 
so that one could never be indifferent to it. He never let anything pass without expressing some 
opinion on its relationship to us, to The Army, and to the work of God. In political questions as 
such he took very little interest, but in the bearing of many such questions upon the life of the 
people, especially the common people, and on the religious life of the community, his interest 
was very keen. He had great faith in a religious background to the life of the people, not only of 
this but of all countries. To him man was fundamentally religious, religion the great end and 
interest of life, and, in consequence, his attitude towards a revival of religion was always 
expectant. Even for France, where perhaps he produced less impression than in any other 
country that he visited, he often prophesied a great revival of religion. 
 
He was a traveller born. Of his life as a traveller I cannot speak with very much personal 
knowledge because it was so difficult for both of us to be away from the centre at the same time. 
But when we did travel together his gentleness towards and carefulness of me, less inured than 
himself to travelling stress, was conspicuous. He was always anxious that I should get sleep, and 
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he would insist upon the food being as I liked it. Only rarely would he go himself into the dining-
car; he had food brought to him, but he did not do badly in that respect as a traveller. 
 
This leads me to say something about his habits with regard to diet and sleep. His diet was 
always a simple affair. For the greater part of the last forty years of his life he did not eat butcher's 
meat, nor did he care for poultry. Never was there a man tempted less by the table. The dish he 
fancied most some good vegetable soup. As for sleep, he had the enviable power of summoning 
it under any and often difficult circumstances. No matter where he was, or what the exigencies 
of the campaign might be, he would take half an hour, or a little more, of sleep in the afternoon. 
He was always a middle-day dinner man, and immediately after the food he would go to rest. In 
later years, when he had suitable billets he would undress and lie down on the bed, the room 
being darkened for him, and no matter how weary he might have been before, he would wake 
after a forty-minutes' sleep perfectly refreshed and ready to start on his afternoon campaign. 
 
What was frequently set down as his irritability often was in reality a very lively sense of humour. 
He had an instinct for the humorous in many things when other eyes were blind to it, and he 
suffered the misunderstandings to which the humorist is liable. When he was only chaffing it was 
thought that he was vexed. What was really a chuckle was interpreted as a growl. His humour 
might have been of a more sardonic quality if it had not been for his cheerfulness. He had a 
sanguine temperament, a great advantage in itself, but it was governed by bis living faith in God. 
In his darkest hours of anxiety and perplexity he could cast his eye back upon the way along 
which God had led him and then salute the future with courage and good cheer. He used often 
to say to me, “We are lost for want of faith," and I know he meant that we, as leaders, should 
depend for our reserves not upon this or that material factor, but upon God. 
 
The Army's financial need was among the problems he and I most often discussed together. 
There again he always fell back upon his trust in God. A favourite expression of his, which he 
often used in most difficult circumstances, was, “Don't leave God out!" One of the pictures which 
comes back to me is of the dear old man in his dressing-gown, standing at the door of his home, 
saying good-bye after a conference over perplexing matters, “Good-bye, don't leave God out! 
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In many of his private letters that expression was a slogan. Sometimes it would recur in the same 
letter, “Bramwell, we must not leave God out! 
 
The mention of that familiar old dressing-gown — he particularly liked the camel-hair — tempts 
me to a digression about his clothes. To his old clothes he was very much attached; he did not 
like new things. In his later years I have sometimes, at the request of his housekeeper, gone 
through his wardrobe and sent away a few things which seemed past remedy. When he 
complained of missing them I explained that they had been sent for the use of the poor fellows 
in the Shelters. “Bramwell,” he would say in his whimsical tone, and not without a note of reproof, 
“I wish you would do your charities at your own expense!” That dressing-gown, by the way, on 
one occasion nearly led to disaster. He caught his foot in it and fell down some stairs. The 
secretary and house keeper rushed up, fearing the worst, but there he was, rubbing his head, “I 
always said that my head was the hardest part of me.” 
 
Yet that dressing-gown was the mantle of the prophet, rent like Ezra’s for the sins of the people. 
It was my custom when we were both at home at Hadley Wood to go over to his house, which 
was quite close to mine, to say good night, no matter at what hour I might get home. We were 
very much attached to one another, there was great personal affection between us; he liked to 
say good night, and it was always a joy to me, however weary, to bring that little comfort to him. 
One evening I had been working late in the City and caught the last train home. It was after 
midnight when I went across to him, but there was an arrangement between us that if a light 
were showing in one of his windows it would indicate that he was still about. The light was 
burning that night, and I made my way to his study, one of the two good rooms in his small 
house; this was after he had lost the sight of one eye, and in order that he might move about his 
study without difficulty the furniture had all been arranged against the wall. I opened the door 
and saw that he had not heard me. There he was, in his dressing-gown, with a towel round his 
head, for he suffered a good deal at this time from headaches, marching with folded arms up 
and down his study floor. Lest I should startle him I closed the door softly again, made some 
noise, and reopened it. 
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General,” I said, “what are you doing at this time of night? You ought to be in bed. Don't you 
know it is nearly one o'clock?  
 
“I am thinking," he replied. 
 
“Yes," I said, “but ought you not to be asleep?"  
 
"No," he said, “I am thinking.”  
 
“What are you thinking of specially?  
 
For answer he put his hands on my shoulders and said, “Bramwell, I am thinking about the 
people’s sins,” and then he added, with great intensity, “What will they do with their sins?” 
 
I shall never forget the impression at that moment. It was as though a window had been opened 
into his inmost soul. 
 
That intense realization of the truths he preached, of the problems he had to face, of the people 
and their sins, was no pose. It was part of the earnestness of his being. He was not, like most 
people, intent upon some subjects and languid on others. He had the power of throwing himself 
into this or that subject, whatever it might be. It was more than mere passion and energy, it was 
a great overflowing intensity. This it was, partly, which gave him his power on the platform and 
enabled him to carry with him great audiences of people more or less opposed to him, or at any 
rate not sympathetic to his teaching. His passion in speech was not confined to the platform, he 
was passionate also in private conversation on great themes. 
 
His compassions were as intense as his zeal. The very last words of his last public address were, 
“While women weep as they do now, I will fight.” Some men, thinking of the masses, forget the 
individual, or, immersed in organization, they are oblivious to the human. The Founder remained 
a very human man. Of all his letters those which gave him the greatest satisfaction were letters, 
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which he frequently received, from fathers and mothers calling down blessings upon him for what 
he had done for their lost boy or girl. 
 
Of the expressions of his affection to me and to other members of his family I can scarcely bring 
myself to write. They were made on all sorts of occasions, to those who did not know him they 
might almost appear extravagant; but his loving heart went with them and beyond them. I have 
before me now a letter written to me in the early ’nineties on board R.M.S. Scott, Southampton, 
when he was setting off for his voyage to South Africa. It begins: 
 

“MY PRECIOUS BRAMWELL, 
 
“I must send you a last ' farewell.' To write it seems a little formal and a little difficult, 
when my heart is so very full, and my head so occupied. 
 
“But I do want you to realize that I leave you with my whole-souled confidence in your 
affection for me, and of your purpose to carry out to the very uttermost of your ability my 
wishes.  
 
“To say I love you, and have loved you all through these years of conflict and difficulty, 
with a deep, unfaltering affection, is only to repeat what anybody knows who is about 
me. However, I say it to you again here, and if we should, in the providence of God, meet 
no more on earth, I want you to cherish the assurance to the last moment of your life, and 
then we shall gather at the river, and rejoice in the light and joy of His love for ever. …"  

 
Some of the words are underlined in his characteristic way, and he goes on to give directions 
which show his thought and solicitude for every member of his family. 
 
The occasion of that letter was his setting out on one of the first — not quite the first, for he had 
already been to America — of those great world journeys which made the world his parish to a 
degree which has been true of no other man. Yet whatever new scenes broke upon his sight, 
however immense the multitudes that passed before him, he never lost that eager eye for the 
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individual. He had a quite extraordinary gift for recalling people, not for recalling statements, 
but persons, faces, characters. His characterizations of the public men he had met, including 
great rulers and statesmen, as well as of ordinary folk, were most vivid, and the impression on 
his memory was permanent. Few men have been so interesting as a talker, but, unhappily, we 
had no Boswell. 
 
I might add a word about his closing days. I do not believe that he would have died when he did 
had it not been for his disappointment over the operations to his eyes. He had the very best 
advice obtainable. His surgeon was a leading man in the profession and only too ready to give 
him every help. The operation on his remaining eye took place at Hadley Wood. He could have 
had it anywhere, but the surgeon said this bright countryside was the best. On the morning of 
the operation we had a kind of winding-up talk on certain matters, and all at once, in the midst 
of the conversation, the Founder said, “Chief, I shall not get through this.” I said, “If you feel like 
that, don't let us have it." “No," he said, “I shall go through with it now. Having made up his 
mind, he would not turn back in spite of the premonition. The operation failed. On the third day 
the condition was such that the doctor sent again for the specialist, and there was a consultation, 
but the eye could not be saved.  
 
He bore the doom of blindness with great fortitude, but he knew then that only a few steps 
ahead was the bank of the river. 
 


