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MY BROTHER 
 

An Appreciation 
  
Perhaps no man has had more synonyms found for his name, more analogies for this character, 
than has my brother. 
  
In him some have seen Joshua, who took up the work when the great lawgiver was gathered to 
his fathers, and led Israel’s wandering feet into the Promised Land; while others have declared 
him Elisha, upon whom fell the mantle of miraculous power when the Prophet of Fire was hurried 
by lambent steeds into the glory of his reward. 
  
Flanking these illustrations, there have been brought up battalions of names famous in the history 
of war, church and state. Many men have seen in him many heroes, but a composite photograph 
of their encomiums would reveal the picture of one in gifts of great versatility, of strong, winning 
personality and deeply genuine spirituality. 
  
So the world sums up the figure which above all others now stands out in The Army’s foreground. 
But it is not as in the mirror of simile I would speak of him here, but rather allow some actual 
aspects of his individuality to acclaim the man. 
   

AS A WRITER 
  
Although he has found time amid his multifarious duties to pay flying visits to our comrades on 
the Continent of Europe, the real day of his travels is to come; and this to the majority of The 
Army world the fiery eloquence of public utterances is still unheard. Yet his teachings are already 
household words among us all, for one of his best and most effective weapons is the all-powerful 
pen. The General is essentially a man of letters. Originality of thought, and the aptitude for 
framing it, are alike instinctive with him. His books stand foremost in the literary treasures of our 
organization, and, backed as are their pages with a passionate love for the souls of men, their 
message cuts through and beyond the mind and grips the very soul. Prose has chiefly claimed 
his pen, yet there have been some poems which have immortalized themselves upon the 
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conscience of the community. Only in that day when the secret struggles and unsung victories 
of the life of the soul are disclosed shall we know the fulness of the cup of blessing carried to 
tens of thousands of parched spirits in the verse — 

Oh, when shall my soul find her rest, 
My strugglings and wrestlings be o’er? 

My heart, by my Savior possessed, 
Be fearing and sinning no more. 

Or its inspired companion — 
Now search me, and try me, O Lord! 

Now, Jesus, give ear to my cry! 
See, helpless I cling to Thy word, 
My soul to my Savior draws nigh. 

   
AS A WORKER 

  
If doctors were infallible, then our present General ought to have been dead long ago, for they 
have passed again and again the severest condemnations upon the pace he has kept up for 
years. Despite a physique which, though commanding in appearance, is far from being 
constitutionally robust; despite a diet which is almost scanty, and always strictly abstemious; 
despite a burden of responsibility weighty enough to break the back of a Hercules, his ordinary 
day’s work, from the time he took his place at my father’s right hand, has been that of several 
ordinary men. His labors sometimes start soon after dawn, and end only when the next is 
approaching, for it is not exceptional for the General to climax a long and hard day by conducting 
a half-night of prayer, to which he comes up with a freshness and vim which make his astonished 
Staff feel like a re-echoing the comment made by the Swedish soldier upon his royal idol, 
Gustavius Adolphus – “The king is best at the close of the day.” 
   

AS AN ADMINISTRASTOR 
  
It is a difficult proposition to attempt to estimate the number, much more to specify the important 
character, of the reins which have been held in these strong hands for years. 
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The peculiarities, possibilities, perils, positions and powers of all peoples of the earth are but a 
small quota of the subjects momently retained upon the mental retina of his vision. 
  
But he is a born statesmen, with the ability to turn from the abstract to the concrete at a moment’s 
notice, and at the mastery of detail he is a marvel. The officer interviewed upon the opening of 
operations in a great heathen empire does not find him more interested and informed than the 
comrade dealt with regarding and obscure and seemingly unimportant factor in a Social 
institution. 
  
The General’s administration is invariably characterized by four traits – institution, caution, skill 
and courage. 
  
I say institution. The enemy has not to travel to his door to make him conscious of the many 
roads over which he could pass. And so he has all his gates closed, and every protective fortress 
lifted, in case of necessity; hence, a multitude of times, when other leaders would have found 
themselves overtaken, the General’s marvelous institution has triumphed. 
  
I say skill, because perhaps there is no man living who has had so to manipulate the warp and 
woof of the thread of life – a momentous task and dangerous in less wise, less conscientious and 
less consecrated hands. 
  
I say courage. Courage is an indispensable quality to a leader of men; this has been a 
conspicuous characteristic of my brother. Not only capable of strong, deeply rooted convictions, 
but never lacking in dauntless courage to execute those convictions, despite the bitterest, 
opposition or the heaviest cost. In the tempestuous storms which have beaten upon our great 
vessel in its rough voyage in the form of disaster, or threats of planned destruction and hurt 
which have come to us from our enemies, then this fearless and admirable soldier-quality has 
made him our napoleon. 
   

AS A SON 
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In this relationship he was wonderful as well as beautiful. As the son of the great Founder of our 
Movement, his character has glowed in its most brilliant light – not, perhaps, out before the 
world, but before his God and those closest to him in his position, chiefly behind the scenes. 
  
From a youth, his understanding sympathy in all disappointments; his quickness to grasp the 
particular features which constituted trying conditions; his utter oblivion to self-gain, or physical 
claims, or personal notoriety, when aid, small or momentous, could be rendered his father and 
General, made him a pillar of strength in council, an unsurpassed comfort in sorrow, a veritable 
Rock of Gibraltar in emergency, that far outreached what is generally understood by the right-
hand man or a faithful armor-bearer. 
  
The unbroken forty years of nervous strain and hidden toils which have come within the limit of 
this devotion have prematurely whitened his hair; but the silver only lends a remarkable setting 
to the great dark eyes, as they look out from a remarkable face into the depth of your heart. 
  
My brother comes into the Generalship with a wealth of love at his feet because of what he 
proved himself to be through the long years he stood at the side of his father. 
  
A gentleman, speaking of my father, quoted the words of Harriet Marineau: “Whenever I saw 
him I thought of what the first man must have been – God’s ideal man.” And so I think of the 
General of today – My brother! 
 
 
 
 

(Dec. 28, 1912) 


