Chapter Two
Catherine and William Booth
Founders of The Salvation Army,
United in Wedlock and War

A three-part manuscript written for the centennial year of the birth of Catherine Mumford and
William Booth:
A. The Days of Their Youth
B. Oneness of Consecration
C. London Surrounded
From the Library of the School for Officers' Training, Suffern, N.Y., dated April 6-13, 1929.
Portions of the manuscript appeared in several Salvation Army publications in various forms.
A. The Days of Their Youth

One hundred years ago, on the l0th of April, 1829, a baby boy was born in Nottingham, England.
The skies were aflame with industrial unrest; 10,000 families were living in the throes of a gigantic
economic disaster, hunger was imprinted on the faces of men – honest, deserving, hardworking
men; and in dimly lighted, poverty-stricken homes mothers and their babes had to exist on what
they could pick up for an evening meal.
On the surrounding hills overlooking the industrial battleground of the great city, lived the
wealthy captains of industry, many of whom were indifferent to the sweltering misery of those
from whom their princely incomes were pressed.
The city hall was the center of an administration that took no cognizance of suffering. The cry of
the oppressed, if uttered by one stung by injustice into revolt, was answered by a ruthless blow.
Charity was at a discount. The voice of lawlessness was heard in the land, and the churches
appeared to be helpless to ameliorate the lamentable and ghastly social heart-tearing tragedy.
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During the same year, under the same lurid skies, in a small village in the county of Derbyshire,
a baby girl was born. At that time the same dire poverty prevailed. Agricultural laborers were
struggling to rear families on $1.50 per week. Farmers were obliged to fight for their existence
under the grinding weight of taxation and the extortionate demand of landlordism. The parents
of this little infant were, however, relatively free from such tyranny. Schooled in the faith that
enabled them to rise in mind and spirit above the gloomy outlook, they unfalteringly believed
that "all things work together for good to them that love God;” and, as they rocked to slumber
their treasure in the old-fashioned cradle, they accepted the babe as a sacred and priceless gift
from Heaven.
Under such circumstances were born my father and mother, the Founders of The Salvation Army.
Romantic and blessed was the manner by which the separate paths of the boy preacher of
Nottingham and Catherine Mumford, the ardent student of Ashwarden, came nearer and nearer
together, finally to merge into the holy bonds of matrimony and lead to their alliance in an
aggressive, militant, conquering Christianity. In the centennial year of these lionhearted apostles,
it is neither assuming nor inappropriate that I, their own child and the leader of the movement
in this country, should pause to pass in review some of their characteristic features and, from the
radiant example they have bequeathed to us, glean learning that will be of profit both to mind
and heart. My parents' union, from the hour of their betrothment, in its exemplification of the
beauty and sacredness of the marriage covenant, flashes beaconlike across the trend of family
life in this age.
For three years Catherine Mumford was exceedingly delicate, confined to her room, often in
intense suffering. Her physicians entertained the gloomiest views as to her life being spared. But
even in that bitter trial were presaged the stupendous willpower and cheerfulness that
distinguished her attitude toward problems that the saints had to encounter. In her affliction she
continued her education. She had read the Bible through eight times before she was twelve
years old. She familiarized herself with all the Methodist biographies, reveled in revival literature
and was an inveterate inquirer after truth on any and every subject of intellectual service. Her
worship of truth was a passion.

The Harp and the Sword – Chapter Two

2

William Booth, on the other hand, had little time after he left grammar school for a more liberal
education. Employers of labor were unrestrained in fixing hours of work. Wages were of the serf
standard. My father's first pay envelope contained $3, a stipend for seventy-two hours of work!
He grew somber and pessimistic. His idea of a religious life was nothing more than that God was
almighty in His power to punish him and that the conclusion of life was Hell for the wicked and
Heaven a place for which he could never be good enough.
Yet he inherited from both his parents a strict regard for honesty of purpose, square dealing and
an observance of the ordinances of the English Church that held to the verities of Christ, to His
atoning sacrifice and to the belief that the world was finally to be brought under the sovereignty
of Christ.
Their love for one another, their sacrifice to promote the usefulness of each other, their continued
subordination of the lesser pleasure of life, their high experience of Divine fellowship, with their
mutual and wholehearted abandonment to the promotion of the salvation of all men, lifted
indestructible monuments of holy example of the world over.
A Paradox

Two hearts – two wills – two personalities were never more finely blended, never more perfectly
attuned to initiate and consummate a worldwide service to humanity than were William and
Catherine Booth, the originators and first directors of The Salvation Army.
The story of their union is more than a romance. It was a holy partnership. From the hour that
Catherine Mumford, a delicate, timid, yet courageous girl, championed in a London drawing
room a temperance recitation by a young Methodist preacher, destined to be her future
husband, until her dying entreaty to all men, “Love one another,” was winged around the world,
the story of their journey through life, their identity of purpose and their union of hearts became
such as has been seldom, if ever, recorded.
Yet the early training and domestic circumstances of each were so diverse, so contrary to such a
union, as to make it inconceivable that they could ever be joined in the bonds of matrimony or
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become leaders of an undreamed of spiritual conquest. Their whole story is one of love and
religion interwoven into a beautiful pattern of enduring fellowship.
Differences in Disposition

While there was marked diversity in their dispositions, they were akin in their adherence to high
spiritual standards. My father was in altruism what Napoleon was in war – a man of destiny. My
mother arrived at conclusions through mental reflection and sound reasoning.
His mind, like the lightning, leapt to its objective. Her mind was illumined by the candle of truth
and philosophy.
His love for my mother, as a maiden, a bride and a lifelong partner, in peace and war, poverty
or enough was a profound, impassioned, undeviating devotion. Her love for him was an everflowing tide of unbreakable continuity, a sacred service and inspiring passion.
He was a warrior of the field, a man of action, intensely practical in thought and deed. She was
a student of moral and spiritual categories, with the prescience of a prophetess, foreseeing The
Salvation Army commingled for a worldwide awakening to the teaching of Jesus Christ.
Unperturbed in a storm, her feet were immovable on the bridge.
He was an Evangelical Trojan, living and having his being in immediate and decisive spiritual
conquests. She was metaphysical, serene, calm, like the night stars.
He organized, stimulated, enacted laws and regulations for his troops. She created an
atmosphere of spirituality, he an atmosphere of advancement.
Their Pole Star

William Booth was a General eager for action, determinedly set on progress. But both were alike
in their ever-bounding love of Christ. The life of each was surrendered for all time to the salvation
of souls and their consecration was uniform. This gave to both perfect union of motive, harmony
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of spirit, intensity of service. The uplift of man, spiritually and morally, was the Pole Star of their
world.
While William Booth, martial and militant, was contending with the offscouring of misery and
crime in the slums, Catherine was challenging the veneered paganism of the erudite of the same
city.
While he would be upholding the Cross before the masses in a theater, or hall, or on the public
thoroughfare, she – her philosophic and scientific mind strengthening rather than weakening her
faith in Jesus Christ as her Lord and Savior – with voice and pen, would be grappling with the
questionings of the doctrinaire and calling upon the churches to leap from their slumbers, forsake
their vanities and follow in purity the Christ of the Cross.
With more than the average sickness, trial, sorrow and separation consequent upon the high
calling to which they had surrendered their lives, and with it the absence of the many felicities
that lighten the burdens of home and family, not a shadow of distrust ever crossed the heart or
home of William and Catherine Booth. They were the Robert and Elizabeth Browning of Christian
Evangelism.
My mother, with the infinite patience of genius, was the chief trainer and director of the minds
and hearts of her eight children. My father was the daring, almost ruthless commander who called
early from the cloister of a domestic shrine these same children to shoulder the Gospel musket
and man the trenches in the offensive and defensive war being waged against debauchery,
squalor and sin. Together they knelt at the same altar of sacrifice and offered their children to
God. They were as two threads of totally different shade woven into one beautiful fabric, working
out a pattern for all men, through all time, to look upon and imitate.
Crusaders

The battle element in their religion brought them into conflict with the religious Sanhedrins of
their day. It was not strange that the world opposed them, for their battle, was against the vicious
interests of organized and legalized crime. Their mission was the alleviation of sorrow, the healing
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of the broken in heart. Their battlefield was the holes and haunts of the wretched, their story the
all-redeeming Gospel of Jesus Christ. They preached in alley, street and slum. To purchase that
right they were forced to witness innocent women condemned to prison. They had to meet the
scowl of a religious lassez-faire! It was lese-majeste to beat a drum! It was “Corybantic
Christianity” to thump a tambourine! It was a crime to impair the traditional dignity of military
etiquette by adopting military nomenclature! It was an offense against good taste to publish a
paper with such a militant title as The War Cry.
Ridicule and persecution were inevitable. Every movement based on the teaching of Christ has
at its inception encountered opposition. My mother, an invalid almost from her childhood and
the carefully nursed flower of a secluded Christian family, with her intensely refined disposition,
mentally recoiled when called to face the turmoil and violence of the “baser sort.” But, warrior
and saint as she was, she would take her place in the front line of the combat. In all the
vicissitudes of life and in all the ebb and flow of battle she was the same – a reformer, a Christian
crusader, a warrior and a saint.
Prophetess

A conception of the nature and depth of their unity in wedlock, with its supreme concept of
fidelity to Christ, is best derived from their letters to each other.
Fortunately, volumes of these still exist. The following extracts, for the present purpose, are
selected at random. There is scarcely a line in the mass preserved that does not disclose the
unbreakable links of the mystic fellowship that bound them to the ideal of winning the world for
their Redeemer.
Marriage Problems

Their days of contemplation of marriage were passed in a spirit of thoughtfulness and prayer.
Before she called him her “precious William,” Miss Mumford wrote:
“My dear Friend:
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I have been spreading your letter before the Lord, and earnestly pleading for a
manifestation of His will to your mind.”
Then, chiding him for an undertone of pessimism and fear, even “melancholy and despair,”
observable in one of William Booth’s letters at this time, this gifted, whole-souled woman
expostulated with him in these searching, kind and direct sentences:
“Don’t give way to such feelings for a moment. God loves you. He will sustain you. The
thought that I should increase your perplexity and cause you any suffering is almost
intolerable. I am tempted to wish that we had never seen each other. Do try to forget me
as far as the remembrance would injure your usefulness or spoil your peace. If I have no
alternative but to oppose the will of God or trample on the desolations of my own heart,
my choice is made. ‘Thy will be done’ is my constant cry. I care not for myself, but, oh, if
I make you to err, I shall never be happy again!”
It is difficult to say whom most to admire – the Methodist preacher, absorbed in soul-saving
engagements, away from the home of the woman he loved and somewhat perplexed as to
whether he was quite right in indulging the hope that Catherine Mumford might become his
partner, or that tender woman-heart, also possessed of a lofty and pure affection for a man who
answered her ideals of a true Christian and a devotee of her Master’s eternal aim.
One thing is certain. From the day their eyes spoke of a hidden admiration for each other, they
would not allow even that sacred touch of an ancient lyre to divert them from the contemplation
of marriage without the most importunate plea for Divine guidance. This is a typical paragraph
in the majority of my mother’s letter:
“If – Well, We Shall Have Peace”

“Again I commend you to Him. It cannot, shall not, be that you shall make a mistake. Let
us besiege His Throne with all the power of prayer.”
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In such an attitude of mind and heart, how could a mistake occur? When all was clarified and
these souls, these lovers of Calvary, were of one mind, this is how Catherine Mumford with faithful
spirit gazed into the future:
“If, indeed, we are the disciples of Christ, in the world we shall have tribulation, but in
Him and in each other we shall have peace. If God chastises us by affliction, in either
mind, body or circumstances, it will only be a mark of our discipleship and, if borne
equally by us both, will not only be softened but sanctified, and we shall be enabled to
rejoice that we are permitted to drain the bitter cup together.”
We know – all the world knows – the issue of that union, sanctified by an intelligent consecration
of every talent they possessed to the service of humanity. They loved each other and their love
was born of God.
B. Oneness of Consecration

To the traveler flying over the lakes of Switzerland, sparkling like pearls of wonderment, the
majestic crowns of the Alps make their varied appeal from differing vantage points.
One observer will lose sight of everything except the proud, snowcapped splendor of Mont
Blanc. Another will be enticed by the less pretentious beauty of the lower ranges.
In like manner the qualities that distinguish the genius and accomplishments of my parents are
subject to individual preference. But those who came in contact with them, whether at home or
abroad were alike impressed with the completeness, the oneness, the self-effacement, yet
fullness of joy, in their devotion to Christ and the world for which He died.
How severe the test to which my mother was subjected when my father was compelled through
sickness, already overtaxed with the care of a young family, to leave the charge of a Methodist
Church at Gateshead, England! How cheerfully she endured the test is revealed in a letter to her
mother, to whom she also reveals her secret feelings as a minister:
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"William, of course, is very pleased and says he felt quite comfortable at home minding
the bairns, knowing who was supplying his place ... If I had but time to study and write, I
should not fear now; but I must be content to do what I can, consistently with my home
duties, and leave the future to the Lord ...I continue my visitations among the drunkards
...
"I have had ten pledged men to begin with, most of whom have been much addicted to
drink for years."
Kitchen and Pulpit

To my mother, innately of a retiring disposition, notoriety was exceedingly painful. Speaking of
a deputation that was urging her to undertake additional public service, she said:
"I told them it was easy talking, etc. They little know what it cost me, nor anybody else
either, except the Lord. You see, I cannot get rid of the care and management of things
at home, and this sadly interferes with the quiet necessary for preparation; but I must try
to possess my soul in patience, and to do all in the kitchen, as well as in the pulpit, to the
glory of God. The Lord help me!"
Another remarkable trait was the constant identity of her own with her husband's all consuming
passion. At the zenith of his success in Gateshead they resolved, should their Conference fail to
give them a roving commission for soul-saving service, to sever their connection with the
Conference and go out into the more promising field of itinerant evangelism.
Every "catch" they had hitherto made, following a "launch" out into the deep, had served the
more to convince them that, moored to the shore by ecclesiastical chains, they might "toil all
night" – night after night – and take little or "nothing." Believing themselves to have been called
of God to be "fishers of men," they contested the right of the Church to mark off a "preserve"
and put an interdict on "free fishing." She would, in their judgment, be untrue to her calling in
the raising of a restrictive bar against the great commission: "Go ye into all the world, and preach
the gospel to every creature." Within sight of the church vestibule were harvests to be gathered
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from infernos of degradation. My mother's visits to the slums—habitations often less than fit for
dog kennels--had plunged her into the physical and spiritual Gethsemanes. The Mahomet theory
of going to the mountain when the mountain failed to come to him was dawning on the General.
The Fiat of Independence

His Church Conference cast the vote that determined his destiny. His request for the wider field
of labor was discussed with comparative disapproval. When, finally, the assembly refused to
sanction his appeal--although at a previous sitting it had been practically conceded—proposing
a compromise unfavorable to my father's desire, the righteous indignation of Mrs. Booth, strong
in the sincerity of their united motives, found vent in a scene which is graphically described by
Commissioner Booth-Tucker in his life of "Catherine Booth, the Army Mother:"
"When the compromise was carried it was more than Mrs. Booth could endure. She had been
sitting at a point in the gallery, from which she and her husband could interchange glances. It
had been with difficulty that she had restrained her feelings hitherto while listening to the debate.
But at this stage she was overcome with indignation. She felt that Dr. Cooke had sacrificed their
cause in the interests of peace rather than righteousness. But for his suggested compromise she
believed that they would have carried the day with a triumphant majority. He had deserted them
in the very hour of victory, carrying with him a number of those who had already voted in favor
of the appointment. But she would be no party, even by her silence, to the compromise. It was
one of those supreme moments when rules and regulations are forgotten and the heart out of
its own fullness acts upon the promptings and inspiration of the hour.
"Rising from her seat and bending over the gallery, Mrs. Booth's voice rang through the
Conference, as she cried to her husband, 'Never!'
"There was a pause of bewilderment and dismay. Every eye was turned toward the speaker in
the gallery. The idea of a woman daring to utter her protest, or to make her voice heard in the
Conference, produced little short of consternation. It was a sublime scene, as, with flushed face
and flashing eyes, she stood before the audience. Decision irrevocable and eternal, was written
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upon every feature of' that powerful and animated countenance. Her 'Never' seemed to
penetrate like an electric flash through every heart.
"One, at least, in that assembly responded with his whole soul to the call. Mr. Booth sprang to
his feet and waved his hand in the direction of the door. Heedless of the ministerial cries of
'Order! Order!' and not pausing for another word, they hurried forth, met and embraced each
other at the foot of the gallery stairs and turned their backs upon the Conference. Thus, amid a
deluge of heartbreaks and disappointments ... The Salvation Army ark was launched."
Happiness in a Wilderness

Weighed in the scales of personal comfort, the resolve of my parents was foolish. It was
tantamount to a disregard of the first obligation of parents. As the General admitted in his formal
letter of resignation (dated July 18, 1861):
"I know what I am sacrificing and I know I am exposing myself and those I love to loss and
difficulty. But I am impelled to it by a sense of duty to souls, to the Church and to God. Were I
to quail and give up for fear of the difficulties which just now appear to block my path, I feel sure
that I should in the future reproach myself with cowardice in the cause of my Master, and that
even those who differ with me in opinion would say that I was not true to the professions I made
in the Conference, when I said, 'I had offered myself to the Lord, for this work, if I went forth
without a friend and without a shilling!'"
My mother, writing to her parents the day after the event, declared: "I have not felt happier for
three months."
In the United States, fashioned and welded in revolt and in whose Constitution, which the late
Lord Bryce has declared to be the greatest declaration of political faith in the history of the world,
are written the imperishable words that every man has the right to worship God according to the
dictates of his own conscience, the step taken by my brave mother and father – isolating them
from all social contacts – must command the veneration of every citizen. It was a protest against
compromise with a sacred obligation; it was obedience to the noblest promptings to which the
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human mind can respond; it was the acceptance of the will of God with loss and poverty and
hardship as the only apparent emolument.
It is plain that the hand of God was shaping the character of each. He planned this perfect
combination, honoring each with gifts which, while widely diverse, were essentially one in the
creation of The Salvation Army, a "building not made with hands.”
In this Centenary let us raise our voices again in praise to God for the wedlock that was to link
forever not only two souls as one, but nation to nation, continent to continent and race to race,
in the bonds of the Gospel of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.
Universal Gain

All nations have derived benefit from the union of William Booth and Catherine Mumford. The
world knows and has paid tribute to their greatness: as Founders of the Army, as leaders of men
of all nations, as philanthropists for all people, as organizers of all phases of service, as servants
of the living God.
But only their children can the more exhaustively appraise their true worth, their spiritual
elevation, their magnetic power as parents and as examples. In my earliest years the beauty and
luster of their Christian living was the light upon my way. It will shine brightly and even more
brightly until the end of the journey. Their courage and their unflinching contention for right, so
often with great material loss, always and every time proved to us in our childhood and through
our maturing years that righteousness must triumph. Our awakening souls witness the truth of
their teaching that His grace was sufficient by their united and unfailing cheerfulness and trust
amid the fury of bitter storms; by my father, in his optimistic and relentless pushing of the battle
to the gate, by his fearless example and by the fires of his own soul spurring his people to spend
themselves to the limit; by my mother, m her eloquent and philosophical reasoning, silencing
the criticism voiced by the specious oracles of conventional Christianity and, by her trenchant
pen, defending women's right to preach the Gospel of Jesus Christ and liberating her sex from
ages of prejudice. With our eyes resting upon these holy things we grew up to years of
understanding.
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It was said to me the other day by one who knew my father well, "The General was quick to
anger, was he not?" I replied, "Perhaps. I could not tell unless I knew the circumstances under
which he evinced anger or wrath!" I have seen, when he was stirred by some act of injustice,
something like the wrath of God on his face. But his anger always had a just cause, and one was
always the better for his reproof, were it of a sharp nature or otherwise, for it was ever tempered
by the justice and the mercy of the heart of the true man. When he was sorely grieved, the
expression of his displeasure was not the lightning that destroyed, it was the fire that refined.
You were a wiser man for it. Then, too, his anger was counterbalanced a hundredfold by his
swiftness to forgive. He was the quickest man to forgive I have ever known, read about, or heard
of – or that I ever expect to. Everybody loved him. Men loved him without stopping to consider
whether he was lovable or not – whether it would promote the interests of their kindred or not;
without stopping to weigh pros and cons, a nameless intangible something which, like a magnet,
drew the hearts of the whole world to him. You loved him just because you could not help it.
This, linked to his abiding sympathy toward the weak and helpless, drew peoples of all nations
to acknowledge the glory of our Blood and Fire Banner.
A Napoleonic Strategist

The history of The Salvation Army bears in a special sense the imprint of the overwhelming
mastermind of its Founder. His personality attracted the attention of a wakening Church, and
stalwart Christians like R.C. Morgan, Samuel Morley, T.A. Denny and Henry Reed, saw in the
Christian Mission – the vanguard of The Salvation Army – the first attempt since the early days
of Methodism to organize an unremitting effort for the salvation of souls.
My father gathered around him roughly polished artisans and their wives, sanctified for service,
even unto death. As stones whizzed through the air while they preached the gospel in city
alleyways, upholders of the law stood by and encouraged the mob to do violence. Such were his
ministers – men and women who lived in “the Light of God.” They wept when their pleas and
prayers failed to bring men to repentance; they held themselves in readiness either in sickness
or in health, to do anything, go anywhere, suffer, toil and even die for the salvation of the people.
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There was no training college in those early days. The streets, lanes and alleys of the great cities
were our drill ground as well as our battle area. My father’s unsurpassed passion for the souls of
men, his dauntless courage and his unquenchable optimism formed the vat which gave the
coloring to all his followers. In nothing was his daring and foresight exhibited so much as in his
work in leasing and purchasing buildings purely for soul-saving.
It was not till his fifth mammoth salvation hall was opened near to Mayfair that Punch began to
take notice of "William Booth, with the big bass drum," and the girl with the Quaker-like bonnet.
Punch, lest any American citizen miss the meaning of this reference, is the national wit
newspaper, unsullied by "suggestions," clever and perfect in syntax, matchless in artistic skill.
Mention in its columns was the direct and sure route to fame!
When General Booth was first "glorified" in its pages, he said to his son, Bramwell, "At last the
tide is turned. We shall now be in danger of becoming too respectable!"
C. London Surrounded

The Founder of The Salvation Army, by master strokes of initiative, proved himself a strategist.
He honeycombed the heart of London, in a semi-circle, with citadels of salvation. The first of
these was the historic Congress Hall, seating 6,000 people and lying athwart the poverty-stricken
districts of Homerton and Hackney. This adventure attracted the attention of the newspapers
and in honor of the event they ceased to use quotation marks when mentioning the name of the
General. The next important achievement was the capture of the Grecian Theater, one of the
most popular places of amusement of the lower type. The Grecian would be considered on
Broadway today not at all a place of contemptible dimensions. With a saloon, dancing and
serenading grounds and an auditorium capable of accommodating 5,000 people, London
laughed at the assumption that a praying and singing band of semi-dervishes could attract a
hundred people.
But people were unaware of the psychological vision possessed by the General. He chose for
the venture not one of his most cultured staff, or some one from the ranks of the ordinary field

The Harp and the Sword – Chapter Two 14

officers. Hoxton was the Mecca of East End knuckle-dusters and the City Road the rendezvous
of the second-story man. An officer called Stonehill, with a voice that would and did wake from
the dead many a spiritually interred Lazarus and an expert in the "noble art of self-defense," was
appointed pastor. The night the Grecian's capture was celebrated fully 10,000 people failed to
find admission. The newspapers played on the favorite lute of satire. A wave of emotionalism
they styled it. That wave swept the world!
Regent Hall, known best as "The Rink," has today a brass band of exceptional talent that has
had the honor of playing many times in the grounds of Buckingham Palace, always with royal
sanction and sometimes by express royal command. With the opening of Regent Hall, an old
skating rink, situated in the heart of the West End of London, the metropolis was environed with
salvation and, when attacked by the obviously superficial query, "Will it last?" The General of
this holy war would reply "Ask Spurgeon (the great nonconformist pastor of the Tabernacle) who
declared that the presence of The Salvation Army in London saved the city the expense of
maintaining 5,000 extra policemen." The mainspring of this stupendous moral force was found
in the tirelessly working brain and the burning love and Zeal of my father.
William Booth, LL.D

My father never lingered by the way. The cry of souls rang in his ears like the SOS calls of ships.
The Salvation Army crossed the English Channel and swept the seas; in far distant lands there
was daring enterprise, the same commanding power and holy determination to fight back the
enemies of the souls and bodies of men.
Green, in his history of Methodism, gives that cult the credit of raising the moral standard of
England, and he even held the view that its saturation of the masses with the Gospel teaching
of John Wesley had much to do with the renaissance of learning and poetry. From the
encomiums that poured upon my father when presented with the honorary degree of LL.D of
the University of Oxford, it became clearer that The Salvation Army was of indispensable value
to the welfare of the land.
A Vacant Chair
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But a shadow fell. The “Mother of The Salvation Army” – that sheet anchor of my father’s
turbulent and yet victorious life, mother of his much beloved children, counselor in war, solace
and inspiration in peace, companion in all things pertaining to their life and eternity – fell in battle
with the sword in her hand.
By the side of the sea in a little bungalow-like cottage, she fought a deadly disease for nearly
two years, but never once would she permit her lionhearted helpmate to desert his duty as
General of the Army or his Heaven-sent message to dying souls. “They are waiting for you,
William, dear,” she would say as he would hand his little valise to his secretary and tear himself
away to some foreign land. Shall we ever know – I mean the world as well as Salvationists – what
that blow meant to my father? Shall we ever realize what followed in that sick room?
For it was there that the “Darkest England Scheme” was devised. In her room, whilst the waters
leapt upon the great rocks, despite her sufferings, she would speak about the principles
underlying the formation of shelters for the homeless, workshops for unmarried mothers and all
the intricate arrangements grouped under the conception of salvaging broken men and women.
Her sick room also became a sacred shrine for veterans in the war.
The parting from her beloved, her “most precious William,” “her darling husband,” and her
beloved boys and girls was a dark day. We were called to her bedside and, although for two
long years we had expected it, it seemed incredible to have to associate death with her. She had
been so vital to us, such a forerunner, so triumphant in her individual warfare, so glorious in her
self-forgetting service for others. How could we reconcile her splendid powers with the terror of
dissolution? But death was there. We could see its gray shadow falling upon the precious face.
The terrible suffering which had racked her was suddenly assuaged, she was restful--quiet. She
was beyond all speech. Her eyes, shining with the brilliancy of stars to the last, passed from one
child to another and, then became fixed upon my father's face--that face which had been the
one face of all the world to her. It seemed that she had an agreement with my father that if
speech left her before death came and if she realized that Christ was with her in the Valley she
would wave her handkerchief to let her husband and her children know that all was well with her
at the last. Rallying her remaining strength, she raised it up-up-up, once, twice, thrice. Only an
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instant it remained uplifted; then the worn, tired arm sank, but still the hand was raised and,
when that could no longer uphold, her thin forefinger moved back and forth, then fell, the eyes
closed, and she was asleep. But we received the message; we knew that she had· found in the
Valley the One for whom she had looked, and that upon His breast He had given "His beloved
sleep."
Mysterious? Yes, and no! London thought so. Old evangelists of pre-Army days felt that the Army
would lose part of its crown. The press extolled her virtues and acknowledged her as the
forerunner of a new charter of women's liberty. As her cortege passed the London Stock
Exchange, Jew and Gentile, Catholic and Protestant closed their places of business, and many
wept. The poor came to her bier and wreathed her casket with tears and flowers.
But one man, dignified in bereavement, strong in faith in the divinity of his call to stand by the
Army Flag in all weathers, in all reverses and successes, thus expressed himself:
“There has been taken away from me the delight of my eyes, the inspiration of my soul,
and we are about to lay all that remains of her in the grave. I have been looking right at
the bottom of it here, and calculating how soon they may bring and lay me alongside of
her, and my cry to God has been that every remaining hour of my life may make me
readier to come and join her in death, to go and embrace her in life in the Eternal City!
“I have never turned from her these forty years for any journeyings on my mission of
mercy but I have longed to get back, and have counted the weeks, days and the hours
which should take me again to her side. And now she has gone away for the last time!
What, then, is there left for me to do? Not to count the weeks, the days and the hours
which shall bring me again into her sweet company, seeing that I know not what will be
on the morrow, nor what an hour may bring forth. My work plainly is to fill up the weeks,
the days and the hours, and cheer my poor heart as I go along with the thought, that,
when I have served my Christ and my generation according to the will of God – which I
vow this afternoon I will, to the last drop of my blood – then I trust that she will bid me
welcome to the skies, as He bade her.”
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Within a few months after the death of my mother, where do we find the Founder? Among the
Kaffirs and Zulus of South Africa, preaching righteousness and redemption through Jesus Christ;
among the gold fields of Western Australia; preaching of Calvary to little groups of Cingalese in
the jungle of Ceylon and the villagers of Gujerat, finishing with a flying trip to the place of our
Lord’s nativity, where people of all nations and creeds and tongues were represented among
those seeking their way to the Cross.
Apostle-like Journey

This first would tour of the General put a new spark of holy ambition into the councils of the
Army. It revealed to the leaders of adaptability of the Army to establish itself among all peoples
and tongues. It showed that a fearless and sincere proclamation of the mercy purchased by Jesus
Christ on Mount Calvary was responded to by thousands who were ignorant of the Scriptures. It
gave new vision to officers in all lands as to the destiny of the Flag. It made the internationalism
of the Army become clearer and dearer. It was felt that its strength was not in mere
denominational unity, but in the exhibition in personal sacrifice of the impulse and passion to
preach Jesus Christ and to work out in their lives the meaning of Calvary, and drill men and
women everywhere as soldiers in a great warfare. It was the beginning of a new era.
In the Valley of Darkness

And so it was to the day when another shadow fell upon the Army, the day when the oculist
declared that my father was blind. But even that did not daunt him. “Blind?” he spoke, softly but
not complainingly. “But,” he added, “Doctor, I shall see God. I have tried to serve my Lord with
two eyes, and now I am called upon to serve Him without them. So let it be. His will be done.
Milton, blind seer, saw into the future, and saw things of the past in a new light. Dear old Ranger
(the Army’s lawyer), got his LL.D from Oxford and never was able to read it. He was blind from
his youth up.”
But the Founder was always ready to submit his confidence to the test. He went back to the
battlefield, back to cheer his troops and warn the rebels against leaving God out of their lives.
Led by the hand of one of his trusted aides to his beloved Congress Hall, the old fire of a
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deathless purpose would shine through his sightless eyes. Facing a dark, dark blank, the old
warrior would address the auditorium as if he beheld an Army too numerous to count and a
people all aflame with a full resolve to renounce all worldly ease and go forth to a new conquest
for the Cross. Only those whose spirits were tuned to the fading but triumphant music of the
grand warrior’s march to the River could interpret the high note of victory that reverberated
through the old Colosseum-like building. His last words in the temple were worthy of the
greatness of the event:
“I want you to promise me that when my voice is silent and I am gone from you, you will
use such influence as you may possess with the Army to do more for the homeless of the
world. The homeless men! Mind! I am not thinking of this country only but of all lands.”
Till the last the poor, the most abandoned, were mirrored in his soul. And what of the present?
Other founders have gone up higher. Other warriors have yielded their swords for the crown of
righteousness. Suppose we take a glance at their lives and ask ourselves the question with which
the Founder so frequently closed his salvation mass meetings – “What have you done with your
life?”
Many who read this will recall seeing the prophet himself, standing before thousands of our
American soldiers, his flowing beard, his magnificent physique and his eyes aflame,
compassionate and so solicitous for an answer that would cheer the very source of Heaven’s
power, the heart of Jesus – giving emphasis to his own reply, “My Lord, but for my sins washed
from the book of Thy remembrance and a life driven to despair but for Thine ineffable grace, my
life would have been barren and seventeen, and I come to place before Thy Throne the fruit of
it – The Salvation Army.” And so in my father’s name I ask again, “What are you doing with your
life?”
What They Did With Their Lives

Jesus Christ was born in a manger, crucified on Mount Calvary and oh, wonder of wonders – was
crowned the Sovereign of the world and its only Redeemer.
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Paul, the Christian Apostle to the Gentile world unfurled the Flag of Calvary in pagan Rome and
saved Europe and Asia from moral corruption.
Martin Luther obliterated the spiritual darkness from Europe and revealed to it a clearer vision of
faith as taught in the New Testament.
John Wesley resurrected the teaching of holy living or what he termed "experimental godliness,"
at a time when Great Britain was steeped in religious formality and by his converts bequeathed
to the world the Methodist communions.
Duff, Moffat, Livingstone and an army of martyrs and missionaries radiated paganism with the
"Light of the World."
William Booth, a Nottingham clerk, who gave his life to God at the age of seventeen, dissatisfied
with the religious conventionality of the day, developed into a fiery evangelist and traveled the
world, winning hundreds of thousands of souls for his Savior. He unfurled the Blood-and-Fire
Banner that has waved for the help of more bodies and souls of men than any religious flag that
has ever flown.
Catherine Booth, a frail, delicate girl, reared in a haven of spiritual decorum and grace, was
converted at twelve. At the age of twenty-six she married William Booth, and with him founded
The Salvation Army. Her sublime faith in God, her unbounded compassion for the sinning,
sorrowing and poor, her resonant voice as preacher and lecturer, her intellectual powers as a
philosopher and author, carried her influence and fame to the uttermost parts of the earth. She
was carried to her grave by her converts, and the City of London stood still as the cortege passed
by. She is sacredly named today, "The Mother of The Salvation Army."
What Others Did

Pharaoh sought to destroy a race, and in trying to do so he and his warriors perished in the Red
Sea, while the pursued became the "people of God."
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Nebuchadnezzar the Great corrupted his court, was bereft of reason and sentenced by a
righteous God to live as a beast of the field.
Julius Caesar, wading through blood to wear the imperial robes of Rome, ignobly died at the
hands of an assassin.
Alexander the Great, sweeping across Eastern Europe, conquering and destroying, laid waste
the cultured civilization of Greece, ravaged its altars and slew its priests. Such was the work of
the man called by history "great." Saturated with carnage and destruction, all hope for millions
of his fellow-men was crushed under the heel of his unparalleled tyranny. And yet, gazing
confounded at the sun in all its glory, he wept because there were no more worlds to conquer
and died an ignominious death.
Cardinal Wolsey drank from golden goblets. He supped from bowls of silver. Fortunes flashed
like stars from the sapphires on his fingers. Honors and dignities were conferred upon him; but,
arrogant and imperious, he dared to act in defiance of the royal will and at the last, stripped of
his honors and driven from the court, he died in deep disgrace. Bitterly enough did he say:
"Would that I had served my God as diligently as I have served my king! He would not in
my old age have left me naked to mine enemies."
Louis XIV, who proudly declared L'etat c'est moi, bewitched by the charms of his mistress, the
Marquise de Maintenon, stained his hands with the blood of the saints established an
unparalleled system of espionage for the maintenance of his own despotism, debased his court
by nameless scandals and died in dishonor, leaving France to be swept by the deluge of the red
revolution.
Now, My People, What Will You Do With Your Lives?

My Staff: I appeal to you. In this centennial year I long to see you inspired as never before by the
conquests of my beloved father. Our great America needs leadership after his similitude. You
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know where the secret of his power resided. Seek for more and more of that power to fill your
own hearts and to be made manifest in your own lives.
My Field Officers: I appeal to you. Yours is the key position of the battle. I ask you to re-read and
pray over the story of my beloved father's life. He was the first field officer of The Salvation Army.
He battled forlorn he struggled in poverty, he fought opposition, he faced prison and the fires
of ridicule and satire; but he conquered. Today he is sitting, according to the Divine promise,
"With Me in My Throne, even as I also overcame, and am set down with My Father in His throne."
My Local Officers: I appeal to you. You are the elders of our Israel, the guardians of our name
and upholders of our laws. You are the candles of our temple nearer to the homes and workshops
of our land than any other of the commissioned officers. I want you to profit by all that is
embraced in this centenary celebration and give the lead for every soldier to follow. May God
give you fresh oil for your lamps and a new power to carry the salvation gospel to every home in
your city!
My Bandsmen: I appeal to you. Laurels of victories shine on your instruments, earth and Heaven
being the richer by your talent, sacrifice and constancy of effort. But, comrades, there are still
many dark places in America. In one city, I am reliably informed, are 15,000 places organized to
defy the law and distribute the curse of modern civilization. May you, each and all of you, swell
the grand strain of this centennial year and let the note of a holy war be heard in slum and hall,
in the meeting resorts of the common folks, to all who pass by, to whom "tis nothing that Jesus
should die."
My Company Guards and Corps Cadets: On you rests, to a large degree, the Army of tomorrow.
To you I look for brave, whole-hearted, single-minded officers. I appeal to you, to read carefully
and prayerfully what I may say from time to time about this call to American Salvationists to serve
God and the flag as my father did and, if he were alive, as he would expect from you.
And for myself. I appeal to you all: First, and all important, for your prayers. Without the
upholding hands of Aaron and Hur the battle with Amalek might have ended in defeat. You are
my armor-bearers, my eyes, my ears, my counselor in war and my leaders in the heart of the
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fight. Pray, pray for me: that I may have wisdom and insight to the secret will of God; that I may
have strength to bear the burden and heat of the day and that I may be a leader in the truest
sense of the word, a leader in action, a leader in sacrifice, a leader in toil, a leader in triumph.
Life today is one of action. Progress is progressive. The old lazy idea of leaving the most difficult
task until the millennium is the idea of petrified fossils. We must fly; no longer run. I must today
work the works of Him that sent me, win many more souls, inspire more soldiers and by God's
grace quicken the life and spirit of the war; and to you I turn for that cooperation and confidence
that will guarantee that we shall see greater things than have yet been done in the name of our
Supreme General in Chief and Lord of all.
My Wandering Comrades: I appeal also to you. Many of you I know by name, and many by happy
personal association under the flag. "Demas hath forsaken me" was not spoken by Paul in anger.
There is infinite feeling and the tenderest entreaty in the words. In the same spirit I appeal to
you, in the spirit of love, hope and faith. Come back, comrades! Come back! In this appeal I voice
the cry of thousands of old and fond comrades. Come back! Come back to your long closed
Bible. Come back to the old joyous songs. Come back to the blessed happy gatherings. Come
back to hearts that have never ceased to pray for you. Come back to Christ who shed His Blood
to save you! Come back and march with us to Glory! Come back! Come home!
My Mother, the Army's Mother

A manuscript found in the Library of the School for Officers' Training, Suffern, N.Y. Printed, in
edited form, in various Salvation Army publications, including The War Cry (New York) April 9,
1938; and The War Cry (Chicago) May 13, 1939. "Some handwritten marginal notes (where
legible) have been included in the final copy."
Sitting before her pictured face it is impossible for me to realize the years that divide us – that
her dwelling in the Eternal City separates me from the blessing of her bodily presence.
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It is vain to recall the many momentous happenings in which she has not shared; the marvelous
development of the movement she left bereaved; the changes which have come to individuals;
or the progress of the world since the grass of Spring first greened on her grave.
Her grave speaks only of the last farewell. For, wonderful mother, you are as inseparable from
my life as ever! Even death, the arch-dissolver of earth's strongest ties, cannot break the bonds
by which thou art bound to my heart and, looking into thy face, I read again the lovely things-the holy things – you wrote upon the pages of my memory. And I thank Thee, Lord, our Savior,
for that most potent gift of memory! That which likens us unto a god in its power to make as
nonexistent spaces and times, and to bring out of the furtherest recesses of the past into the last
second of the present faces and forms and happenings and conditions--quicker than the clock
can tick or our lips can speak.
There are few things more wonderful than the power of memory. It surely must be accounted
one of the most striking capacities with which God has endowed man--this vital tenacity of the
mind which holds to subjects and things and creatures and places that away back in the past
have come into our lives and, bringing them through the years, gives them to us today preserved
in their entirety.
We change. Everything about us changes. Our homes change, our cities change, our countries
change, our handwriting changes, even our bodies change; our straight shoulders become
rounded, our brown hair becomes white, our round faces become oval; but by the cunning
artifice of memory, up come the features of the past--milestones of thirty years back, forty years
back, fifty years back – unaltered.
They wear the same blue. They stand the same height. They are sheltered by the same green
branches. They pass in and out of the same gate. They speak to us in the same tone of voice.
Thus it is as I look into the beautiful face before me. The veil of intervening years is lifted. I
wander through the galleries of the past and again behold my mother in varying scenes – making
the years which have swept by since she left me but as yesterday.
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I see her in her remarkable ministry, holding spellbound great audiences distinguished for
education and culture by her eloquent and faithful presentation of Gospel truths.
I see her by my father's side, with her exceptional intellectual resources disentangling knotty
problems that confronted the movement in its early days.
I see her in heated controversy, her beautiful eyes aflame with spiritual understanding, as with
logical and philosophical argument she confounds agnostic and unbeliever.
I see her in the light of the midnight lamp – her pen flying across the pages of every phase of
life--writing upon the heart of generations yet to come through her imperishable books.
I see her standing in the doorway, while those who had come to her with faces shadowed with
sorrow pass out with faces illumined with smiles.
But the memories most fascinating to me – upon which my mental vision lingers the fondest--are
those which gather about her as "my mother."
I see her as she stands before the kitchen table mixing the wholewheat bread – which to be
without, positively made our young hearts ache--her sweet face flushed by the heat from the oldfashioned range, and merry, as we told her no other fingers could make bread such as hers.
I see her laying aside her needlework (for my mother could fashion anything, from a hat to a
shoe) to make our young hearts glad by mingling her laughter with our hilarity over the
adventures of the day.
Lovely with an infinite preciousness is the picture of her giving to her children her evening
blessing in prayer and song.
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Then how inestimably sacred is memory's vision of her in her own room, in "mother's chair" by
the window, renewing her spiritual vitality by the stream of living water that flows across the
pages of the Bible!
But when through the illumined vistas of thought I am with her again in the closing hours of her
sojourn here, I do not see the precious one fading from me in the damp dark mists of death. The
chariot halts at her bedside, a light that is not from the rising or the setting of any earthly sun
transforms her suffering features and she passes in through wide-swung gates to the Home of
which she taught us.
On one of my late tours a gentleman expressed his views that there was no Heaven awaiting us
in the Great Beyond. I replied, "You could never so persuade me to think, for I saw my mother
pass in!"
It is not, therefore, to be wondered at that in the sorrows that have come to me, memory has
brought her to my side, just as she always was, with her great heart of understanding sympathy,
and made her, though absent in the flesh, my dearest and nearest consolation.
In temptation, her words of warning; in trial, her assurances of God's abundant grace; in fear, her
strong entreaties never to depart from the highest and straightest path, have rung out as bells
in my heart.
When in tumult of perplexity, pressed on every hand by difficulty, her shining example of where
to seek and obtain wisdom has again and again marked a pathway out of the tangled maze. The
memory of her loving deeds, her heroic sacrifices, her courageous and brilliant spirit, has been
a beacon on the voyage of life, and she is with me today, this mother of mine, more precious,
more living, because of the years between!

As I think upon her – her inestimable worth while she lived; her inestimable worth since she died
– I feel there are no words to express how great a blessing is a Christian mother, or how great
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and choice a gift of God is this memory that brings into the midst of the struggle and weariness
of later life the sweet, pure days and ways of our earliest years.
The only fair thing, and white thing, and tender thing in the lives of many, are these recollections
which, like the snowy white foam of the cataract tumbling down the mountainside, come
tumbling down the peaks of time, and we find ourselves after twenty, thirty, forty years,
overwhelmed with memories.
They start up from the village, or the mill, or the wicket-gate, or the schoolhouse, or the old farm,
or the Scotch hill, or the fisherman's boat. They carry us many years back. Our feet--a few sizes
smaller--are traveling along the dust road of the town or hamlet we lived in. We stand again in
the Sabbath-school and join in the hymns. We pass into the old schoolhouse. We sit on the bench
our little legs dangled from and see again the sun strike slanting rays across the room, lighting
up the well worn spotted desks, with their shabby inkwells, and showing clearly the white chalk
marks on the blackboard. In those rays we see again the faces of the older pupils – scattered we
know not where.
And, shining like a star of gold, we see mother! Mother, with her toils and her patience and her
love and her prayers, and her dear sweet face and her soft silvery hair Mother, who rocked our
cradle. Mother, who mend torn clothes. Mother, who sat by us when we were sick. Mother, who
when we were wayward wept, and when we were repentant, forgave. Oh, my heart, how it throbs
how it yearns.
I can see her now--the shade of her dress, the shape of her little hand, the wondrous angel eyes-and hear again the tremor in the voice when she prayed, "Our dear loving Father, in Thy arms
shield my children from sin and harm and at last gather them with Thy flock into Thy great fold
in Heaven!"
"One lamp, thy mother's love, amid the stars shall lift its pure flame changeless, and before the
throne of God burn throughout eternity."
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My Father, the Founder

Excerpted from two articles in:
The War Cry (Chicago) April 9, 1932 and
The War Cry (Chicago) April 10, 1937.
How every one loved him! The whole world loved him. Surely never did the passing of any man
in history call forth so great a tribute as surged around the cortege of my father, the Founder of
The Salvation Army. From the nation's ruler, the city's pauper, the highest religious teacher, the
poor condemned criminal, the university professor, the unlearned and untaught, the hospital's
sick, the poor house's aged, crowned heads and presidents, the greatest philanthropists,
commercial princes and the highest ecclesiastics of the Protestant, Catholic and Jewish faiths
there came up a tide of love and appreciation such as history had never seen.
No scientist, or soldier, or philosopher, or statesman could be named among General Booth's
contemporaries, whose name was honored in so many lands and whose passing caused such
universal regret in every walk of human life.
Kings joined with peasants to lay wreaths upon his casket and, in almost every Parliament
throughout the British Empire, resolutions were passed declarative of appreciation of his life's
work and admiration for his personal character.
But nothing has been more striking to me than that so many of those who have both spoken and
written in eulogistic terms of the General seemed to overlook the chief factor that made him
great. They appear to have missed the primary cause of his marvelous influence over all mankind
for good.
The forces which shaped his wonderful life lay in the spiritual realm. He used spiritual forces to
serve spiritual ideals. Religion to him was not merely a sentiment, not merely a thing of the skies.
It was a vibrating, abiding, deathless force. It was not of ascetic or monastic type. It trod the
common earth. It took the form of a practical, instructed pity for every phase of human need. It
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asked that his love for God should find expression in his love for man. It was his religion that
formed the foundation for his life's work, and he who builds by the forces which belong to religion
builds higher and more enduringly than any one else.
Dr. Fitchett said, "If we agree to forget how religion may affect the next world, it is certain that
nothing else so profoundly affects this world." "Religion," said Burke, "is the basis of civil
society." And a French wit, in creed and temper the very antipode of Burke, said the same thing
when he wrote, "If God did not exist it would be necessary to invent Him." "Religion is
civilization, the very highest," said Disraeli. "The world would have committed suicide but for
Christianity," said Mazzini. And George Washington embraced in his orders to the heroes of
Valley Forge, "Let it be the highest ambition of every man to add to the distinguished character
of patriot the much more gloriously distinguished character of Christian."
And the secret of my father's influencing the peoples of the world so powerfully for good was
his Christianity, and his ability to apply his Christianity to all peoples was the secret of his
unparalleled success.
It laid hold of dejected and fallen man by the hand and lifted him up. It rode in upon the highways
of sin and misery and overcame wickedness with righteousness and supplanted sorrow with song.
It lifted harbors of refuge from every storm that can beat against the body and beat against the
soul.
It threw a protecting wing over defenseless childhood all around the globe. It erected homes of
comfort for the aged and fulfilled the Scripture in making it “Light at eventide.”
It put a song of cheer on the lips of the sailor at the masthead and carried consolation and help
to the dying soldier on the gory fields of war. It made him to reach, to gather, to organize, direct
and control by the strictest possible discipline a body of preachers and workers drawn from the
masses and collected from all nations of the earth, such as the world has never seen.
But this was not the greatest. To infuse such a body with his own ardor, to give to it his own
ideals, to impart unto it his own courage, to enkindle it with the fires of his own zeal, to make it
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to share voluntarily his own sacrifices, to stamp upon it his own piety and to do it on such an
enormous scale, and to keep on doing it to the end of his lifetime-it is this that has been the
factor upon which the whole world has wondered. For mighty as were his intellectual powers and
magnetic as was his personality, it was not his human charms that drew us. It was his saintliness
that attracted us, it was his divine courage that commanded us, it was his patience in suffering
that lifted us. it was his charity toward his enemies that charmed us, it was his immovability in
persecution that inspired us and it was his great heart, which was as a bottomless well, with its
Christlike passion for the poor and lowly, that held us to his flag and to his God.
Sixty-seven years ago my father, returning home from that never to be forgotten visit to the East
of London, declared to my beloved and ever-revered mother, "Kate, I have found my destiny.
What a destiny! To the uttermost poor, to the most hopelessly lost, to the forgotten and the
neglected among men, to those who by the sheer vulgarity of their sins had made themselves
social castaways, and, who, under the ever increasing weight of woe, were being thrust to the
nethermost place in that world of the abandoned.
"Kate, I have found my destiny," and the intonation was not a dirge. It did not partake of the
funereal. Unquestionably there was measureless pathos, but there was also boundless hope. The
cry on that threshold was the offspring of a love that was not of earth. The import of that great
sacrificial act sustained by the grace which begot it grows and grows with the passing years.
We see, much clearer than was possible sixty-seven years ago to our blessed Founder, the
content and sweep of that word, "destiny." Then it was limited to a group and a neighborhood
that called for sacrificial toil because of the extremity of the need. A world movement never
entered the wildest imagination. But there was upon that London thoroughfare released a force
that has made an ever growing impact upon the life of the whole world and today, as a result of
that discovery and that devotion we have The Salvation Army.
To study this movement is to study the man who made it. The Founder is known by his product.
As the years roll by I am persuaded that the world is getting nearer to a correct appraisal of the
life of my revered father, whose toil brought The Salvation Army.
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This marvelous movement is an abiding and an ever growing, because ever living, testimony to
the probity of the man who gave it to the world.
Although he went from us long since, he will forever live most vigorously and most beneficently.
He lives in thousands of ministering agencies, which he created and set in motion the world over.
These all have the power of reproducing themselves, so that in that "destiny" my father
discovered in the haunts of the dejected poor, there was, though unseen, fabulous wealth for
the enrichment of the race. This has written the name of William Booth in ineffaceable lettering
upon every sky and has enshrined forever his memory in the heart of the world.
The greatest legacy the Founder left us is the spirit of his life.
To preserve this is our chief cask. The wonderful mechanism of The Salvation Army would cease
to function effectively if ever shorn of that spirit. The vision of my father is ever before me.
Crowning all his splendid, and in many aspects his unique, human abilities was the imparted
spirit of his Master, to whom he ever ascribed all glory for the inestimable good that flowed
through his life in the revelation of that "destiny," to which Heavenly vision he was ever obedient.
It was this spirit which made the hearts of his great audience receive without resentment the
most cutting utterances in denouncement of sin man ever uttered from public places. It was this
spirit, this conviction of "his destiny" that bore him triumphant over innumerable tides of bitter
opposition. It was this spirit which when he was honored by the greatest of all lands, chained his
thoughts, his toils, his life's greatest passion to the common people.
The same path and the same all qualifying Lord are available to us each, and Founder's Day will
be the most blessedly commemorated as we each address ourselves in God's name and by
God's power to the task of preserving and amplifying this gloriously rich gift my father left us.
A Personal Memory
The last time I was with him he had an address to deliver in Albert Hall, in London. He was 83
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years old, and stood six feet one. Those grey, eagle eyes were unseeing, but they ranged from
pit to gallery as if his will would force them to report to his brain, Clasped behind his straight
back were his hands, lovely things molded so beautifully that sculptors hungered to copy them.
The lights of the hall found a sheen in his white hair and beard, and I tried to watch that and
forget his poor eyes.
"I am going into dry dock for repairs," he told them.
We came home from Albert Hall and had some tea. He never took sugar. In fact, he had lived so
abstemiously that his body was then less frail than it had been in his youth. He had perfect control
of his appetites.
"Let me wait until after the operation," I begged.
"No, Eva. I am going to see better than in a score of years. You go back to your work in America."
He was in his dressing gown, on his knees, praying at his bed, when I dropped down beside him
and he snuggled me against him.
Something went wrong in the operation. An infection developed, and so he came to the end of
his days in utter darkness. He wrote me a letter of farewell, forming his letters from memory. I've
got that little bit of scribble now.
"I've done my best for God with my eyes," he wrote. "Now I'll do it without eyes."
They tried to get him to take more nourishment. There was a strike in East London at the time.
"Poor women can't get milk to feed their babies," he railed, "and you bring me eggs!" Soon
after that he died.
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