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Chapter 3 
The Booth Family 

 
Gone Home (Herbert Booth) 

 
 
Evangeline Booth's tribute to her brother, Herbert, at his funeral. Privately published (no date) 
by his widow, Annie W. Booth. Herbert was promoted to Glory on September 25, 1926. 
 
There is a better world than this. We are born for a higher destiny than earth. We believe it. We 
teach it. We preach it. And yet we forget it. We become absorbed in earthly interests; absorbed 
in our occupations; in our trials and conflicts and difficulties. So absorbed in our ministry for the 
good of mankind as to forget its heavenly termination. And there is a knock at our doors; or a 
hand is laid upon the heart of one beloved; or the ringing call of a bugle from distant hills. It is 
the announcement of the chariot halting at our gate, and then we all freshly realize there is a 
Home eternal in the heavens because the light in the eyes of our loved ones as they bid us 
farewell tells us So. 
 
My dear brother, Herbert Booth, was endowed with exceptional gifts. Like our beloved father, 
the Founder of The Salvation Army, he had the genius for organization. 
 
He possessed those qualities so necessary to all leaders of men--the qualities of creating 
conditions and circumstances which served the purposes he had at heart. 
 
He was a natural pioneer. He never lacked the courage required for initiative work; never shrank 
from shouldering the responsibility resulting from his own judgment, decisions and deeds. He 
was fearless when face to face with an opponent, dauntless in persecution and adversity, brave 
in the storm did the winds come down from the high places or come up from the low. True at 
every cost, every time and everywhere, from the beginning to the end, to his convictions and his 
teaching. 
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These characteristics made him of the greatest value to our father (the Founder of the worldwide 
Salvation Army) in its early years--indeed, he was responsible for many of the aggressive features 
of our organization, and the Founder entrusted him with such large commands as Great Britain, 
Canada and Australia. 
 
He was a preacher of exceptional ability. Oh, how he gloried in the Gospel! He believed that it 
was effective and sufficient whenever and wherever applied; and, like his glorified father and his 
earlier mentor, he was constantly crying, "Woe is me if I preach not the Gospel!" And he 
preached it – all of it – the full Gospel, and God wonderfully honored him. 
 
But perhaps the gift which was the most strikingly distinctive was that of a composer. His 
compositions in the Gospel hymns and for brass bands, have gone round the world, attracting 
and winning thousands of souls for the Kingdom of God. 
 
For years he rendered a greater service to the Army than anyone else connected with the 
organization in the direction of music and song, and this talent, coupled with his passion for 
music, associated his name with the brass bands and songs of The Salvation Army in a way that 
can never be separated. 
 
Those songs enrich lastingly the hymnology of The Salvation Army and the whole Church of God. 
As they lowered my precious mother into her grave the vast surrounding crowd sang: 
 

"Blessed Lord, in Thee is refuge, 
Safety for my trembling soul, 

Power to lift my head when drooping, 
‘Midst the angry billows roll; 

I will trust Thee, 
All my life Thou shalt control." 

 
That song he gave to us in life, and he now bequeaths it to us in death. 
 
Who can say what soul-help has flowed and is flowing and will flow from that gem: 
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"Grace there is my every debt to pay, 
Blood to wash my every sin away, 

Power to keep me spotless day by day" 
 
to the multitudes who have and do and will sing such hope-inspiring, strength-imparting words? 
 
"Yet shall he live" in the sweet cadency and rhythmical flow of his glorious music and in the lilting 
strength and depth of those stanzas that voice the heart-longings of those oppressed with sin 
and sorrow and the searchers after God. 
 
The musicians here today, therefore, represent tens of thousands of Salvation Army bandsmen 
the world over who are lovingly grateful for this consecrated gift of my brother's. 
 
It is impossible to make a comprehensive survey of his life on an occasion such as this. His 
affection as a relative, his devotion as a friend, his grace as a Christian, his patience as a sufferer, 
his vision as a poet, his eloquence as a preacher, his power as a composer, his fidelity and his 
forceful effectiveness as an evangelist all call for enlarged comment, quite impossible within the 
limits of the hour, so I must reserve it all for a future effort. 
 
When the time came for my brother to separate himself from the Army, when he felt called to an 
independent work, the Lord continued to abundantly bless his evangelistic efforts, and though 
removed from under our Flag he persevered in his warfare upon the great battlefields of 
righteousness and truth. And so we still fought unitedly under the banner of Calvary. 
 
But above and beyond all the lights of his gifts and even service shone the lamp of his Christian 
character. 
 
The more one came to know him personally the more convinced was one that his eyes were 
fastened on his Lord and Savior, ever seeking to find His footsteps, that he might shine forth in 
His likeness. His spirit was sweet. His manner gentle. His heart was loving and very quick to 
forgive. He kept his soul in unbroken communion with his Savior. 
 



 

The Harp and the Sword – Chapter Three 4 

To me he was very dear. It is not always found that the ties of blood are enriched by the quality 
of understanding or that therein the bond of friendship lives. Oftentimes brothers fail in adverse 
circumstances, but not so with my brother Herbert. He was always available, and his counsel and 
guidance were always wise and exalting. I am here to testify that in him there lived that additional 
quality of the "Friend that sticketh closer than a brother." Beautiful as were the ties of kinship, 
causing gladness of heart, it is still a greater joy to me to witness at Herbert’s funeral that he 
added to these the strong and inspiring characteristic of a loyal and devoted friend. 
 
He was a true brother, and since he came to reside here at Yonkers we have had many times of 
sweet communion and helpfulness together. 
 
We never met, either in my home or I in his, but we prayed side by side to the God of our father 
and mother, and the comfort of his tender affection and support of his goodwill toward me and 
my work I shall keenly miss. 
 
It is most natural that I, his bereaved and sorrowing sister, should find comfort in reflection upon 
the words of an all-sympathetic and all-understanding Friend who once entered the home of 
bereft sisters and said, “Thy brother shall rise again.” Similarly He comes to me with the same 
all-heartening truth and, while I sorrow, it is not for a moment as do those without hope. 
Dissolution claims our loved one, for the tabernacle was but earthly, but the building to which 
he, by grace, has winged his flight is enduring – “eternal in the heavens.” The storm has shattered 
the dwelling terrestrial, but no hurricane will ever mar or touch the mansion celestial. 
 
All our hearts go out to dear Mrs. Booth, whose loss will be inestimable – her love and devotion 
to him were unbounded – and to his devoted Christian son Henry, his dear wife and four little 
children. 
 
We must pray that the great Healer of all wounds and Consoler of all sorrows will dry their tears. 
 
While we know that saving grace does not descend from the father to the children, yet blessings 
do come to the children and the children’s children, and my brother has so lived that his children 
shall rise up to call him blessed. 
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Then we must remember we shall all meet at Home. 
 
When our father was in Chicago last he was very ill and quite a little delirious. Sitting by his side 
in the early hours of one morning, his mind wandered back to the years when we were children 
and used to be taken out for our daily walk. 
 
My father mistook me for my mother and, laying his fevered fingers upon my hand, said my 
mother’s name. “Kate, Kate, don’t worry, don’t be anxious. It is dusk, I know, but all the children 
will be safe, they will all come home in good time.” And then he repeated the name of each 
member of the family again, saying, “They will all come home in good time.” 
 
My brother, as he passed away, opened his eyes very wide and fixed them very high. 
 
Through the dusk of the passing I could see expression of recognition in them and whispered to 
Mrs. Booth to ask him if he was going home to our mother. 
 
Before she could repeat the words he nodded his head twice. 
 
Then I said, “Herbert, dear, if there is a light in the valley, and if you realize that the Great 
Shepherd is with you as you pass through the shadows, try and lift your hand that our hearts may 
be comforted.” He threw up his two arms above his head and fixed his eyes very, very high. 
 
I knew well his vision clearly saw that which our mortal eyesight could not catch, and I thought 
upon the words: 

“Then I shall see Him face to face, 
And tell the story – saved by grace” 

 
As out of the dusk he passed into his eternal Home. Perfect purity, fullness of joy, everlasting 
freedom, sweetest rest and eternal reunion.  
 
“His servants serve Him and see His face.” 
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My Sister’s Sorrow (Emma Booth-Tucker) 

 
Evangeline Booth-Tucker, infant daughter of the American co-commander, died at the age of 
three months. Commissioner Evangeline hurried from Toronto to New York to comfort her sister 
and to conduct the funeral service. Her tiny namesake is buried in Kensico Cemetery near the 
Consul and baby William, who also died in infancy. 
 
From The War Cry (Toronto) October 15, 1898 
 
While my soul was yet palpitating in sympathy with the bitter heartthrobs of my bereaved 
comrade Mrs. Read, a sudden summons called me to where, ‘neath the lowering of dark sorrow’s 
wing, some bound to me by tenderest ties of love and war were gathered. Ere I reached the 
home of our American leaders the threatening weight of affliction months had taken its flight to 
the eternal sunshine. As I looked upon the transparent features of my sister’s baby daughter who 
was also my namesake, I could not help feeling that they were too fair to do battle with this 
world’s storms and sin, and was surprised to hear that even when the baby appeared the 
healthiest, as well as the most beautiful of children, the Commander had termed her “a little 
breath from Heaven.” 
 
With rare intelligence in one so young the baby had already given evidence of a tender and 
sympathetic nature which, had it been the will of God to mature, would have doubtless brought 
infinite blessing and balm in the holy warfare to which the little one had been dedicated. “You 
could not cry in her presence,” says one who watched her, and when, at some painful verdict of 
the doctor, drops of grief fell upon the fragile little form, the big blue eyes would fill and the tiny 
face upon which the light of a heavenly world already rested seemed to reflect the sorrow written 
upon the agony of mother love which bent over her. 
 
Of the intensity of grief which has borne down the brave spirit of my darling sister the Consul, I 
feel it is impossible to speak. She has suffered and sorrowed with all the depth of her acutely 
sensitive heart. The physical strain of the three weeks of unremittent watching and anxiety has 
made very heavy inroads upon her slender store of strength, and I am asking that the prayers of 
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the Canadian Territory should unite with the petitions of those across the border to the God of 
all sufficiency and strength, that His tenderest support may be given to the Consul in this trying 
hour. 
 
It was my painful privilege to lay the little one to rest, and in the pathos of that baby’s funeral I 
learnt something of the heavenly influences which that tiny messenger from the spirit world had 
wielded upon so great a number of hearts in that city of New York. 
 
The child-spirit stands with her little cousin, my darling sister Lucy’s little Evangeline, in the 
beauty of eternal day – my two little representatives before the Throne – creating, by her 
transplanting to the skies, another link binding me to the Eternal Homeland. 
 

Bramwell Booth 
 
A. My Brother – An Appreciation 
 
Upon his succession to the Generalship. From The War Cry (New York) December 28, 1912. 
 
Perhaps no man has had more synonyms found for his name, more analogies for his 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. 
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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 smile 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 thus 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 
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 fullness 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." 
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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 reechoing the comment made by the Swedish soldier upon his royal idol, Gustavus 
Adolphus, "The king is best at the close of the day." 
 

As an Administrator 
 
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. 
 
The peculiarities, possibilities, perils, positions and powers of all peoples of the earth are but a 
small quota of the subjects momentarily retained upon the mental retina of his vision. 
 
But he is a born statesman, 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 an obscure and seemingly unimportant factor in a social institution. 
 
The General's administration is invariably characterized by four traits-- intuition, caution, skill and 
courage. 
 
I say intuition. 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, 
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in case of necessity; hence, a multitude of times, when other leaders would have found 
themselves overtaken, the General's marvelous intuition has triumphed. 
 
I say caution, because with the infinite pains which are the hallmark of genius, he refuses to 
sacrifice safety to speed, and insists upon the presentation of every side of a case before 
deciding upon it. 
 
I say skill, because perhaps there is no man alive that 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 
 
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. 
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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, which reveal a remarkable soul, 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 Martineaux, "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! 
 
B. What America Thinks of the General 
 
Upon his first visit to the United States. From The War Cry (New York) March 4, 1916. 
 
Outspoken speech has been set down as both America's greatest virtue and its greatest fault. 
Whatever the opinion of reader or writer, it is certain that no one who steps into public view, be 
he visitor or resident, is left long in doubt as to the country's feeling toward him. When it is one 
of distrust there are usually more or less discomfiting evidences, and when it is one of confidence 
there is equally abundant demonstration, for, far from being abashed, America takes some pride 
in "wearing its heart upon its sleeve." 
 
When the visit of the General to this country--that long looked for event--transpired, there was a 
rush of expressions telling that the American public in general and The Salvation Army in 
particular, had taken its illustrious guest into its heart, after the wholesale, enthusiastic fashion of 
the nation. During the more than two years which have elapsed since those remarkable weeks 
there have come to me, both directly and indirectly, the feelings and thoughts which the General 
called forth and, while the following are by no means the sum and total, they are at least the 
most salient of such sentiments: 
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1. He looks the part. Perhaps some communities might be inclined to discredit this 
consideration as unworthy of weight, but there is no gainsaying the fact that in America 
appearances do count for something. Not necessarily symmetry of line or perfection of 
physique, but dignity, demeanor – in short, an impressive appearance often wins the first 
hearing. Hence there were those who confessed to an almost breathless curiosity to look 
for the first time upon the face of the new General. The patriarchal figure of the Army's 
Founder had photographed itself indelibly upon the mental retina of the nation, and it 
was commonly felt and said that every line of his face and form bespoke the great 
character of the man as well as the magnitude of his work. This being so, the keen anxiety 
which prevailed to behold the personality of his successor was only natural. It was a 
thrilling moment when the great crowd of Salvationists awaiting the General's arrival at 
the Grand Central Station heaved a sigh of relief as the noted figure stepped before 
them. On first appearances he had not disappointed them. "I like your looks," were his 
trenchant, opening words and, as though commissioned to voice the unanimous 
response of the mighty throng gathered there, a man's stentorian tones rang through the 
world's greatest concourse and echoed across its artificial, star-studded sky, "We like 
yours, General!" 

 
Here are some of the characteristics of his appearance which captivated them:  

a. The General's height. This alone was a tremendous bid for favor. America likes 
big men. As some one facetiously observes, "It likes its Davids to be Goliaths." 
With but few exceptions, the nation's heroes have been and are men of many 
inches. Therefore we understand the rather colloquially expressed feelings of one 
who remarked, "You bet, there's plenty of him, and it's all General!"  
b. His military bearing. It is not alone the gold crest or field marshal's cape--it is 
the way these are worn that makes the shoulders instinctively straighten and the 
hand instinctively lift to the salute.  
c. His remarkable face. "The eye of a dreamer and the mouth of a master of men," 
was one comment. "In every speaking feature one can trace a brilliant destiny," 
was another. "I looked into his face and saw the great man behind the great rank," 
was a third. 
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2. His intensity compels men. I question whether half-heartedness or indifference ever 
"gets anywhere" in any land, but I am quite sure that in America the man who makes his 
mark and leaves it upon others is he who lives and breathes and radiates his purpose. 
The General is tremendously in earnest about the vitalities of Salvationism. "They mean 
everything to me – they must mean everything to you" – that is the impression he left in 
the metropolis of the New World. The General makes an audience feel that the 
revelations of God concerning righteousness and sin are his meat and drink – his very 
existence – and it makes no difference whether an audience numbers a thousand or one. 
 
3. His liberality of vision attracts men. Side by side and quite harmoniously with his rooted 
adherence to the Articles of our Faith and Regulation, there is growing a large heart's 
tolerance for the peculiarities, nay more, the frailties of others. Some of the sacred 
expressions which proclaimed his liberality of vision in the officers' councils have graven 
themselves as memorials on the grateful recollection of his people. His ability to grasp, 
and patience with, the limitations of the human, coupled with the tenacity with which he 
unfalteringly holds to the limitless ability of the Divine, attracted unanimous admiration 
and trust. 
 
4. His simplicity wins men. He is too great to be grand. His addresses are talks composed 
of small syllables dipped in fire. He makes little use of either complicated language or 
philosophical thought--his themes are too immense to require it. Jesus Christ stands to 
him in the stead of all. The name of Christ, which is always in his mouth; the mysteries of 
the Gospel, which he so divinely announces, make him omnipotent in his simplicity. When 
before the people his utterances are like sparks struck out, and wherever they fall they 
burn. 

 
 
But it was not only the simplicity of the General's language which was so attractive over here, it 
was the simplicity of his whole demeanor, the utter absence of anything affected, which won the 
admiration and affection of all classes. 
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Lastly, America thinks that the General is the man for the present world's tragedy. There may be 
difference of opinion as to whether various political leaders are the men for the present 
emergency, but every American Salvationist, and many outside our ranks, are agreed that the 
General of The Salvation Army is the man for the hour. In this momentous upheaval of the nations 
our soul is turned upon the unpretentious room on International Headquarters which is the brain 
and heart-center of The Salvation Army. We see there a man weighed down with a big and 
growing realization of the tremendous issues at stake, their frightful cost in blood and tears and 
their varying effects upon the wide-flung battalions over which he rules; we feel his inflexible 
determination to keep first the two great governing principles of all Christianity--love for God 
and love for our fellow men; to lose not sight of the Salvationist's goal, to live his creed in deeds 
of mercy and lives of purity before all distracted peoples. We pin our faith in these stormy times 
to the heart of the man upon whose shoulders and spirit the mantle of our great Founder has 
fallen, and believe that he shall lead the way before the nations, and the people of the four winds 
shall follow him and be gathered into the fold of the blessed. 
 

With Love to Marian 
 
Evangeline often revealed her tender affection for her invalid sister, Staff-Captain Marian B. 
Booth (better known as "Marie"), who "endured patiently and fruitfully years of weakness and ill 
health." The following is a personal letter from Evangeline to Marian, June 4, 1934. 
 
PERSONAL  
E.C.B. 
 
Staff-Captain Marie Booth  
Cumberland Court  
484 Seven Sisters Road  
Finsbury Park  
London, N. 4, England 
 
My precious, precious Sister Marie: 
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I wish it were possible to let you know how continually you are in my thoughts, how constantly 
my heart sends up a prayer to our Heavenly Father, our mother and our father's God, and how 
often your dear face comes before me as it was when I saw you last. 
 
Dear Marie, I am more happy than I can say that I am coming over to see you. It will be wonderful 
for you and me and dear Lucy to be together again. I am so pleased that Lucy has been taking 
such good care of you and that you are so happily and comfortably fixed up in a nice little 
apartment. 
 
Now I want Lucy to write me and tell me of anything you want in the way of clothes. I think I can 
bring it from America a little nicer and "smarter" than we could get it over there, also with less 
expense as the pound has gone up so much in England. 
 
Anyway you must think of something that it would be nice for you to have and let me know in 
time to get it made and bring it with me. But I am writing a line to Lucy on the subject by this 
same mail, so you need not give it a single thought except to say just what you would most like 
to have. 
 
Yours in tenderest affection 
 
A Message from the General in India 
 
Excerpts from Evangeline's tribute at the funeral of Staff-Captain Marian B. Booth; who was 
promoted to Glory on January 6, 1937 at the age of 72. 
 
"When she prayed, I always felt that the distance between earth and Heaven was shortened. Her 
appeals quickly reached the Throne of Grace. 
 
"Song brought her great joy. In the night hours, her devoted Nurse Craven told me, her voice 
would ring out with some beautiful chorus. Throughout my Campaign in India, the echoes of her 
last song and prayer have been with me. 
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"It is a great comfort that my sister, Commissioner Lucy, who has nursed her for the past three 
years, will be at the service to speak for her. 
 
"We must go straight on, growing gentler, stronger, truer, leaving upon the ways we tread the 
impress of a broad, sweet charity." 
 

Beloved Consul 
 
A published letter from Commissioner Evangeline to her sister, Consul Emma Booth-Tucker, 
when the Booth-Tuckers succeeded her in her first (temporary) American command. Note: 
Evangeline had guided the American forces through an extremely difficult time in the Army's 
history. From The War Cry (New York) April 11, 1896. 
 
Beloved Consul: On behalf of the National Headquarters and the whole of the American field, 
to whom I have had the pleasure of holding the relationship of temporary Commissioner for a 
brief period, I write to convey to you sympathy and greeting. 
 
The record of your past career as a leader of the Lord's hosts has preceded you to this country. 
My American comrades have listened to and have been thrilled by many touching stories relating 
to the care and sympathy exhibited towards those successful officers on the United States field 
who were trained under your personal supervision. Characters innumerable have been widened 
and deepened, spirits inspired and set on flame of the Holy Ghost and hearts melted and 
touched with Calvary-love through your ministrations, and today, in common with every other 
country in which the Blood-and-Fire Flag is unfolded to the breeze, the United States field is 
richly endowed with a consecrated woman leadership, a percentage of which date their success 
from the moment they received your welcome from the International Training Home steps, and 
delight to address you with that most endearing of all appellations, "Mother." 
 
American comrades have learned to love you, also, for the brightness you have brought into 
thousands of hearts and lives through your public meetings, and for the brave and 
uncompromising manner in which you have unfurled the standard of holiness and drawn around 
it a multitude of those struggling in the darkness of doubt and sin. 



 

The Harp and the Sword – Chapter Three 17 

 
They love you for the sacrifice you have made, at the General's call, to leave all and come over 
to lead forward our Army forces, despite the awful calamity which has so recently overtaken 
them. What that sacrifice has meant to you none but God and yourself can ever know. As we 
ponder the same, visions float before us of a tender parting, with a loved babe which has since 
been carried by an angel to Heaven. My precious sister, brave hearts beat beneath Salvation 
uniforms on American soil, but tears are no disgrace to the bravest of us, and American comrades 
mingle, in spirit, tears with those of their loved new leaders in this the day of your sorrow, and 
pray God comfort you! 
 
Last, but far from least, the troops here welcome you for the sterling service they have known 
you to render the General by your valued counsel during years gone by, and can somewhat 
appreciate the sacrifice he has made for the interests of America in parting with you.. 
 
America none the less welcomes the well and tried leader, your husband, Commander Booth-
Tucker. What we know of him tells us that he is winging his way to this land with mind and heart 
full of plans and schemes of a glorious character, to pour out with Niagara force upon this country 
for its salvation. 
 
Although being in command here for so short a time, the exceptionable storm of the hour has 
given me so intimate knowledge of the American troops that I can say with all confidence that 
you step to lead forth a people who will joyfully rally around you, hold up your hands in battle, 
strengthen your heart with prayer, follow you closely beneath the Blood-and-Fire Flag; a people 
that, having done all. will be found standing fast in the faith, true to their God, true to your 
leadership and true to the principles of the worldwide Salvation Army. 
 
For myself, I think they are a precious people, and have learned dearly to love them, while I look 
upon their new Commanders as among the dearest and most valued of all leaders. 
 
 


