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Chapter Six 
Music and Musicians 

 
How Music Helps The Salvation Army 

 
Quoted in The War Cry (Toronto) of December 8 and 15, 1990. Originally published in Etude 
Magazine in 1944. 
 
My father said, "The Salvation Army makes constant use of music." Music belongs to God. It is 
of God and was created by Him. Man realizes that something more than the material is in him, 
and this he expresses in music. Is there any other influence that carries the power of music and 
song? Music, you see, is the quickest educator in the world. It is the master of order, time, 
courteous obeisance; it expands the poorest mental understanding: it makes people milder, 
kinder. It gives birth to highest aspiration and kills the ignoble with one blow of melody. And so 
our organization utilizes the all-conquering influence of music to break down what is evil and 
build up what is good. I have known a murderer in his cell to resist every word I spoke, but when, 
taking up my guitar, I sang to him, "Just as I am without one plea, but that Thy Blood was shed 
for me," he burst into tears and asked me to pray. 
 
Music creates conviction; more than that, it reveals the compassion of God. 
 
Symphony--a consonance of sounds, and sympathy--a consonance of feelings, are inseparably 
allied. You must have feeling in music or it is lifeless; you must have harmony in feeling or there 
is discord. What is war but the bitter fruit of inharmonious feelings? Every composition springs 
from a specific purpose in the composer's heart: our music springs from an exhaustless thirst to 
bring knowledge of the Savior to the hearts of men. The first thing a converted man wants to do 
is to sing. 
 
Thus, there is a philosophy behind our use of music. When the Greeks built the city of Thebes 
they had music played, and it so inspired them that the stones seemed to move into place of 
themselves. We are trying to build a better world, and we find that the music of reverence, of 
comfort, of repentance teaches faith and gives birth to the noblest aspirations. 
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Our street music, of trumpets and tambourines, is meant not merely to attract attention. 
Attracting attention is important to any great enterprise, but the chief concern is what you attract 
that attention from and what you attract it to. Our use of music is to attract attention away from 
worldly thoughts and attract it to the spiritual. As a girl, I would sing in the worst saloons of 
London, accompanying myself on the accordion, and many of the men would stop drinking and 
sing with me. 
 
Street music, however, by no means represents the whole of our musical work. Music forms an 
important part in our training of officers. In all our training schools, voice culture, instruments, 
harmony and composition are taught by thoroughly equipped musicians, all of them 
Salvationists. Many belong to families who have been Salvationists for three generations, 
inheriting the tradition of our music, as part of the warm atmosphere of home. And what is this 
tradition? To do good is the purpose of every note we sound. Thus, the Army is bright in its 
music. By no means neglecting the music of pathos, we try to make people glad. 
 
Our music is kept simple and pure, and the plain people take it with them into their workshops 
and their kitchens. All our textbooks and all the selections in our band journals (over 2,000 
arrangements) are written by Salvationists. Our bandsmen number nearly 60,000 and our 
songsters, over 80,000. The world's greatest artists--among them Sousa, Sir Thomas Beecham 
and Kreisler--have encouraged us by their congratulations. Yet our music has not been evoked 
by wealth or endowment. Our bandsmen receive not one cent of remuneration for all the time 
and toil they give, early and late, on work days and rest days, under all skies, Arctic and tropical. 
Repeatedly, the quality of their work earns them calls from well-playing professional groups; yet 
they always reject these tempting monetary offers from the outside. Their sacrificial service 
springs from their knowledge of the power of music to appeal to hearts. 
 
More than any other art, music is appreciated by the uneducated, for almost everyone has an 
acute sense of the beauty of melody and harmony. Music was never meant for the educated 
alone; its most direct appeal is not to ideas but to human emotions. Music does not incite to 
argument or even to a desire for learning; it awakens a desire to receive, to follow, to obey. The 
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strains of a country's national hymn do not offer an elaborate definition of patriotism--but they 
quicken the heartbeat of every patriot to deeds of daring. 
 
The harp, which I dearly love, is among the most ancient achievements of civilization. Excavations 
in the Mesopotamian Valley brought to light the frame of a harp. On the harp there is the closest 
contact between the human hand and the source of the tone, without intervening mechanism. 
Thus the harp is an intimate expression of personality. That, perhaps, is why in the beatific vision 
of heaven, harps are played. 
 
It is not merely with the appreciation of music, however, that we of The Salvation Army are 
concerned. We aim at nothing less than musical creation. All over the world, Army brigades have 
made silent people sing. I can never forget an experience in India. It was a dark night; no moon, 
no stars. The heavens were one black stretch. My train, late, did not reach its destination until 
two in the morning. On stepping to the platform, I heard a simple melody of my own composition 
carried on sweetest silver notes. "This is the boys' flute band, 50 of them," said the 
Commissioner. "They are all the sons of redeemed criminals. Their instruments are made by their 
own hands, from the ‘reeds' of their fields. They are such good boys! I don't know how we could 
get on without them!" I thought of their fathers, once criminals in chains but now redeemed, and 
remembered the bruised reed which He shall not break! 
 
A week or so later, I stood in one of our Army leper colonies, some of the patients lying before 
me on stretchers. My tears would keep coming, and in my soul I prayed God's pardon for the 
smallness of my faith while those smitten with the terrible scourge sang, 
 

"Jesus, Thou art everything to me; 
All my lasting joys are found in Thee." 

 
Then, in simplest language, I explained what it means for Jesus to be everything, and their large, 
pensive eyes took on the light of spiritual understanding. Dr. Noble, our commanding officer, 
said, "We do very little preaching here. We sing." 
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Melody is memory. Some time ago, in a war-torn part of the world, the enemy came to annihilate 
a village. The Salvation Army crowded the Sabbath-school hall with children, as a place of refuge. 
On hearing the ominous tread of the approaching troops, the officer said, "Sing – sing as loud 
as you can!" The little ones began to sing, "Jesus loves me, this I know." As they reached the 
line, "They are weak but He is strong," the enemy leader entered the hall. With tears blinding 
his eyes and his hands full of money, he said, "Here, take this and buy them something to eat. I 
sang that song when I was a little boy." 
 
From its very inception, The Salvation Army has sensed the love of harmony in even the most 
discordant hearts. Throughout the world into the shadowed places where men are lashed by the 
rods of their own folly, our bands have carried the uplifting influences of Miriam's tambourines, 
Gideon's trumpets, David's songs. We know that music is a supreme blessing, a communion 
between self and what is beyond all self. 
 
A musician who composes to excite evil does a great disservice to society. There have always 
been sounds (termed music) that degrade people. Some composers do not hesitate to use music 
for the expression not of the "spirituals" of a great race, but of the barbaric surge of primeval 
passion--the scream of cacophonous discord. I need not specify such so-called music further than 
that. We of The Salvation Army hold that the Supreme Being is a harmony within Himself, and it 
follows that faith in the Divine must evoke a corresponding spirit of harmony. 
 
Salvation is a miracle, but it is not a conjuring trick or an illusion. It is a deliberate process and, 
we have found, a successful recovery of lost values in men, women and even children. Everything 
that encourages the good in man is an ally of salvation. Music, at its best and noblest, has always 
been an ally of The Salvation Army. At our Lord's Last Supper they sang a hymn. He who was 
about to be crucified joined in that hymn. From that day on, the Church has been a singing 
comradeship. 
 
We talk a great deal about art for art's sake. We in The Salvation Army believe that music is for 
man's sake. A great virtuoso is as much the servant of man as a great physician. He was not 
endowed with his genius merely in order to exhibit acrobatic skill on an instrument. He was called 
to be a leader in the infinities of meaning beyond the range of words. In The Salvation Army we 
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sometimes tell rich people that their money is not their own. We tell beautiful people that their 
fascination is not their own. It is a channel, opened by God, to attract the souls of men to Himself. 
 

To My Bandsmen 
 
 
A challenge in two parts. 
 
From The War Cry (New York) November 5 and 12, 1927. 
 
 
Music has been well said to be the speech of angels. It is universal in its appeal. There is not an 
ear it cannot attract, not a heart it cannot melt. The high and low, educated and ignorant, glad 
and sad, good and bad, are all fascinated and held by the power of music. It voices aspirations 
and shapes the destinies of peoples. An ancient sage wisely said that if he were allowed to make 
the songs of a nation, he would not care who made its laws. 
 
The great Creator, in His infinite outpouring of blessings, has given to every human creature an 
innate sense of harmony to which, although he may not be able to produce it, he responds in 
some form or other. Perhaps the appeal comes from art, or poetry, or oratory, or it may be from 
the frozen music of architecture. But almost universally man is attracted by it and answers quickly 
to its melodious challenge. 
 
The Maker of all things purposed this when He filled the world with harmony. Upon the vine-
strung branches of the forest the winds harp it; the oceans, as colossal organs, peal it; and the 
reverberating drums of the thunders echo. Feathery-throated songsters sing it--even in the green 
grass, the dry and scorched sands, the ploughed, upturned sod, the ant-hillock, there are millions 
of twitterings and murmurings of creatures uniting in one Hallelujah of praise. 
 
What heart can remain unmoved in the country on a Summer morn? The trumpeters of light, 
advancing from eastern skies, heralding a newborn day! Nature's diapason pealing. The most 
insignificant flower is beautified. The verdure of the hills carries a mystic sheen. The lily blooming 
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on the face of silent waters is glorified. Music in sky, music on earth, music everywhere; music 
feathered and scaled, hoofed and horned and winged. The bees hum it, the frogs croak it, the 
squirrel chatters it, the woodpecker taps it, the quail whistles it, the lark carols it, the swallows 
call it, the lamb bleats it, the cattle low it--music up on the mountain, in the valley, across the 
plain; music on the waters, happy, glad, glorious. 
 

"Even in the mud and scum of things, 
Something sings, sings, sings!" 

 
Throughout the Holy Scriptures, from Genesis to Revelation, we find references to music, both 
instrumental and vocal--from the creation of the first songbird to St. John's inspired description 
of the music and singing of the Heavenly City. 
 
We read of Miriam and her Hebrew women celebrating with song and timbrel the crossing of 
the Red Sea! Gideon and his followers with trumpets routing the enemy; David, whose songs 
have come down through the ages, filling earth and sky with exaltation and praise to the Holiest 
in the Height; the great choir of 245 appointed by the Jews to celebrate their return from 
captivity in Babylon. 
 
Then the Bible speaks of the sweetest song that ever ascended to the Father's Throne when our 
Blessed Savior, at the Last Supper, joined with the disciples in singing the 118th Psalm. "And 
when they had sung an hymn, they went out into the mount of Olives" (Matthew 26:30 KJV). 
 
Music is essentially linked with the emotions. What an important part melody and harmony in 
rhythm and note and tune and hymn and word, have played in human affairs throughout the 
world's history! The direct relation of music is not to ideas, but to feeling. Music does not sound 
the depths of knowledge--it fathoms the depths of the heart. The strains of martial music to the 
rhythm of marching troops do not convey the understanding of courage, but they do impart the 
gift of courage, inasmuch as they inspire the feelings of courage. The strains of: 
 

"My country, 'tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty 
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Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrims' pride, 
From every mountainside, 

Let freedom ring" 
 
do not offer any elaborate definition of patriotism, but they quicken the heartbeat of every patriot 
to deeds of desperate daring in the interests of truth and liberty. Thus it is music has played 
throughout all time a great part in subduing passion, in nerving energy, in comforting sorrow 
and in evoking aspirations to the highest ideals. This truth was well understood by the ancient 
Greeks, for it was forbidden in their republic to play anything but warlike music, in order that the 
courage of their soldiers should not be weakened by softer and more pathetic influences. 
 
At most crises in the history of nations a song arises that crystallizes the thought and aspirations 
of the people. The "Marseillaise" was the war cry of the French Revolution. It symbolized the 
aims of the people in that mighty struggle; it lives today as the concrete expression of the 
determination of a nation to achieve freedom. Our own loved national hymn, "The Star-Spangled 
Banner," was born amid the reek and smoke, the wounds and death of battle, when, after the 
bleeding struggle of Fort McHenry the American poet, through a burst of tears, in the solemnity 
of the dawn, saw that the Stars and Stripes was still flying over the beleaguered fort. 
 

"O say, can you see 
By the dawn's early light, 

What so proudly we hailed 
At the twilight's last gleaming, 

Whose broad stripes and bright stars, 
Through the perilous fight, 

O'er the ramparts we watched 
Were so gallantly streaming? 
And the rockets' red glare, 
The bombs bursting in air, 

Gave proof through the night 
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That our flag was still there; 
O say, does that Star-Spangled Banner yet wave 

O'er the land of the free 
And the home of the brave?" 

 
Music stirs latent powers, resurrects dead hopes, reawakens lost ambitions and brings to a 
determined purpose the soul which has lingered long in the valley of indecision. My father, the 
Founder, early recognized that the power of music is not nullified by lack of education. It appeals 
to the lowly and unlearned as well as to the high and tutored, and he realized that wise is the 
legislator who gives the art of music the greatest encouragement. 
 
So from the commencement our first General made music a potent factor in his great plan for 
winning the people for God. The cornet and the drum were among our very first measures to 
attract the masses, and although at first they met with bitter opposition, and our early followers 
suffered almost every brutality because of their heroic persistence in their use, the persecution 
but made the attraction the greater. The divine purpose was soon recognized by all classes and 
all nations, and our Army bands have made such progress that today there is not an instrument 
of wind, of key, of pipe, of reed, of string, of parchment, of brass, of wood, of steel, or of bone, 
that has not been marshaled into the instrumental lines of our 43,000 bandsmen, who, in their 
sacrificial devotion to God and humanity, lift an unbroken note of salvation the whole world over. 
 
The ember of the love of harmony amidst the ashes in the discordant hearts of the discouraged 
and the sinful has been fanned to a flame, when we have carried spiritual and patriotic music to 
the fetid slums, to the congested byways, to the prison cells and to the places of congregated 
vice and misery. Attracted by the shining brass, a quick march, or a well known tune, memories, 
long slumbering, have stirred and drunkards have left their drink, girls their hidden haunts of 
iniquity, mothers, weary, have forsaken their toils, little children have turned from their play to 
unite their tender voices. In every part of the world the ne'er-do-wells, the loafers, the dull of 
conscience, the dead of heart--all have followed on the sidewalks or beside the procession to 
keep within hearing of the strains lifted by tens of thousands of Salvation Army bandsmen. 
Salvation Army music has proved efficacious in drawing the attention of men to the demands of 
judgment; to the love of God; to the sacrifice of Christ. 
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Many of our brightest officers and our most devoted and trustworthy soldiers, who now fill high 
places of responsibility and confidence, were first attracted to our ranks and drawn to Christ by 
an Army band. Men of exceptional musical gifts have accepted the opportunities the Army offers 
to herald the tidings of the gospel by music, and have consecrated their talents to God under 
our flag. 
 
The progress of our organization in instrumental craftsmanship can only be described as 
miraculous. There is no doubt that our early efforts, though enthusiastic, were not well directed. 
The results were sometimes more painful than pleasant to the listener. The musically educated 
jeered at our productions, but we kept right on. And God, the Author of all harmony, was with 
us. Today we have in our ranks some of the finest executants on their particular instrument as 
well as highly-gifted arrangers and composers. Our music takes a high place in the estimate of 
those competent to judge. Our festivals prove that the old story is outdated when one comrade 
said to the other, both being keen to become bandsmen: 
 

"Say, Bill, is it possible to be a good Christian and play the cornet?" 
To which Bill replied: "Sure! But it's mighty hard for the fellow next door to be one!" 

 
I tell you there is no pen that can write, there are no words that can utter, the parchments of the 
skies can barely hold the story of the spiritual triumphs achieved by The Salvation Army 
bandsman. God bless him! God has blessed him! The Lamb's Book of Life alone records the 
struggles long and hard, in heat and in cold, in hidden places, in public squares--and the Lamb's 
Book of Life alone records the wounds healed, the sweet joy assured, the names written down 
through this day after day, year after year; persistent, whole-souled offering of ministry to Him 
who died for us, and to the world for whom He died. 
 

* * * * * 
 
I want now to speak especially to my own bandsmen in the United States of America. I think I 
have the right to do so. For that matter, I think I have a right to speak to our bandsmen all over 
the world. 
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Anyone whose career, from the years of a child, has been intermingled with bars, notes, clefs, 
ritards, crescendos, pianissimos, fortissimos, quavers, semi-quavers, demi-semi-quavers, 
tremolos--very much tremolo--as mine has been, has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has with their own hands worked with concertinas, harps, pianos, banjos, snare 
drums, accordions and hand organs, and lastly and decidedly leastly cornets, has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who, because they have taken their allotted position in the brass band, has been arrested 
and roughly handled in the open streets as I have, has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has carried the big drum down the broad thoroughfares of a fashionable city, with 
only a little lad to help with the load, while they beat it to the rhythm of a solo, the solo being 
the solitary voice of the drummer, as I have, has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has patiently and unresistingly received the blows of the infuriated vicious--blows 
of bricks, sticks, stones and pieces of iron fender and pots and pans, while they endeavored to 
shield with their own body the smallest member of the band, a little drummer boy, as I have, has 
a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has stood in the witness box of the crowded courtroom and, with flushed cheeks 
and flying pulses successfully defended her comrade bandsmen under arrest, as I have, has a 
right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has visited the House of Commons and House of Lords and, despite agonizing 
feelings of timidity, with trembling limbs but courageous lips presented to individual members 
of both Houses the biblical conviction of our call to "preach the gospel to the poor," and our 
individual commission from "the Judge of all the earth" to go "into the highways and byways," 
with the result of an overwhelming victory, as I have, has a right to speak. 
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Anyone who has knocked at as many doors and climbed as many steps and met as many rebuffs 
and smiled back at as many frowns, soliciting funds for brass instruments, as I have, has a right 
to speak. 
 
Anyone who has seen their bandsmen comrades, in their brave struggle for liberty, knocked 
down at their feet and the blood spurt from their temples, as from a turned-on faucet, as I have, 
has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has played on Highgate Hill, London, the snare drum on the condition that the large 
and select crowd only threw gold pieces into the collection, the amount according to the 
efficiency of the snare drummer's production, as I did, has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who, with lips naturally tremolo, shaking like a leaf in a storm, has reached the high 
standard of playing on the cornet in public the solo, "The Last Rose of Summer," starting in the 
triumph of an awakening bud and ending in the defeat of scattered petals, as I have, has a right 
to speak. 
 
Anyone who has been the recipient of the wholehearted devotion, the close following, the ready 
obedience, the generous affection, the gallant protection and the heroic defense from Salvation 
Army bandsmen in England, in Canada and in this country as I have, has a right to speak. 
 
Anyone who has that innate love of music for which the brass band has an exceptional 
fascination; whose pulses agitate, whose heart pounds, whose spirit beats within their breast as 
a bird's wings against its cage, at the martial strains of military music as mine does, has a right to 
speak. Lastly, anyone who was born upon that day when the band of the heavenly seraphim 
threw its songs across earth and sky--that day when organs and bells and trumpets and horns 
are chiming and pealing and thrilling the world with the tidings of the joy of the song of peace 
and good will, as I was, has a right to speak--and so I speak. 
 
So I speak--and here is what I want to say to my bandsmen. First, second and lastly, never forget 
that whatever degree your musical gift may register--how high or low it may be--you have 
consecrated it to God. Your confession says so. The banner under which you march says so. 
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You have not taken your musical endowment and said, "I will use this for my own gain." You 
have laid it in the hands of Him who gave it, that it may be used for His glory. You have placed 
it, your offering, upon His altar. It is your share in His Kingdom. Possibly you did not possess 
wealth, or beauty, or other earthly equipment. This talent was your prized possession, your 
treasure, and it was your consecrated tribute to be laid at the feet of Christ. When you heard His 
voice saying, "Go and sell all that thou hast and give to the poor," that is just what you did. You 
gave what you had to give, that it might help carry to the poor the riches in Christ Jesus. 
 
Doubtless you were young the first time your fingers found the valves of the cornet, or your lips 
the mouthpiece of the trombone; and as the years have passed the treasure given to God has 
increased in worth, and many times the devil has tempted you sorely to take back from the altar 
that which you laid upon it. But no! It is God's. You gave it to Him in sincerity and in truth. You 
gave it with tears in your eyes and a prayer in your heart that His Spirit would make it a holy 
offering, pure and acceptable in His sight, consecrated to His service, and that He would use it 
to help bring His Kingdom upon earth. To take it back is to rob God of His own. 
 
Now I want to remind you that the irrevocable, unalterable, unchangeable condition of the 
continued usefulness of our offerings to God is holiness. Holiness consists of three great 
principles; separation from sin, abandonment to the will of God and a life fashioned in the 
likeness of Jesus Christ's. This is whiteness of word and thought and deed. 
 
It is this behind the instrument; it is this exercised in the lives of a body of men that exerts a force, 
directs an influence and sends forth as with eagle flight a power that breaks the fascination of 
evil, lifts the weight of sorrow, assuages wicked passions and directs every heart upon which its 
message falls to the world's great Corrector of life's every discord. 
 
Keep your offering holy--acceptable unto God. If in your personal life you fail to measure up to 
the standard your presence in The Salvation Army declares, then you are desecrating a high 
position in our ranks. You are enacting a great wrong to yourself, to your comrades, to the 
reputation of Salvation Army bandsmen in every part of the world, to the memory of the saints 
who in the hard struggle for liberty of the early days, in beatings and stonings, in prison cells and 
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persecutions innumerable, by patience in suffering and whiteness of life hallowed the Army 
bandsman's uniform and immortalized His name. 
 
My dear bandsmen, keep the offering holy and then, ten thousand hallelujahs, we shall support 
and multiply this irresistible force for God and goodness--The Salvation Army band. 
 
Never forget, you are a part of a great whole. It makes no difference the instrument you play. 
The dimension of the tree is not always regulated by the size of the seed--SO the results of our 
part cannot be estimated by their apparent importance. 
 
The factor which should ever move us to our best should be that our part is good, is pure, is true, 
that the note of our personal and public life is in tune with the instrument of the Divine Master's 
will and in perfect accord with the Ten Commandments. 
 
Again, do not forget that to you is given the greatest opportunity for helping others. Every time 
you go out in the open-air, every time you sound the clear, sweet notes of your instrument, or 
the heartbeat of the drum, all eyes are turned toward you--you cannot avoid being seen--you 
cannot avoid being heard--some eyes that rest upon you; some ears that listen to you; some 
lover of music whose dead heart thrills with life as he hears you; some little child who hastens 
home to tell mother about you; some old man who sees again his own youth presented in you; 
some bedridden soul who catches the strains of heavenly promises because of you; some 
thousands of sinners whose hard spirits melt and stony hearts break at the foot of the Cross 
listening to you, will one day--one day--the world's gladdest day--and Heaven's most musical 
day with every bell a-peal and every harp a-ring and every voice a-song, will rise up to call you 
blessed in the name of Him who is the leading note of all music-- Jesus. 
 
Again, a large portion of Salvation Army bandsmen are young in years. That is, you have not yet 
reached the prime of life. You stand before the open gates of marvelous possibilities--
possibilities of service to humanity. 
 
You are the children of parents who were saved in the Army before you were born. Before you 
came into the world the prayer that rang through every chamber of your mother's and father's 
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heart was that if spared you should be a true follower of Jesus Christ; that you should find your 
place in the ranks of the forces for righteousness in which they had fought. When you were only 
two, or four, or six years of age they carried you back and forth to the meeting as Hannah carried 
Samuel to the temple, so that in your awakening intelligence you might be imbued with holy 
influences. With what hope and loving faith they watched their little boy coming along the paths 
of childhood. Then their anxiety through the school days. With what tears and encouragement 
and warnings they helped you to resist evil, to despise the ignoble, to condemn trickery, to hate 
sin. How bright the vision with which they visualized you in manhood brave and strong and daring 
upon the fields of truth! 
 
The greatest joy of your parents' life was when you made known to them that of your own 
volition, your choice was made and that it was for God and the Army. Mother burst into tears 
and took you in her arms just as she used to do when you were only a little fellow. Father patted 
you first on your head and then again and again on your shoulders as though he fain would place 
his hand upon your heart and leave it forever there. 
 
Well, how has it been through the years? How is it with you in these latter days? There is nothing 
more beautiful than to see a young man living a life of purity; standing upright where thousands 
of the insincere and hypocritical fall down. What vistas of service open up before such a one! 
What high ambitions fire his soul! To his earthly eyesight is added spiritual vision. He sees not 
only the things of today. He realizes something of the great things God has awaiting him. Is this 
so with you? Are you satisfied with these duties--blessed as they are-- which start and finish with 
your instrument? Or has God revealed to you the far wider field--yourself as a David striking 
down the enemies of men's souls and winning those souls for God? 
 
Why should officers and other members of the corps feel it to be incumbent upon them to carry 
the responsibility of the spiritual life of the bandsman, and the bandsman not realize that 
standing in the front ranks of observation as his instrumental duties demand, he is in a very 
special sense obligated to God and to his comrades to keep a rigid watch upon his ways and 
ever strive that his life should be blameless before God and man? Young men I beg you fight for 
this. You will then find the shams in religion and the false, whoever and wherever they are, will 
seek others for their companions and you will move in honorable circles all the days of your life. 
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Some old friends of your father's will meet you one day and say, "Why, my boy, how glad I am 
to see you! Just like your good, old father for all the world." 
 
Let your Commander, who is your own fond leader and also is to you as a parent, warn you. Shun 
those who indulge in impure conversation. You take a step downward, when without resentment 
you allow anyone to tell you a story that is indecent in its suggestion. Better allow a man to strike 
you in the face than that he should have it to say you enjoyed with him a conversation that was 
impure and not in full support of your uniform. Again never permit an association with one whom 
you know to be violating the laws of our Salvation Army teachings of honor and truth. 
 
If any offender attempts to entice you to indulge in tasting any form of forbidden fruit, remember 
who you are, the ten thousand prayers behind you and the ten thousand hopes stretching out 
into an endless eternity before you. Let your better nature assert itself and prove true to Salvation 
Army traditions--purity of life--never forgetting that "Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall 
see God." 
 
No sense of loyalty to a pal must induce you to play false to your God. Truth is the measure of 
your righteousness. Whatever is beside that, no matter by what consent authorized, or by what 
motive prompted, is a blow at the foundation upon which the entire moral structure rests. 
Without truth there is no correctness, and without correctness there is no beauty. There can be 
nothing correct without truth. The loveliest feature in the natural world is truth. True features 
make the beauty of a face, and true lines the beauty of architecture and true measures the beauty 
of music, and true words, true thoughts, true deeds the beauty of a life, and a true heart the 
beauty of every service and grace that springs from life. 
 
If you condone a weakness or evil practice a comrade confides to you, you are playing false to 
him and breaking down every law of friendship. 
 
Does anyone ask what to do in such a case? 
 
In the first place, condemn the forbidden thing. Speak of it as it is in all its real hideousness, for 
all sin is hideous. Do your best to talk of it as your godly father would do. Point out the 
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entanglements, evil consequences and backslidings that belong to it and persuade by every 
sacred bond of Salvationism and by every fond memory of comradeship--persuade the one 
concerned to abandon the wrong. Pray together and, as man struggling with man, help him to 
fight back the enemies of his soul. Lead him away from hypocrisy and death. If he refuses to 
forsake his evil ways, then you must cut the partnership and abandon him. There is no other way 
to save your own soul. The Bible says: "He that toucheth pitch shall be defiled therewith." 
 
The dearest and truest friends are those who help us to overcome our weaknesses and triumph 
over our temptations. 
 
Tone your life to prayer, to right thinking, to noble deeds. Be careful that your worship is not 
rejected because your heart is not in it. Keep away from all places and things of question and 
doubt. Remember "the cloud of witnesses." Look to the new Jerusalem, and the music of 
heavenly voices will sound in your soul. 
 
An Italian made a chime of bells for his native village. So sweet was the chime that he built a little 
home close beside it that he might catch its every tone. After a while war came. The Italian was 
taken into exile, the bells were captured and were also taken away. Many years passed. One day 
the Italian exile, in a rowboat, is being rowed up the River Shannon, toward the City of Limerick, 
Ireland. 
 
As he comes near the wharf the cathedral tower strikes the chime; and lo, it was the same old 
chime of bells that in other days enchanted him. He recognized them in a moment. His emotions 
were too great for human endurance. He folded his arms and lay back in the boat. The rowers 
put down their oars and tried to resuscitate him. His face was toward the tower. But he was gone. 
His soul had gone out in the raptures of that hour. His life fell under the stroke of the chime of 
Limerick Cathedral. 
 
So may it be with us when going up from this earthly exile into the harbor of our God. May we 
fold our arms in peace and listen; and, while the rowers are taking us to anchorage, with our face 
toward the "high tower," from turret and dome, and palace gate and arch of eternal victory, may 
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there come rippling upon our souls the chimes of the divine concord which the entire universe 
is destined one day to sound. 
 


