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THE HEART OF HIM! 
A Tribute to Commissioner Lawley 

 
In the hearts of those who know him best there must ever be an empty place. The Commissioner 
had come to be such a fixture in The Army his career as an officer extending over the entire 
lifetime of many of our people, and over the Salvation Army experience of the great majority — 
that it does not seem possible we can ever be quite the same without him. His passing is like the 
removal of an old familiar landmark, a landmark not only of great worth in itself, but made 
incomparably rich with the treasures of memory and the associations of our foundation years. 
 
Dear Commissioner Lawley, how can I write of him! As the ivy clings to the old stone wall, so my 
every memory of Commissioner Lawley clings to the rock-like character of the poor's greatest 
benefactor, my Father; and the tears are in my eyes as I try to speak of one who was to our 
Founder an armor-bearer of unstinting and unwearying faithfulness. 
 
For nearly thirty years Commissioner Lawley are ranged the detailed preparations of our old 
General's mammoth gatherings all round the world. My Father was very strong in the conviction 
that if windows are to be closed, or the shades to be drawn, or acoustic properties to be tested, 
or the registers out off, or the door's hinges oiled, in the interests of the souls of the audience it 
should be done before the sermon. 
 
These particulars, so vital to a sensitive preacher abandoned to the blessing of his audience, 
were looked after with tireless industry and faultless precision by Commissioner Lawley. No 
Commissioner at any point of The Salvation Army's wide field would permit the General to step 
upon the platform until Lawley's O. K. came down from the topmost seat of the top gallery to 
the penitent-form, for none could see to these things like unto him. So he was a master 
forerunner. 
 

PAST-MASTER IN PRAYER-MEETING 
 
He was a wonder in the prayer-meeting. Commissioner Lawley was a past-master in that intricate 
and delicate art of following a great preacher persuading men and women to yield to the striving 
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of the Spirit and seek their Saviour. As no one else I have ever come into contact with, he knew 
how to woo the souls of men away from mis-chosen paths of evil and self-indulgence to the 
highways of purity and peace. He had learned the secret through years of communion with the 
Heart of his Master. And not only was he to the last degree accomplished in this respect himself, 
but he taught hundreds of Salvationists how to swing a prayer meeting to the best advantage to 
the sinner and to the Kingdom of God. Standing by my Father's side, in the open-air and in 
colossal buildings, he helped to bring multitudes, of every tongue and nation, hesitating in fear 
and doubt, to the valley of decision. Oh, what a meeting theirs, beyond the battle-fields of life, 
when Commissioner Lawley sees again face to face his "old Captain!" 
 
Reflecting upon his triumphant career, I think upon his song. I do not know if any preparations 
have been made to preserve his wonderful tones — if upon our phonographs of the future there 
will be reproduced the mellow notes and rounded utterances of the voice that is still; but this I 
do know, that all round the world tens of thousands in whose hearts he made heavenly melody 
will go on to perpetuate his ministry of song. No one could hear his name, or see his sunny face, 
or catch a word from his lips, but their thoughts would fall to song. God entrusted him with a 
voice which, had he dedicated it to music alone, would have made him an artist of renown. But 
the most sublime theme in the world touched his heart, and consecrated his lips, and the talent 
Heaven gave was multiplied a thousandfold by the sacred service to which it was given. All over 
the world, and upon the plains of light, there are those who heard the call of an all-loving, 
redeeming Saviour in the song of Commissioner Lawley. Oh, the hard, cold hearts that opened 
as they listened to the silver tones of his voice singing, "Hark, Hear the Saviour Knockings" on, 
the helpless, hopeless, weary spirits that pressed their way to liberty along the strains of "To the 
Uttermost He Saves." The voice is now still, but the songs sing on. 
 
The Commissioner knew how to pray. God gave him the gift of prayer. He could throw wide the 
windows of Heaven. To listen to his uplifted petitions over the vast crowds composing my 
Father's gatherings was to be convinced that prayer is the mightiest force in the universe. He 
could fling all our sins, our wants, our sorrows, our hopes right down at the feet of an all-
sympathetic, all-powerful God. I have heard him pray until I felt that the lightnings were slow and 
the mountain-avalanche powerless in comparison. He was a true armor-bearer to my father in his 
power of prayer. 
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His religion was a religion of joy, its source an ever-springing fountain in the soul that threw its 
radiance upon shadow and thorn and steep as well as upon the happy paths. I have often heard 
him say, religion of sunshine may be a very beautiful thing, but give me a religion of all weathers." 
He did not have only a religion oi daisies and buttercups and sweet note and robin redbreast, 
but he had a religion that shone its brightest when earthly lights went out, and sang its sweetest 
song, like the nightingale, at midnight. I have been with him when circumstances were so adverse 
that we knew not which way to turn. Looking into his face I have exclaimed, "Lawley, what's 
going to happen?" And his reply has come like a chime of bells, in a spontaneous outburst of 
song: 

“Hallelujah, what a Saviour! 
Hallelujah, what a friend! 

Saving, keeping, kind and loving, 
He will keep me to the end." 

 
But if asked what was the feature that impressed me most in the man, I should say without a 
moment's hesitation, it was the heart of him. It came into everything that he was and said and 
did because he would not go into anything without it. This was the secret of his power in song, 
in prayer, in invitation to the sinner, in joy. This was the secret of his indispensable service to his 
“old Captain", my Father — it was the heart of him. 
 
There comes back to me vividly a conversation I had with him, in the very office where I write, 
upon the glorious quality of justice, how it was equally with mercy a Divine attribute, how while 
God was an all-merciful God, He was so just that His laws claimed the last degree for 
righteousness. He nodded profusely, agreeing with all I said, but I knew that in reality he was not 
with me, for he could only understand mercy. 
 
It was the heart of him, overflowing with this mercy that made him able to touch the sores and 
wounds of men with the touch alone that could better — he was always the "stitcher-up", the 
healer. I used to say of him that he carried about with him an unlimited supply of girders, stone 
and cement and all other necessary material to bridge gulfs. He could never imagine why anyone 
should not forgive his enemy — he could never comprehend however anyone could manage not 
to do it. Dear Commissioner Lawley — it was the heart of him! 
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He had a rough crossing at the last, long months of languishing on a bed of pain, but his sky did 
not darken, the nail upon which he hung his hope for time and eternity did not fail, he proved 
amid floods or mystery and suffering that upon the crest of the highest wave there was an Ark. I 
am one of the few who still believe that there is a place in the Divine plan for suffering, that with 
many of us the fire of affliction can alone fit us for the presence of the King. 
 

PERFECTED THROUGH SUFFERING 
 
With all my heart I believe in healing by faith in God, further I believe that God has given to some 
of his saints the gift of healing, but I think it is still necessary that some of his children enter the 
furnace to be able to testify that the son of God is there with then, and that there are revelations 
of infinite worth to us in this world, and of eternal value in the next, that can alone be received 
with God in the silence and separation of the sickroom, It was in such a little chamber as this, 
located at Clapton, London, that this and old soldier of God read the last lessons of his Divine 
Teacher and closed the book, passing into His presence preserved blameless, perfected through 
suffering. 
 
At ten years of age I stood in a lovely Welsh valley. Pink and yellow rosebuds marked their 
sweetness with hedgerows of boney suckle, while buttercups and cowslips in the open fields 
vied with the fragrance of sweetbrier and jasmine. It was evening and the child soul of me was 
thrilled with the caroling that echoed from mountain to mountain until the very sunset air seemed 
filled with harmony. It is a charming custom in the mountains of Wales. At evening-time, when 
fathers, brothers and sons have finished their day's labor, laid down their tools, and are coming 
home from the fields, the mothers, wives, sisters and daughters stand upon the opposite hill and 
hail them with song. The women sing a welcome home on one hill-top, and the men on the other 
hill-top answer them. In the ruddy light of the sinking sun, the lovely voices echoing among the 
high peaks fill one with unspeakable rapture. So with Commissioner Lawley. At eventide he laid 
down his burden, the day’s toils were over, and from the hill-tops of earth he answered the songs 
echoing from the hill-tops of Glory welcoming him Home.                              

(October 7, 1922) 


