TO MY FATHER: THE FOUNDER
A Tribute

How everyone 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, from the city’s pauper, from the highest religious
teacher, from the poor condemned criminal, from the university professor, from the unlearned
and untaught, from the hospital’s sick, from the poorhouse’s aged, from crowned heads and
presidents, the world’s greatest philanthropists, its commercial princes, and the highest
ecclesiastics of the Protestant, Catholic and Jewish faiths, there came up a ride 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 forces. 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 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 anyone 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
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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 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 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
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.
(April 4, 1925)

To My Father: The Founder

2

