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Strewn along the track of our battlefield are to 
be found sad reminders of the wreck of many 
a spiritual giant, many a brave leader of the 
Lord’s hosts, many an able administrator of the 
affairs of the Kingdom. In lamenting the failure 
of the splendid promise  of life-long service 
these men gave, not infrequently is appended 
the remark. ‘His wife was his undoing.’ 

Not always by this is it implied that the wife in 
question was overweeningly ambitious, 
wordly-minded, exacting or otherwise selfish, 
though sometimes the case has been even so. 
Many a one, not guilty of wrongly inciting her 
Continual Comrade, was equally culpable 
because, in a perilous moment of stress, 
temptation or misunderstanding, she failed to 
say a courageous ‘Yea’ or ‘Nay’ and to hold 
the feet of her husband to the path of their 
joint consecration. 

As a woman who holds high belief in the qualities and abilities of her sex, I pen 
these lines with diffidence, but facts are facts; eve spoiled Adam’s career, and, 
since in the veins of all of us who are wives flows the blood of our original mother, 
it behoves us to consider well the dangers to which nature and circumstance 
render us prone, to give thanks for and to profit by examples of triumph in our 
particular sphere. 
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During the thirty-six years of her Officership, Colonel Mrs. Barker, as Officer-wife 
and, later, in the difficult position of Officer-Widow, raised a shining monument 
to the love that ‘seeketh not her own, believeth all things, hopeth all things, 
endureth all things’; the love that never fails. 

After studying the joint careers of James and Alice Barker, one inclines to the 
belief that The Army would have missed at the very beginning the valuable 
services of the highly temperamental husband had it not been for the steadying 
influence of his wife, and that if, indeed, Barker had been carried into the Work 
on the wave of his early enthusiasms, it is unlikely he would have long survived 
the vicissitudes of the war had he been bereft of the love of the faithful little 
woman who from first till last mothered his soul in God. 

During the years that Mrs. Barker survived her husband, her brave spirit rose 
above the sense of loneliness and loss, and frail health. With a peace in her 
heart which was reflected in her countenance, the tones of her voice and her 
actions, and with dauntless grace, her soul marched forward while her frail 
hands wielded the sword, until one day God said, ‘It is enough,’ and, more than 
conqueror, she obeyed the summons. 

When the Bethnal Green Corps, London East, was fighting its early battles, the 
congregations were composed chiefly of dwellers from the wretched slums 
which lay off the main thoroughfare, and of the ‘opposition army’ which 
harassed, in turn, all the Corps in that area. The roughs caused rows both inside 
and outside the old railway arch which was the Corps meeting- place. The little 
company of Soldiers were pelted with stones and refuse; they were hustled and 
hooted, and sometimes punched and kicked as they preached Jesus, but they 
stood their ground and won. 

� Page !  of !2 13



!

Women
Flagof the

Lured by some extraordinary attraction, into this pandemonium came a fair, 
quiet girl, Alice Sutton, who when she heard the message of Salvation, 
confessed herself a sinner and sought she the Savior with the vilest; then she 
made her life an offering of love to her Savior for the Salvation of the lost. 

Young Bramwell Booth took a special interest in this plucky Corps and knew a 
number of the Soldiers personally. Of the subject of our sketch, General 
Bramwell Booth later said: 

“In that Corps of very mixed characters was one of the sweetest girls. The 
railway arch was a very rough affair, no plaster on the walls, no backs to the 
seats; smoke, flaring gas, and in this strange setting this gentle girl, timid of her 
surroundings but with splendid courage, took her stand for God. I felt from the 
first she was a character that would tell; one of marked spirituality. She was a 
woman who having received the Divine touch she rose up, a ministering spirit, 
speaking in the noisy Open-Air Meetings, toiling amongst the penitents, and in a 
wonderful way living in the presence of God.” 

A young compositor, traveling on top of a bus, noticed the Corps Open-Air 
Meeting. He alighted and joined the crowd. That night James Barker set his face 
toward the way of the Cross. Almost at first sight Barker fell in love with Alice 
Sutton, and thenceforward she became the guardian angel of his soul. As with 
many another whom God has in hand for great concerns, the Devil 
endeavored to wreck Barker in the early days of his experience of Salvation. 
Major Fenny, one of the early Officers of Bethnal Green, gave a glimpse of these 
two people who were to become notable in Army warfare. 

“God gave Barker a good angel in Alice Sutton. Aye, but James was a trial to 
begin with. Up and down, up and down. A wobbler, ‘driven by the wind and 
tossed.’ Again and again he would tell me he intended to give up The Army, 
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and would disappear for a few days. Then he would come to my Quarters at 
midnight and waken me to tell me of doubts that were troubling his soul. We 
would pray together, and he would make a fresh start. His unstable ways were a 
trial to Alice, but she never flinched in her faith for him. If he went away saying 
he had given up, she did not grow disturbed and rush after him. She let him go, 
but held on to God for his soul. Her sweetness and unflinching godliness drew 
him back like a magnet, and at last bound him to God for ever.” 

Barker became a valiant fighter in the Corps and, later, a successful Officer in 
Lancashire. So exceptional were his qualities of joyous, compelling Salvationism, 
that when a pioneer was required for the infant work in Australia he was chosen. 
James Barker and Alice Sutton were married by the Founder in the Congress 
Hall, Clapton, and with the rank of Major, they set sail to meet a great 
opportunity in the Antipodes. 

On the journey to Australia Alice Barker met her first tests as an Officer-wife. The 
seasickness, the rough third-class accommodation and the rougher passengers 
who had no wish to be reminded of spiritual matters tried the fragile little bride. 

On their arrival in Victoria, Australia, God gave the Barkers an open door and 
remarkable success. For the first anniversary of the work in Melbourne the 
Exhibition, holding 10,000 people, was packed. The two Officers had increased 
to thirty-three, twelve Corps had been formed, thousands of souls had sought 
Salvation at the Penitent Form, a fine Headquarters had been established and 
thousands of pounds worth of property secured and dedicated to the Salvation 
of souls. 

The year that followed saw even greater triumphs. Barker instituted the Prison 
Gate and Rescue work with such success that he was hailed as a State 
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benefactor, and his name was a password in State and civic governmental 
circles. 

Commissioner T.H. Howard, who took the oversight of the rapidly expanding 
work, supplied the following charming sidelight: 

“I lived with Colonel and Mrs. Barker until Mrs. Howard came to me from 
England, and the memory which stands out above all is Mrs. Barker’s saintliness 
in the home. Without doubt, the Colonel was the idol of the people. Few men in 
The Army have been the object of more admiration and flattery than he 
received in Melbourne. Mrs. Barker realized the great spiritual danger to which 
her husband was exposed, and also that his power with men was entirely of 
God; and the fact was ever fresh with her that The Salvation Army had given 
them the wonderful platform which they occupied. It was a sacred thing to see 
that little woman in the privacy of her home playing the part of guardian angel 
to her husband’s soul. She loved him, corrected him, and simply helped him for 
God. He was impetuous by nature and, living under a great strain, would 
sometimes be irritable at home, but she would never allow him to face the world 
unless he had victory in his soul. Every day she would take his hand and with 
heavenly sweetness would say, ‘Come, Jimmy,’ and lead the way into their own 
room, there to spend a little time in prayer together, just those two kneeling 
before God, asking for His Spirit to be in them and upon them for the day’s fight. 
No success satisfied her unless she was assured of victory along the spiritual line. 
From that little sanctuary the Colonel went to his work, and by the power of God 
he saw miracles performed.” 

From being a Soldier of a London Corps, Mrs. Barker suddenly found herself 
jointly responsible for an influential and growing opportunity. She was 
surrounded by people who regarded her as some great one, and would give 
their honor, their services, their means at her word. In a greater or less degree the 
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temptation to receive for self the accompaniments of high office is presented to 
the wife every Army leader. Mrs. Barker received all that the people would give 
for the Lord, but, for herself, nothing but good comradeship. 

Of her leadership in Australia, the memory which remains to this day is that of a 
pure, ministering, praying spirit who loved and toiled, and gave the best that she 
had, asking nothing in return. Satan had no pull on a soul who wants nothing for 
self but all for the holy war. 

When Farewell Orders recalled Colonel and Mrs. Barker to International 
Headquarters, Government officials and other prominent men in Victoria felt 
that their removal would be disastrous to the great Social Work they had 
inaugurated. The Colonel was approached with the offer that if he would 
remain in Melbourne his way to independent rescue work would be financed. 
Mrs. Barker’s health had of recent years been increasingly frail, and she seemed 
ill fitted to exchange the climate of Australia for that of England. What should be 
done? There was no question in the heart of this loyal little woman; she 
strengthened her husband’s determination to leave the disposal of their service 
with God and the General, and all offers and inducements were declined. 

The transfer to England was not without its trials. Mrs. Barker took chill and had a 
bad winter, and the sunny spirit of her husband was much tried, as he worked to 
secure facilities for helping the prisoners in Great Britain such as he had enjoyed 
with such good results in Australia. Oft times he would pace the floor with 
indignation against the conservative methods of old England in regard to social 
reform, and sometimes his thoughts would travel to the great opportunity he 
had left. 

Extracts from letters to Australia of this period show Mrs. barker’s prayerful, 
hopeful state of soul which was as balm to her husband’s restive spirit and 
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which, at this perilous tie in his career, held his feet in the way of the Cross. She 
wrote: 

“The Colonel is getting on with his work which is now quite behind the scenes. He 
feels the change from Melbourne life, but is glad to have more time for his own 
spiritual profit. 

Since I have been better, and able to get about, I have met several old 
comrades who are now Officers, and I am feeling quite at home. It is such a joy 
to me to see some whom I used to nurse as my spiritual children now fighting in 
the ranks of The Salvation Army. They cost me prayers and tears and 
heartaches, but I am amply repaid. We led Sunday’s Meetings at Regent Hall. It 
was my first Meeting since our return, and I enjoyed much liberty and felt the 
power of God in my soul. We wound up with nearly twenty seekers. 

You will rejoice to know that my darling little Eva definitely gave herself to God 
to-night. I am sure she is saved. I claimed her soul as my New Year’s gift from 
Heaven, but I was anxious for her to feel in her own heart that she needed to be 
saved, and without any word of mine she said to me, ‘O mother, I do wish I 
could be good; I keep trying, but I can’t. Sometimes I think it’s no use, and then I 
think, Well, I will keep on praying until Jesus does answer my prayers.’ 

I saw my opportunity, and explained how she could be saved just now. ‘What, 
right off before I go to bed?’ she exclaimed. And kneeling down she wept and 
prayed and trusted God. You will join me in praise to God...” 

Wise, faithful little woman! Refusing to grumble about the sudden change from 
sunshine to gloom, or to weaken her husband’s hand by grizzling about a 
curtailed sphere; meekly and in faith taking her life from God, and by her 
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sweetness making sunshine on many a dull day and inspiring her husband with 
courage to tackle his difficult charge. 

How well he succeeded belongs to another story. Ten years after Colonel 
Barker’s recall to London he was stricken with illness, and some months later, in 
great triumph of soul, was promoted to Glory. Mrs. Barker survived her husband 
seventeen years and to the end remained in active and efficient Officership. 
Refusing the offer to join her well-to-do relatives in Australia, after her dear one’s 
death, she gathered up the threads of life again and with fine spirit entered the 
Women’s Social Work. 

Her position at the Women’s Social Headquarters was no sinecure. She mastered 
and discharged her responsibilities with the thoroughness of her high soul, and in 
the evenings she returned homeward and poured out her love upon her own 
bairns. It was the mother quality, united to a life of holiness, that causes her 
name to be still spoken with wistful lips and glistening eyes. 

For young Officers who had been drawn to the Social Work by an impulse of 
romantic devotion she had a great fund of sympathy, and upon their reins, 
bringing them steadily to realize and glory in the long, long pull of endurance 
which the seeking and saving of the lost entail. But she could be very stern. She 
disciplined her own life with spartan severity, and expected and required of 
others the same sense of responsibility in the work of God and devotion to duty 
which she herself exampled. 

In an effort to suggest the holy atmosphere which emanated from Mrs. Barker, 
an old Office said: 
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“One could not describe her, not begin to tell what it meant to us when we lost 
her. She was the sort of friend of whom one has said, ‘She knew all about us and 
loved us just the same.’” 

One who often accompanied the Colonel in her Campaigns, says: 

“She could really be called a friend of God. She knew Him so well, and took 
everything to Him. When the Colonel was specialling I often shared her rooms, 
and after she had retired I have gone to the room and heard talking and, 
thinking the Colonel was interviewing an Officer, I have waited outside. At last I 
discovered that she was praying aloud. Often I have wakened in the middle of 
the night, and have her gently talking to God about all kinds of things. It felt very 
sacred to be in such an atmosphere. Really, God was the strength of her life.” 

To her secretary for many years, the memory of the Colonel is such an anchor: 

“God was such a reality to her. When first I went to her I used to marvel at a little 
sentence she almost always wove into letters to Officers--- ‘Cultivate the 
presence of God.’ But soon I came to realize that the Colonel’s whole life was 
lived in the presence of God, and in this lay her power. Nothing that would 
grieve God was allowed in deed or word, and all that God would wish 
concerning her was aimed at. 

She was very loyal to her leaders. Even if she did not see eye to eye with every 
arrangement, not even to me, whom she treated almost with the intimacy of a 
sister, would she show any other than a wholehearted resolve to put through in 
the best possible way the thing decided upon. 

Oh, she was brave. She was a martyr to asthma and never knew when an 
attack would seize her, but her willpower was wonderful, and she was generally 
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able to keep on her feet. Just once, while conducting the preparations for an 
important Sale of Work in the West End, she became so ill that I had to get a cab 
and take her home. The severe attack passed, and she said, ‘Now I’m going 
back,’ and struggled to get up. For once I openly rebelled, and said, ‘I’ll see you 
don’t.’ ‘Then you go at once, and you’ll be in time for the opening,’ she 
commanded, and though the house was empty she waved me off and settled 
down amongst the pillows.” 

After her long term at the Women’s Social Headquarters, the General decided 
that the Colonel should be relieved from the heavy responsibility she had so 
valiantly carried, and accordingly appointed her to the Secretaryship of the 
Mothers’ Hospital. 

Mrs. Barker was a woman who valued position - not for vain glorious reasons - 
and she liked to stand to the full height of any appointment God called her to. 
She had striven and she had excelled; now she was to step down from her 
exalted post and take sub-duty in a department of the great work she had 
administered. A while before the change was announced, during her prayer 
hour, she had been startled by what later proved to be a revelation concerning 
her future. Quickly she shut out from her mind the strange experience, but on 
the day she received her appointment she went to her knees and said simply, 
‘So it was Thy voice, Lord. It was Thy voice’ ; and thereupon received the new 
charge from His hand. 

Lieut-Colonel Miriam Castle, at that time Matron of the Mothers’ Hospital, has 
warm memories of her brief tarry there: “Her presence there, though so short, 
was a great asset. It helped the smooth running of the wheels. A Hospital, with its 
multitudinous claims and anxieties, is apt to be a ‘fratchy’ place, but by no 
means must ‘fratchiness’ reach the patients. The Colonel’s loving spirit and quick 
perception would detect if a nurse looked or sounded over weary or out of sorts, 
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and without any hitch in the routine, she would contrive to have a heartening 
word with her. Surely the dew of the Holy Spirit rested upon her service. To the 
patients, particularly the mothers who had left little children at home, she stood 
for something more than an angel. Not the best nurse could approach the 
Colonel for helping them. She was a mother; she understood. 

And the mother-side was the biggest and the best side of Alice barker. When as 
‘the remaining one’ she faced independent Officership, she had three delicate 
children. Eva, then seventeen, undertook the home keeping and care of Hilda, 
aged nine, and Cath, aged two, and managed very cleverly until she entered 
Training. 

Mrs. Barker had dearly longed for a son, and when young Albert Orsborn came 
visiting her home, begging for the privilege of entering her family, she felt God 
had given her the son of her heart. For several years it was possible for the 
Orsborns to share Mrs. Barker’s home, and upon the joint household she 
exercised a gracious influence. If a woman is a saint in her own home she can 
triumph anywhere. In her home circle Mrs. Barker shone at her best. She did not 
appear an angel to her dear ones, for angels have not felt the wear and tear 
and sorrows of human life, but before them her life was a shinning example of all 
that is loving, patient, brave, unselfish, and Salvation Army. 

She welcomed Eva’s babies with great joy. They rested her. In the mending piles, 
delighted to send her daughter off to a Meeting where her own presence was 
not needed, while she looked after the children. To the little ones, Grandma’s life 
shed a halo of loveliness about all things pertaining to the spiritual. They knew 
Grandma’s special prayer-hour in the evening, and would go softly at that time, 
saying, ‘Grandma’s talking to God,’ or would even slip into her room and kneel 
beside her. They will never forget her Meetings with them; their ‘sings-songs,’ 
when for an hour at a time they would choose and sing their favorites on 
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Sunday evenings, then kneel in prayer for themselves, for The Army, for father 
giving his address, and for the unsaved. She taught them the Bible, reciting long 
passages and Psalms in a charming way. She so pictured Heaven, the summer 
land where Jesus reigns, that death held no terrors for them. 

Cath, Mrs. Barker’s youngest daughter, remembered her first wonderings when, 
as she grew, she found some people did not view things in the light of her 
mother’s life of simplicity and holiness. To her questions, her mother replied, ‘Let 
us come up to the standards God had set.’ 

From Hilda’s baby days her father had called her ‘Peter’ because of her self-
willed and fiery disposition. Brigadier Hilda Barker, of the Women’s Social Work, 
has said: 

“I simply did not want to go the way of the Cross, and especially the Army way. I 
was a sore trial to mother, but she was a saint. She lived the best she talked, and 
when she went away I felt everything in life had turned to ashes, and I wanted 
to choose the things she chose. I like to think she knows.” 

Commissioner Albert Orsborn pays grateful tribute to Mrs. Barker’s influence 
upon his life. 

At a juncture early in his career, Orsborn was torn by an offer of an easier way, in 
which family considerations played an important part. ‘What shall I do?’ he 
asked Mrs. Barker. ‘Go!’ she replied. ‘The Army can do without people whose 
minds are not made up.’ This terse reply threw matters into their true 
perspective, and once and for all Albert Orsborn chose The Army as his battle-
field. 
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When the scourge of virulent influenza swept through London in 1918, Colonel 
Mrs. Barker was laid low. Pneumonia intervened, and after a short, sharp struggle 
the brave warrior yielded her sword. When she knew she was dying she said to 
her son-in-law in a tone of satisfied resignation: ‘It’s all right, my boy; there are no 
settlings up!’ Her life was all in order, ready for the last great audit inspection. 

‘Sing, “Blessed Lord, in Thee is refuge,”’ she asked, when her feet were in the 
swellings of Jordan. The beautiful verses which trace the progress of a trustful 
soul and finish with the confident note, ‘Faith triumphant! knowing not defeat or 
fear,’ were sung, and the pure spirit of Alice Barker, having finished the course 
and kept the faith, was absent from the body and present with the Lord. 
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