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At the Memorial of Commissioner Railton, General Bramwell Booth said of him, 
‘He was the most completely unselfish man I ever knew.’ A highly significant if 
negative declaration, for selflessness in Railton was not a void but rather a 
reservoir which held the mighty passion of Divine love, and that love poured 
forth torrent like upon his fellows. Often it would seem in pioneering work that 
something of the spirit of the leader’s passion falls in special measure upon one 
of his comrades. This was the case on our early German battlefield, when the 
spirit and example of Railton enthused and harnessed for Salvation service the 
spirit of Caroline Ehrhardt, a cultured daughter of the Fatherland. After careful 
study of Caroline Ehrhardt’s career, not only does the tribute to Railton—
changing the personal pronoun—well suggest her character, but in a score of 
ways one sees in her abilities, her excellences and also in her extremes the 
Railton spirit; nor was she denied the Railton successes. 

People might smile at their enthusiasm, the materially inclined might 
occasionally hint at ‘wrong-headedness,’ but all who had reverence in their 
souls gave reverence before lives wholly devoted to Christ and His Kingdom; 
and, when was found willingness to go the way of the Cross, steps were bent in 
the direction taken by these two notable crusaders. 

Little is known of Miss Ehrhardt’s life prior to her joining The Salvation Army, 
except that she was the daughter of a pastor of the Lutheran Church and 
mistress of a high school for young ladies in Harburg, Schleswig-Holstein.  

 It seems that she first The Army when on a visit to Scotland, and the impression 
made upon her. heart and mind by even slight contact was that these people 
had the spirit of the Savior. Her next touch was at Neuchâtel, in Switzerland, 
where, during a visit, she found the city in an uproar over the Salvationists, who 
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were persecuted as undesirables and punished as criminals. A flame leapt within 
her; was it not also thus with the Apostles? she asked in her heart.  

 When German newspapers announced that, despite strenuous opposition of 
the authorities, the Heilsarmee had opened a Hall in Kiel, Prussia, Miss Ehrhardt 
took the journey from Harburg in order to greet the pioneer Officers, and wish 
them God-speed in her Fatherland. She found Lieut.-Colonel Carl Treite and his 
English wife (both now promoted to Glory) facing human impossibilities; she saw 
their love and faith triumphing over poverty and deep trials, and her heart was 
knit to theirs. Here, she felt, was the religion for Germany.  

Katherine Bissmeyer, a German pioneer Officer, appointed a Captain to 
Harburg, first saw Caroline Ehrhardt in a Meeting led by Commissioner Railton. 
Obviously a lady, well-dressed and speaking the highest German, but how 
unlike any other German woman she had met! Such extraordinary abandon to 
Salvation Army spirit and methods! Her radiant face spoke of an overflowing joy, 
her hands clapped, even her feet moved to the rhythm of the music, and her 
ringing testimony declared that she understood the secret of the joy of the 
Salvationists—the joy of sins forgiven by the Sacrifice of Christ. She now decided 
to retire from teaching and give herself entirely to Army service. 
                                                                                                                                         
Mrs. Commissioner Railton contributed an interesting sidelight: 

As I first saw her, Fräulein Ehrhardt  was a typical German women of the best 
class, highly educated, speaking French and English so perfectly that one might 
think that either was her mother tongue. She was forty years of age; obviously, to 
give up her school and her beautiful home and furniture was a great wrench. 
The process by which Railton detached her was rather slow, but when she gave 
up it was absolutely. She put herself at the disposal of the Heilsarmee, closed her 
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school, sold or gave away nearly all her her belongings, and came to Berlin 
Headquarters.  
                                                                                                                                         
 She impressed me form the first by her extreme ability; she was ready to edit The 
War Cry, translate for us in Meetings, and give us always the benefit of her pure 
accent. She was also the most indefatigable worker I ever knew. She persisted in 
reaching the office at 8 a.m. and remaining long after office hours. Straight from 
the office to Meetings, or back to her tiny flat with some translation in hand. If an 
occasional illness overtook her, it made no difference; I would find her at work 
when nearly fainting. The prim little figure, with keen intellectual face, seemed to 
become part of Headquarters, and she was soon the Commissioner’s right hand 
confidential secretary and trusted helper.  
                                                                                                                                         
 Her choice of the Heilsarmee as a lifework was an inexplicable wonderment to 
the well-to-do class amongst whom all her life had been spent, especially to 
those whose daughters she had educated. 

 She was a precious gift from God, in that difficult fight; nevertheless there were 
concerns about Miss Ehrhardt which, had she been unwilling to submit to a 
moulding process, might, despite her excellences, have unfitted her for Army 
service. She had been a commander, a manager of others, for so long that at 
first she found it difficult to yield obedience, and an early clash with 
Commissioner Railton ensued. He had said that he might ask her to undertake 
certain work. It did not appeal to her; certainly she would do nothing of the sort. 
It was left to Mrs. Railton to explain the necessity of leadership and obedience in 
The Army. Miss Ehrhardt accepted the principle forthwith, though at first with 
some grimness. Nothing but the example of complete unselfishness, humility and 
consuming desire for the Salvation of souls which she found in Commissioner 
Railton’s regime captured her allegiance. As the years passed she became one 
of the most convinced and biddable Salvationists of the Organization. 
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Accustomed to self-discipline of mind and body, she felt little sympathy with 
easy-going folk and had small patience with those who forgot. Her observance 
of discipline extended even to children. She gladly undertook to see the small 
son of an Officer safely to school in the morning. He might accompany her on 
the way to the office if he were outside his door when  she passed at 7:30 a.m. It 
might be snowing, but the little man must be at his post to the tick of time. How 
could strong, dependable characters be formed without self-mastery in the 
details of life? To the end of her life Caroline Ehrhardt was a stern commander of 
herself. But the grace of pitifulness gained an increasingly deep root in her spirit, 
and so blossomed that throughout Germany and Switzerland she is 
remembered as one of the most tender and understanding of leaders, 
contending always for essentials, but with the sweetness and gentleness of 
Christ, which constrained rather than commanded and obtained mastery over 
hearts by love rather than by force. 

Captain Ehrhardt became editor of the Kriegsruf, but her secretarial and literacy 
responsibilities by no means satisfied her desire for the pushing of the war. After 
office hours at night she would hie forth to help at a Corps, or to the cafés and 
restaurants with a bundle of Kriegsrufe to spend several hours dealing with the 
people about their souls, or explaining to them the aims and purposes of The 
Salvation Army. Lieut.- Colonel Treite describes this latter work: 

We would go into the midst of the beer-drinking people and, where the landlord 
would allow us, would mount the bandstand and sing and speak. Sometimes 
the scenes were tumultuous. One restaurant I specially remember was 
frequented by students who spent their leisure in riotous living. The gaily -dressed 
barmaids passed in and out serving their customers, the students lifting high their 
glasses, drinking, shouting, singing, especially when the Heilsarmee made its 
appearance. Into such strange scenes would go Miss Ehrhardt. It would make a 
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fine picture for an artist. The little lady standing in such unlikely surroundings, her 
sweet spiritual face glowing with the joy of her message, without any fear 
declaring against sin and inviting sinners to Christ, who would satisfy the deepest 
thirst of their spirits. Generally a calm came over the room when she began to 
speak. Her fine language and correct grammar commanded attention, and the 
students listened to the word of God from her lips. We felt that the seed of the 
Kingdom was being sown. It required high courage to go again and again into 
such places, not always without personal risk, for the drunken men were 
sometimes outrageous and fierce, but Caroline Ehrhardt never flinched. 

Despite her usefulness at Headquarters, Commissioner Railton felt he must 
entirely free such a spirit for work on the Field. Captain Ehrhardt was appointed 
to open fire on the city of Breslau. Here she found the unusual difficulties in the 
way of securing a Hall, but on a day of triumph a Hall was opened and filled 
and even the surrounding courtyard was thronged. Said Lieut. Colonel Treite: 

It is a wonder how she managed those great crowds. Within the Hall her 
authority mastered the congregation, chiefly unruly young men. God, and 
perhaps the police, helped her outside, for the latter were won by her kindness. 
Seeing there were still multitudes who wished to hear the message, she did not 
rest until she had secured another Hall at the other end of the city. In the one 
year she spent in Breslau she formed two good Corps, upon which I built a 
Division.  

Her Converts of those early days caught her spirit and became units in the 
backbone of German Salvationism.  

 The impression she made wherever she went was of the joy to be found in God. 
Did people think religion a miserable affair? Her radiance told another story. Did 
they cling to the things of earth? There before them moved one who had barely 
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the necessities of life, but possessed riches. Her whole being testified to more 
than contentment in adversity, more than resignation in sorrow. It sang aloud of 
peace, joy power and life—abundant life. People would linger in the streets to 
catch her smile; workmen toiling in the sun felt refreshing as she spoke to them. 
The sorrowful lifted up their heads and took heart at her message. 

Brigadier Louise Prescott holds many and tender memories of a term which 
Caroline Ehrhardt spent as a Commander of the Hamburg Division. Major 
Ehrhardt lived with the women-Officers of one of the Hamburg Corps. They 
occupied three rooms in a tenement house behind a courtyard. They allowed 
themselves three shillings per week for food for the three, and the Major did the 
house-keeping. She brought it to fine art in economy. For breakfast she provided 
five rolls (which cost 1d.) and malz coffee, made of burnt barley. For dinner, 
perhaps a pound of rice boiled with a penny worth of cheese or, for a change, 
herrings (which she bought at fifteen for twopence-halfpenny), and potatoes. 
Goose fat with potatoes was a special treat. For the evening meal, rolls again. 
On such fare the Officers did exploits.  

Of her leader Brigadier Prescott says:  
She rose at 4 a.m. to have time alone with God and her Bible before starting the 
day. The whole of the day she spent helping her Officers in their actual work, 
and in the evening she was either leading Meetings or visiting. And after she 
came home she did alone all the office work of the Division in her bedroom. 
Almost every night I used to go to the restaurants, from 10 to 1 o’clock, taking 
the Kriegsruf and speaking with the people. One night the Brigadier looked  at 
me and said, “You are not fit to go. Go to bed,’ and she gathered up the 
papers and went out and sold them herself. She was then about fifty years of 
age.  
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She was full of the love of God and love for others; it just shone out of her life. But 
also she was very human. Really the fight was terribly hard; sometimes it would 
seem that flesh and blood must fail, and an awful depression would creep upon 
one. In order to lift our thoughts into a different groove, she would for a few 
minutes after dinner tell us funny stories and we would have a merry laughing 
time.  

How truly she had died to the opinions of man was shown during a Campaign in 
her own town. On a wet night, armed with copies of Der Kriegsruf, the Major 
stepped up to the porch of a grand hotel. Miss Ehrhardt had educated the 
daughters of this house. Slipping through a closed door, they found themselves 
in a ballroom full of light and movement. The entrance of the Salvationists at 
once attracted attention; presently two dancers approached them and firmly 
seizing each waltzed them up and down the room, to the uproarious laughter of 
the company while Kriegsrufe scattered in all directions. Presently the manager 
appeared, with dire wrath in his heart against the Salvationists—to meet the 
gentle, direct gaze of his honorable fellow-citizen.  

 ‘Miss Ehrhardt!’ he exclaimed in dismay, as he gathered up the papers. Quite 
unperturbed, the little lady accepted what were left of her papers and with 
gentle comment went again on her way.  

 Caroline Ehrhardt loved The Salvation Army of her Fatherland with great joy and 
pride. ‘It is going to be one of the best in the world,’ she would say. But in her 
heart had sprung up a strong internationalism, a love for the people of every  
race and clime, and, though she had never heard Bramwell Booth’s aphorism, 
‘Every land is my Fatherland, for all lands are my Father’s,’ it was the language 
of her spirit. 
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 After seven years’ service in her native land, Brigadier Ehrhardt was transferred 
to the Swiss battlefield, to which she contributed fifteen faithful, fruitful years. Her 
work in Switzerland included that of translator to the various Territorial 
Commanders, the editorship of both French and German War Crys and Young 
Soldiers and the preparation of all other literary matters. 

 It is impossible to gather from the air the perfume of a fragrant flower; almost as 
impossible is it to gather up and record the gracious influence which emanated 
from the life of this little lady, who, ere she left Switzerland, was nearing her three 
score years and ten. 

 With advance in years, her earthly house seemed to shrink, but her spirit grew 
stronger and still more fragrant with the graces of the spirit. She shed such 
sweetness in her train that to-day the mention of her name brings dancing light 
to eyes, warm ejaculations and smiles and laughter to the lips. Apart from her 
literary work there are no outstanding deeds to recall of this period. Her personal 
service might have been that of an illiterate person, so simple was it, so 
everyday. She lived with a widow into whose bereft spirit she poured comfort 
and she helped her with her children. Continuing to rise early, in later years at 5 
a.m., she would go punctually to the office. If a rush of special work were on 
hand, she would gladly gather up more than her share and take it home, so that 
her assistants might not be over-burdened, but it was high offense to be late or 
neglectful of morning Knee-Drill. On this method of a good start for the day’s 
work, she was inexorable. She drew the printers into the early morning Prayer-
Meeting, and they still tenderly cherish her memory. 

 Colonel von Tavel said of her, She was the hardest worker I ever knew.’ She had 
many strings to her bow. On market days she would surely be at the stalls with a 
bundle of French, German and Italian War Cry's, seed-sowing amongst the 
people. If the Chief Secretary rang for her and she was not on hand, she would 
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be hunting up some special case which had come within her orbit. But her chief 
responsibility was never allowed to suffer for her free-lance services. Her work 
was done to time and finished. She aimed to make the papers under her 
direction sing aloud the message of Salvation and Holiness to all into whose 
hands they came.  

As a Headquarters Soldier, she was attached to the smaller Corps in Berne, 
amongst the working people, and here she delighted to fight, to seek souls, to 
put her hand to every advance against the enemy. It was a joy for her to 
‘special’ at small Corps. Many Officers reverently recall the visits of the radiant 
old lady to their Corps. She particularly enjoyed the Knee-Drill, taking as much 
trouble to stimulate the faith of a handful of Soldiers as to prepare for a 
congregation of a thousand, She would march with the Soldiers in the heat and 
dust of a summer’s day, her presence acting as a refreshing from the Lord; and 
in bleak winter weather her enthusiasm and joy were as a touch of summer. 
Never would she spare herself, nor did she seem to realize that the years were 
gaining upon her. Her humility and zeal made young Officers ashamed of their 
service. 

 Mrs. Lieut. Colonel Märki recalled a visit of the Brigadier to her Corps during a 
bitter winter. Finance was hard and the bed-clothing meagre; the Brigadier 
could not sleep for the cold. In the morning she told with glee how, during the 
night, she had risen and put on one after another of her day garments, until in 
the morning she rose in full uniform, ready for the day. Also, she opened her 
tunic and shown herself wrapped up in a Kriegsruf, which she recommended as 
an excellent waistcoat for warmth.  

 Of Caroline Ehrhardt’s inner life, or her personal affairs, little is known. She would 
never refer to herself. She lived quite happily without those innocent aids to 
happiness which the best of people, as a rule, enjoy. She never ‘visited’ except 
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to impart comfort, nor seemed to crave for fellowship, except as it came in the 
way her entering into the joys and sorrows of others. To no life that I have studied 
could the words ‘Ye are dead, and your life is his with Christ in God’ be more 
truly applied.  

 She was no recluse or kill-joy; she exuded sympathy and kindness. Whether or 
not a special human love had ever touched her life is not known, but she had a 
warm, tender interest in the love affairs of her comrades, and scattered far and 
wide are her thoughtfully chosen tokens of good wishes for the wedding day. 
One who, as a young bride, took upon herself the somewhat heavy 
responsibility of several motherless little children, lovingly recalls that early on the 
morning of her wedding day the Brigadier was at her door with a framed text, 
which still hangs in her home.  
  
For young, unbalanced, bumptious comrades she had a large store of 
patience. Her favorite text for such was ‘Ephraim is a cake unturned,’ and she 
would say: ‘We must not be too vexed, if we smell a burning cake; we must turn 
him, and if we cannot manage it, ask the Lord to do it.’ One who was her 
assistant in literary work in Switzerland lets in light upon her large charity. He 
writes: 

I had made a mistake in connexion with the papers, and the Brigadier 
exclaimed, ‘Oh, I am ashamed that we have done this.’ I am sure she did not 
tell the Commissioner the mistake was mine. Once I made a really bad omission, 
and in reproof she used the German expression, ‘You are a little sheep,’ 
meaning stupid; but when she was at fault, she used a much more severe 
German expression: ‘I am an ignorant hen.’ Such humility touched the depths in 
other souls and often brought out their best.  
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While its wisdom may be challenged, the following incident reveals the 
selflessness of her soul: 

 One Sunday afternoon, during an Open-Air Meeting held in the forest, heavy 
rain came on while the Brigadier was speaking. I approached her with an 
umbrella, but she gently waved me away. Some days later I asked her if she 
had not suffered from the bad weather. ‘Many thanks for your kind thought of 
me, and the umbrella, but how could I accept it, when some of my hearers 
were standing unprotected?’ 

 In 1913 Brigadier Ehrhardt was reappointed to her Fatherland. She translated for 
the Territorial Commander, but her special responsibility was that of Counsellor to 
the women-Officers on the Field. Out of her heart of love and the storehouse of 
her experience, she poured her treasures to them.  
                                                                                                                                         
Then came the Great War, that giant evil that crashed down amongst the 
nations, tearing and destroying precious things of generations. That the nations 
should quarrel like wild beasts was beyond her comprehension. She said: ‘I feel I 
could die of grief,’ and, kneeling before God, she wept until nature had no 
more grief to pour out.  

Officers from almost every department were called to the national colors. 
Sorrow and distress walked abroad. In and out amongst the people went 
Caroline Ehrhardt, now past seventy years of age, praying and comforting and 
directing hearts to trust in the Lord.  

One morning, on her way to the office, she was assailed by an ignorant man 
who reigned blows on her inoffensive head, thinking that her bonnet declared 
an anti-national sentiment. This incident being an indication of a prevailing spirit, 
it is hardly to be wondered at that some considered it expedient, for the 
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moment, that the German wing of The Salvation Army should declare itself 
separate from the parent body. During such a discussion, a pencil rapped 
sharply on the table, a pair of keen blue eyes looked displeasure, and a clear 
voice rang out: ‘Not at all, not at all, no such thing!’ Brigadier Ehrhardt’s brave 
words steadied faithful hearts which were quailing before the rush of confusion 
and fear, and saved the Flag. 

One of perhaps eight or nine Officers left on Berlin Headquarters, with sore heart 
but indomitable spirit, the Brigadier stood on the bridge, putting her hand to any 
duty which called. Despite failing health, her spirit refused to yield or to rest, till at 
last the weary body could no longer respond. The earthly house of her pure, 
heroic spirit began to totter. The clear, alert mind became clouded. The last, 
long mile dragged over some weary months. Then, near the end, came a 
clearing of the mists. To the glad call of the Beloved of her soul, her pure spirit 
escaped earth's windy storm and tempest and joined the cloud of witnesses of 
whom the world is not worthy.  
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