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Mrs. Brengle was one if the frailest women who have carried the rank of 
Salvation Army Officership. Her life was beset by peculiar circumstances which 
would have rendered her own spiritual life unproductive, and robbed The Army 
of her service, except that in her early walk with God she grasped and applied 
to her own experience the truth that God is more concerned with what a man 
or woman is in His sight, than with what he or she does. As a result, from her life—
much tried, shut in and  broken as it was—issued a vitalizing stream which has 
refreshed thousands of thirsty souls. Moreover, to her testimony and influence The 
Army is indebted for her husband, Commissioner Brengle—now in Glory—who, to 
Salvationists in all lands, stood as a champion in life and testimony, of Holiness 
unto the Lord.  

Lily Swift was a daughter of America. Her 
parental home was a farmhouse, set in 
immense spaces of meadowland flanked by 
mountains. Living near to nature, glorifying in its 
simplicities, she grew up with an unspoiled, 
robust outlook upon life. She was brought up in 
the Calvinistic faith, and her earliest spiritual 
troubles arose over the doctrine of election. The 
fear of Hell was never far from her thoughts. If 
only she could know that she were of the 
‘elect’ she would be perfectly happy, but how 
was she to be assured of this? Religion was not 
openly talked in her home, and the unspoken 
questions of her heart remind unanswered.  

By the t ime she had reached col lege, 
notwithstanding that she was a church member, she had abandoned all hope 
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of living according to Bible standards, and had given herself over to the world. 
G a y - h e a r t e d , k e e n w i t t e d , w i t h a f u n d o f h u m o r a n d a f l o w                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             
of joyous chatter, she was the centre of the merriest group. At college, study of 
the arts delighted her, and on holiday she rode and swam, danced and skated 
like a spirit of sport. Yet, in the midst of her gaiety haunting thoughts of death 
and of judgement would break in. The best the world could give failed to hush 
the deep questions of her soul or to quench her thirst of spirit. But God had her in 
mind, and by devious ways drew her to Himself. The first step was loss of health. 
While out skating Lily contracted a chill, which terminated her college course 
and resulted in lifelong delicacy. 

 In 1885 Lily Swift first met The Salvation Army, and found Christ. With her younger 
sister and another friend she had left home for a year’s travel. Their first objective 
was the United Kingdom, whence they intended to proceed to study the art 
galleries and beauty spots of the Continent. 

One afternoon, driving through the poorer part of Glasgrow, they noticed a 
sign-board bearing the words ‘SALVATION ARMY: Holiness Meeting To-night at 8.’ 
Immediately the two younger tourists decided to go; Lily was not to be induced 
to descend to such bad form! The girls, fascinated by the new religionists, went 
again and again to their Hall. By the time they had risen at six o’clock and got 
the hotel porter to let them out for Knee-Drill on Sunday morning, their chaperon 
decided that it was time for her to investigate, so as to have a just cause for 
putting a stop to this girlish freak! 

 Miss Swift’s first contact with The Army was in a tiny Hall where the souls found a 
few uniformed Salvationists wrestling for the souls of a handful of working 
people. As the Meeting proceeded, Lily heard men and women tell in broad 
Scots tongue that God had made their hearts clean and had satisfied them. 
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She knew by unerring, unwilling conviction that here she had found the religion 
she had always believed possible.  

The call of the Savior had fallen on Lily Swift’s ears with no uncertain sound. She 
was sure now that there was such a thing as Bible religion, and she saw clearly 
that it lay along the way of the Cross. She did not want that, and she turned to 
feed her soul upon the beauties of the earth.  

Arriving in London, her companions soon found The Army’s International 
Headquarters, and laid plans to decoy Lily there. On her first visit, she was 
introduced to a young man of culture and education. He had been saved from 
the depths, and his grateful soul was burning with desire to win others to Christ. 
Disarmed by his gentlemanly manners, Miss Swift did not draw back when he 
made a direct aim to bring her in touch with the Savior. ‘May I tell you how God 
saved me?’ he inquired.   

Lily listened to a story of the Savior’s love overcoming a proud, cold, unbelieving 
heart and lifting a sinner from his sins into a new life of joy and peace and power 
in Christ. Her own proud heart broke, and there, in the old Knee-Drill room at 
International Headquarters, she yielded herself without reserve to Christ.  

 She found Him. The hunger for sight-seeing now failed, and after a few weeks of 
duty calls in Cornwall she returned to London in order to make a thorough study 
of The Salvation Army. Most of The Army’s methods offended her tastes, but her 
judgement was so fair that prejudice had little influence over her convictions. 
She was out to test and be guided by the teaching of God’s word and practical 
common sense.  
                                                                                                                                         
The Army leaders invited fullest inspection of the work and this keen American 
woman studied London Corps, the Training Home, moved in and out of the 
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various departments of Headquarters, and was presently welcomed to the 
Founder’s home. The Army Mother received this inquirer in her rather shabby 
sitting room.  

After greetings had been exchanged, this quiet woman, the greatest living 
woman preacher,  drew out her work basket,  remarking,  ' You won't  mind if I 
go on with my work while we talk? ' and began patching operations on a grey 
flannel- shirt. This  incident was a sort  of ' back to nature' call to Lily Swift. Her 
years of fashion and pleasure had spoiled her estimate of true values. But here 
she saw great simplicity walking hand in hand with high intelligence, and came 
to realize that the humblest forms of service should, without strain, combine with 
the more conspicuous in the followers of the Savior. From that day no service 
appeared small to her, since all could be done for Christ. Said Bramwell Booth : 

 My mother loved Lily Swift from her first contact with her. She recognized in her 
a rare soul, a kindred spirit. She was not a docile disciple, but a sincere seeker 
after the truth. She combated any view that was not clear to her until, by 
patient, clear reasoning, her judgment was carried; then her response was 
adequate to the light received. She adopted it without reserve! 

Despite the joy of Salvation and of service, Miss Swift soon became conscious of 
a deep lack in her spiritual experience. She was changed, wonderfully! Instead 
of pursuing her own way, the desire of her life now was to do the will of God, 
and a love for the poor and wretched had displaced the love of the world. But 
one day, all unexpectedly, on some slight provocation she felt, a storm of rage 
arise and a struggle within her. Practiced in self-control, she was able to hide her 
anger, but she knew it was there. This raised questions in her secret heart that 
would not be hushed.  
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Then, in Holiness Meetings, she heard one and 
another testify to being delivered from the 
hidden enemies of the soul, such as anger. 
Greatly she desired this experience, and again 
and again she sought it at the Mercy Seat; but 
it seemed not for her. At last, someone helped 
her by a suggestion that she was expecting 
feelings to assure her of deliverance from sin, 
instead of receiving the Lord into her soul to 
cleanse and keep that temple clean. 
Therefore, without any feeling, she opened her 
yielded heart to Him who has said, ‘Behold, I 
stand at the door and knock: if any man hear 
My voice, and open the door, I will come in.’ A 
few days later she realized that her heart was 
cleansed, possessed and indwelt by Christ.  By 
continuous trust and obedience, she kept the 
company of the blessed Holy Spirit for thirty years, until she saw her Lord face to 
face. But her life was no bed of roses, no sentimental soaring to realms of bliss. 
From beginning to end she knew the shock of battle, and in His school God 
taught His child lessons not only for her own good, but for the blessing of many. 

A winter of work in London, following the clean heart experience, was so full that 
the days were almost breathless in their eagerness and pressure. What a field 
she saw, and so few laborers! What open doors, and so few who cared to go 
through! God should have every minute of her time, every ounce of her 
strength. After a while, she felt tired in spirit; things dragged. Physically she was 
well - for her, She did not know of anything wherein she had grieved God and 
she had taken back nothing in her consecration, but her joy had grown dim. 
She knew that the saints of the Bible rejoiced without ceasing, and she believed 
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that some saints of today triumphed in this way; but rather sadly she was settling 
down to the belief that she must not expect to be always joyful, to have always 
a sense of God’s grace and power, when God sent her a message.  

It came through a chance meeting with a comrade who asked her, ‘Is it well 
with your soul?’ To which question she replied, ‘Yes, it must be well, for I am still 
going on.’ The query followed, ‘Is it all bright in your soul?’ Then the soul-puzzles 
all came out. Her comrade listened to the end, and put another direct question. 
‘Do you read your Bible?’ Somewhat shocked, she replied, ‘Oh course I do.’ 

‘When? How much?’ persisted her direct questioner.  

Under this searchlight Lily Swift came to see that work had largely-crowded 
communion out of her experience. Her soul was fainting because it was starved: 
Urged to spend an hour a day with God and her Bible, she replied that to do so 
was impossible; she was too busy, too rushed ! ' You have got to make time,' 
pressed the comrade. Not  until  she had  reluctantly  promised  to try the plan 
for a month did her faithful comrade leave her.  

This was a turning point in Lily Swift's experience. Not  only  did she persevere in 
this method of soul-culture for a month, it was the beginning of the most 
jealously guarded habit of her life. Its influence was as powerful in effect as  
though  she had  passed  every day into the visible presence of God, looked 
upon His face, presented her petitions,  listened  to  His  commands  and  wishes, 
and received supplies of grace on the spot.  Out of these hours of communion 
with God sprang a permanent monument, that living little volume Half-Hours  
with my ' Guide.'  

Her intimacy with God made her conscience tender and her spirit truly humble. 
She would allow no cloud to come between her soul and Him whom she loved 
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better than life. Anything that the Holy Spirit impressed upon her soul as being 
unworthy or unprofitable was Iaid aside without controversy. By nature an 
inveterate joker and a light-hearted chatterer, she came to feel that such  
‘larking' was not pleasing to God.  Straight way she dropped ' foolish talking and 
jesting’ once and for all, though it meant that she had to run the gauntlet of 
being thought peculiar and narrow, even by those she loved; Her sense of 
humor ever remained keen and fresh, and was the saving grace of dull or 
perplexing situations. Few could tell a  funny story or describe events so quaintly 
as she. 

The leave of absence from home coming to an end, Miss Swift returned to the 
United States. News that Lily Swift had joined The Salvation Army had preceded 
her and there was no difficulty in her obtaining permission to speak in the 
Methodist Church and to tell all about it. With radiant joy, the hitherto proud, 
worldly girl told of having found Christ, that He had saved her, cleansed her 
heart from all sin, and that now she lived only to do His will. The meeting 
terminated with an invitation to all who desired this glorious Full Salvation; the 
communion rail was filled with seekers. So great was the interest that the village 
hall was taken; people came from far and near, and many souls were blessed 
and joined their daughter in her campaign for souls. 

The love-story of Samuel Brengle and Lily Swift is one of the most charming 
amongst the many beautiful battle-unions of the Army. They captured each 
other for Army Officership. Bengle, a theological student, first saw Miss Swift as 
she addressed a church meeting on the subject of Holiness. Years later he wrote 
of this memory: 

I can see her still, as she stood that night before that critical and only half-
sympathetic audience, a slender, delicate woman, and preached the truth as I 
had seldom heard it preached, yet delicately refined and searching as a fire to 
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the consciousness of men. I fell in love with her at first sight. The next morning I 
wrote her a letter and began a correspondence which never ended until her 
tired little hand laid down the pen for ever.  

Samuel Brengle had already sought and found 
the blessing of Holiness; here, he felt, was the 
other half of his soul for whom he had been 
waiting and watching and praying, the one of 
all the world who would comfort his love-hungry 
heart - he was an orphan and much alone - and 
who would strengthen him in his work for God. 
Miss Swift liked this new, strong friend. There was 
no one with whom she had such understanding 
spiritual fellowship, and he helped her in her own 
experience, showing her the privilege of 
friendship with God which is above that of 
servitude.  

Friendship, comradeship was delightful; but 
when Brengle proposed marriage, Miss Swift was 
shocked and grieved. Her health was so 
delicate; she was older than Brengle, and 
altogether she had no thought of marriage. Must this mean a closing of their 
fellowship? She utterly refused to consider his proposal and wrote:  

You are surely under a spell an illusion! All my sanctified common sense says 
loudly and clearly, ‘You must not many him.’ Some day you will be glad I did not 
think as you did, that I kept you free. I am sure that God means better things for 
you. Please ask Him, as I do, to set you free.  
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But Samuel Brengle felt sure she was God’s choice for him, and made up his 
mind once and for all. She cared for him, anyway, and though she sailed away 
to England to gather material and write the book Drum Taps, on her return she 
found the same full, unchanging love waiting for her. At last she accepted the 
fact that this was God’s great gift to her. There was a simple Salvation Army 
wedding in the old homestead, after which the Cadet-bridegroom turned his 
face toward the International Training Home, London.  

Twenty-eight years of wedded love which grew in 
beauty and increased in abundance with the 
years were given to the Brengles. What might 
be called her formula for happy marriage, 
Mrs. Brengle wrote:  

Both must love God from the beginning to 
the end better than each other. They must 
hold each other, like God’s other gifts, 
always at His own disposal. This is the one 
indispensable factor of married happiness. 
There is no true lasting happiness in the union 
of any human lives where God is not made and 
kept a royal first.  

Of those years Commissioner Brengle has written:  

A few days before my darling went Home, her little hands began to swell and 
the nurse said her weddings rings must come off. When I took the little ring and 
read the inscription I had engraved within it twenty-eight years before, my heart 
rejoiced. It was ‘Holiness unto the Lord.’ That was her secret and mine. We set 
ourselves to practice ‘Holiness unto the Lord’ in all the common affairs and 
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tender intimacies of our private lives as well in our public ministry. We 
covenanted to watch over each other jealously, each helping the other keep in 
the experience of that motto. We testified, we preached, we wrote in season, 
out of season, that God might be glorified in the hearts and lives of His people. 

Brengle gave his wife to Army Officership as much as she had given him, though 
in a different way. If she could be with him in his fight - that was her greatest joy 
of all. But when stricken in health or otherwise removed from the battle-field, her 
spirit remind unchanged; she walked with God in white; she abode in the secret 
place of the Most High. She wrestled in prayer for her husband’s Campaigns, 
and throughout her career until her feet touched the waters of death she 
travailed for souls. Her husbands tells: 

When she went with me, as she sometimes did, on my tours, she would, during 
the Prayer Meetings, get hold of the very worst old sinner in the Hall and labour 
to bring him Christ. If she didn’t get him the first night, she would talk to me  
about him, pray for him, and watch for his return the next night that she might 
lay siege to his soul. She loved the souls of such people. When she has been 
talking to some utterly degraded old sinner I have often heard in her voice the 
tender, yearning notes that used to tremble and thrill in her tones when speaking 
to and making love to her babies. And again and again, when everybody had 
left the Meetings but the janitor, I have had to pull her away from some 
obstinate old wreck with whom she was pleading. As we left the building she 
would linger and turn her tired, pale face and yearning eyes backward, and 
beseech him to give his heart to God.  

Many women-Officers, who before their marriage were always at the front of 
the battle, when family claims or other circumstances - perhaps a change of 
their husband’s appointment from Field to Headquarters work - curtailed their 
public work, have felt out of their element, lost!  Mrs. Brengle’s experience is a 
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shining example of the mighty power a wife may exert in great concerns by the 
weapon of prayer. The Commissioner wrote:  

Nothing surprised me more than the marvelous way Lily used to sense the 
condition and needs of the people among whom I worked, but whom she had 
never seen - people at the ends of the earth. And her prayers and messages in 
her letters helped me and heartened me more than did those who were 
assisting me right on the post. It occurred to me that the solution of this was to 
be found in Romans viii.26, 27, ‘Likewise the Spirit also helpeth our infirmities: for 
we know not what we should pray for as we ought: but the Spirit itself maketh 
intercession for us with groanings which cannot be uttered. And He that 
searcheth the hearts knoweth what is the mind of the Spirit, because He maketh 
intercession for the saints according to the will of God.’ She didn’t know, but, 
casting herself on God and waiting on Him diligently in believing prayer, her 
mind was directed by the Holy Spirit to pray ‘according to the will of God,’ and 
so she just met the need and condition as though she had been with me. 

The Brengle’s first Corps appointment was to Taunton, U.S.A., followed by 
Danbury and Boston. To Mrs. Brengle the Field work with its opportunities to help 
souls at every turn was Heaven upon earth. Such things as ugly Quarters and 
other trials  of early-day fighting she did not seem to notice, though it was all so 
different from the life of comfort to which she had been accustomed. Two 
babies were included in the family when, at Boston, the Captain was knocked 
senseless by a brick hurled by a rough. Things looked as black to the little Mrs. 
Captain as Satan could make them, her husband lying prone with concussion of 
the brain, the little son delicate and the last baby the frailest mortal alive, her 
own never-robust health so shattered that she did not know how to hold up from 
hour to hour.  
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Going to the Lord in desperation she cried, ‘O Lord, Thou must help me. I can’t 
go on like this. It is not Thy will that I should, but I can’t see any way out. Show 
me.’ Back came the answer, by the well-known still, small Voice in her soul, 
‘Rejoice! Rejoice!’ Could she have heard aright? Still She knelt. ‘Lord, show me.’  

Eileen Douglas, her friend and comrade for many years, tells in her biography of 
Mrs. Brengle how God taught her an invaluable lesson.  

And He showed her. Like a procession her mercies passed before her. Her 
husband was still alive, he might have been killed; and there was every hope 
that he would in time be well. They could have doctors for the children; they 
had food and clothes, and their love for each other grew stronger and sweeter 
every day. There were myriad things to be grateful for, and she poured out her 
soul to God in thankfulness. The darkness fled, and then, aye, and as long as life 
itself lasted, she proved that the joy of the Lord was indeed her strength. Not 
that she was never tempted that way again. She was, hundreds of times, but 
now she knew the way out. A delicate, nervous woman, sleeplessness, illness or 
anxiety of any kind told upon her at once, and as he realized that the joy and 
peace that were her birthright might easily be dimmed by purely physical 
causes, so hindering her usefulness and bringing dishonor to the Lord she so 
earnestly sought to follow… 

After a long rest Captain Brengle recovered from his illness, and husband and 
wife saw joyous days of soul-seeking and soul-saving as Divisional Officers.  

It would have been impossible for Mrs. Brengle with her increasingly frail health 
and delicate children to keep at the battle’s front. And as the Holy Spirit said to 
Philip, ‘Arise, and go…unto the way that goeth…unto Gaza, which is desert,’ so 
it would seem that He sent His servant, Elizabeth Swift Brengle into an isolated 
spot and limited circumstances that would indeed have been ‘desert’ to most 
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women. But to her there arose streams in the desert, and her life was as a 
watered garden. This was the Lord’s arrangement to separate Samuel Brengle 
for those fruitful, world-wide Campaigns for which He had been preparing him, 
and for the writing of his books which have blessed thousands of souls, within 
and outside The Army.  

Mrs. Brengle loved her husband with the passion of an intense soul. We are 
permitted glimpses into that unbounded human love that ever flowed out to her 
beloved and yet held for him second, for God first. Referring to their recent 
separations, she writes:  
 
My Dearest, Beside the satisfaction I have in 
giving you up to God as a sacrifice of my most 
precious thing, I have joy in believing that He 
does use you. I give you up for the good of 
precious souls. For every hour of love that I miss 
with you here, I believe we shall have joy in 
Heaven through redeemed souls. For I have it 
here. I have had to pray lately that God would 
not let me think of you so much, but I love Jesus 
with all my heart first, best, and I love you in Him 
entirely.  

Brengle writes on the subject:  

What Lily once said to me throws light upon her 
attitude toward my long absences from her: 
‘When the time draws near for you to leave me, 
my heart begins to get heavy and restless, and 
then I go to God and look up in His face and ask 
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Him to comfort me and to take away my fears and heaviness and accept my 
sacrifices to Him, and to bless you and make you a blessing. And He comes and 
so floods my joy with peace that people think I don’t care.’  

She lived her secluded life unto God purely, constantly and triumphantly. Some 
may say, ‘If I could live away from the battle’s front, I could be a saint.’ Those 
who cannot triumph where God places them cannot triumph anywhere. Souls 
who for selfish reasons escape from the pressure of the fight live selfishly and 
barrenly in seclusion. In her everyday life she lived for souls, and labored to bring 
neighbors, friends, callers, tradesmen, all she met, to Christ, or, if they were 
saved, into Full Salvation. It was the same at the close of her life as in the days of 
her early love.  

But beyond this daily, vigilant service and that of blessing her children, for many 
years Mrs. Brengle’s widest field of usefulness was letter-writhing.  

Far and wide, wherever she heard of a soul sore pressed or in spiritual danger, 
she poured out her heart to them in a letter. The following is an example of these 
soul dealings. It will be noticed that she pressed upon the receiver of this letter 
the secret by which her own life had triumphed:  

My Dear Comrade, Supposing I had sent you a letter begging you not to go 
without meals every day, and suppose you had sent me back a list of your 
occupations, ordinary and extraordinary, adding, ‘Well now, you see plainly that 
I have not time to eat my meals,’ I might have telegraphed back to you in that 
issue, ‘You will die if you don't take time with God.’ Dear comrade, I have been 
a Divisional Officer’s wife with two small children, and I assure you I know what 
work is. I have made the fires, and lugged the water, and tended the babies, 
and stayed up to make and mend clothes, and for four long years did not have 
one good night’s sleep; but I did all these things with a fully fed soul, not a 
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starved one. I never missed my hour with God. I did not dare to even if I wanted 
to. I have never yet got away from the question of the man who made me 
promise to spend an hour with God each day. When I pleaded stress of work, he 
asked, ‘Who will do your work after you have backslidden?’ God created man 
for His pleasure, He wants to get our hearts each day on fire with His love. The 
only way to do that is by prayer and meditation on His word and then for us to 
work for Him out of that love.  

Her small strength began to wane and her dear ones realized that her grip upon 
life was loosening. One interest never fled; her love for souls. No one came near 
her but her soul flowed out to bless them.  

Such a practical little woman had she been, that talk of Heaven had not been 
a feature of her conversation; but in one of her last letters to her husband she 
wrote:  

I often think about Heaven, but in a vague fashion and rather from the view-
point of what I have to leave to get there. But to-day it seems such a wonderful 
‘Home-going.’ My home with you could not seem any more definite, personal 
and delightful than my home with God. I hope that vision may abide with me, 
for it seems the true one.  

Dark shadows crept upon the Brengle household. The Commissioner was smitten 
with illness which threatened his life, and  while he was in hospital the stroke fell 
which laid low the comrade of all his joys and fights and victories. The Lord 
detained the flickering life until her husband was able to come to her side, and 
they exchanged last sweet words on the bank of the river. Of these last days, 
Brengle wrote:  
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When  death came it found her ready. During the last weeks, when she had 
ceased to talk with us and when she seldom gave any sign of recognition, she 
never failed to respond if I asked if Jesus was with her. ‘Yes, indeed, praise the 
Lord!’ she would reply. Amid the rising whelming flood of weakness and death, 
when every other foundation seemed swept away, the foundation of the Lord, 
upon which she had builded, stood unmoved. Her last word on earth was a 
testimony. She seemed unconscious to everything about her. Longing to 
comfort her, hoping still to nourish and help her faith as she sank beneath the 
heavy hand of death, I quoted verses of hymns and assuring promises of 
Scripture, thinking that underneath what seems complete unconsciousness 
there might still be some consciousness left, some sense of hearing, even though 
there was n power of expression, But there was no sign or word to indicate that 
she heard.  

At last I bent over her and ventured to ask, ‘Is Jesus with you, darling?’ and 
instantly, with a struggle to articulate, she answered ‘Yes.’ It was her last word.  

And so fell asleep in Jesus a soul who for thirty years had walked with God in 
white and had triumphed.  
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