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From the day of Eve’s sin, right down the ages, until to 
a sinful and sorrowful woman the Lord Jesus said, ‘Go 
in peace, and sin no more,’ woman walked 
ashamed. Not only was she conscious of her 
degradation, but a strain of resentment in fallen man 
because of his own loss of Eden, and the thorns and 
thistles and sweat which life holds for him, urged him 
to add oppression to shame; and thus it is to this day 
in every corner of the world where the name of Jesus 
is not honored as Savior and King.  

With exquisite courtesy the Lord declared to all the 
world that He restored woman to her original position 
as partner with man, when He entrusted His first 
commission after His resurrection to Mary, ‘Go, tell My 
brethren.’ Wherever the Evangel has been 
proclaimed, even to the dark places of the earth, 
there has been a lifting up of womankind and, 
according to the measure of triumph of the light of the Gospel over spiritual 
darkness, woman has gone forward with her Lord’s message of resurrection 
power.  

 The Salvation Army has been signally successful in raising the status of woman in 
every country where its Flag flies, and also in calling out and developing women 
leaders for the Salvation war. This is the more striking in Eastern countries where, 
from time immemorial, with rare exceptions, woman’s sphere has been 
restricted to domestic responsibility.  
                                                                                                                                         
Kiye Yamamuro, wife of The Army’s one-time leader in Japan, was a noble 
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example of the grace of God in a yielded life, breaking down the barriers of 
convention and, without diminishing aught of national charm and modesty, 
doing exploits in the holy war. She lived her life very humbly, ‘without 
observation,’ as is the case with many of God’s beautiful manifestations. A 
married Officer, with a baby always in her arms and necessarily much occupied 
with the affairs of her home and family, she felt the woes and the needs of the 
world beyond her own small circle, and, without depriving her first charge, the 
overflow of her love and service reached and blessed the other.  
                                                                                                                                         
 This sketch seeks to reveal suggestive phases of her experience and service, but 
her own last words hold the secret of her power: ‘True happiness (she might well 
have substituted the word power) is found by the side of the Cross of Jesus.’ At 
the Cross she found pardon and purity, and in the beauty which radiated there 
from she lived her life. Often suffering, sometimes faint, but never despairing, she 
stood by the Cross of Jesus in The Salvation Army for seventeen years. A short 
fight when told by years, but long when measured by the service which counts 
in Heaven.  
                                                                                                                                         
Kiye Sato came of an ancient Japanese family belonging to the Samurai. Since 
medieval times, this class has corresponded with the Western esquires, but 
originally it was a military class renowned for Bushido, the Oriental counterpart of 
Western chivalry. Of the myriad unwritten laws of the Samurai, the chief was to 
fear Heaven and serve the people.  

 So literally had Kiye’s ancestors lived according to ‘the knightly way,’ that the 
material fortunes of the family had been sacrificed. During severe famine, when 
the rice of the poor failed, the Satos opened their granaries and shared with the 
people till there was none left; then they brought out their gold and bought from 
others to feed the poor until the gold was exhausted. The spirit that gave, built 
another fortune; but a further and more severe famine again absorbed the 
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Satos’ wealth, and, fortune refusing to return to those who would not hoard it, 
the Satos were left without riches, except that they retained an honorable name 
and a noble spirit.  

 Kiye, lying on her wadded bed, often wept in the night as she viewed life and 
saw no way for her to serve her age. ‘It is laid upon me by the spirit of my 
ancestors to help others, and I can think of  nothing,’ she lamented.  

God does not leave such seeking souls in the dark. He put into the heart of a 
friend to send the girl a Christian magazine. Kiye opened it wonderingly and 
read it. God the Father and Creator, Jesus Christ the Savior, the Holy Spirit 
speaking to men’s hearts: she could understand such religion. Her soul thrilled 
with a new sense of certainty. She went to the open  window and, looking out 
upon a moonlight scene, communed with her heart. ‘God my father made it all. 
He made me. He loves me. He will lead me and teach me how to serve others.’ 

 Kiye’s father had founded a silk industry, which provided employment for many 
people. The enterprise attracted the attention of the Emperor, who personally 
inspected the work and made Mr. Sato a grant of money to mark his 
appreciation. This unexpected good fortune provided the means to enable Kiye 
and her elder brother to go to Tokyo to continue their education.  

In a Christian school Kiye acquired much knowledge, but especially she rejoiced 
in the opportunity to learn of God. She hungered and thirsted for Him. Sunday 
was so truly a day of desire to her soul, that she devoted Saturday evenings to 
preparation of her mind and heart so that she might enter upon the day in the 
true spirit of worship. Kiye began to rejoice in the Lord as her Savior, her Guide, 
Comforter and Friend. 
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At the age of twenty-one, her school course finished, she was an educated 
young woman, with a broad outlook upon life, desiring to serve some noble 
cause; and her parents were willing that she should do so. Her brother’s position 
in the Navy drew her attention to the Japanese sailors. She studied habits and 
character, and, convinced that many of them fell into evil ways because no 
one cared for their soul, she determined to commence a work in their interests, 
taking Agnes Weston of England as her guide.  

 Alas! the leading naval authorities, before whom Miss Sato laid her hopes and 
her plans, said that her ideas were good, but they were work for men, not for 
women. With chastened spirit she turned her attention to the young.  

The Salvation Army opened fire in Japan in 1895, and various reports concerning 
the new missionaries reached Kiye in her country house. She put the lot, good 
and bad, through a mental sieve, and a grain of gold remained. These people 
loved the poor enough to live amongst them and seek their good. Here was a 
sure strain of kinship with her own ideals. She made an early opportunity to go to 
Tokyo and see them for herself.  

The first Salvation Army Meeting she attended was conducted by two European 
women-Officers in a little Hall in a poor quarter. Of their sincerity she was at once 
convinced, and she approved their desire to become all things to her people 
that they might win them to Christ, as was evidenced by their adoption of the 
national dress. But what manners! Her ceremonious soul was shocked as she 
noticed the uninstructed Westerners make breaches of the most elementary 
Japanese etiquette, and she was pained when she found the ignorant 
congregation more occupied with these shortcomings than with the message. 
Going to her lodgings, she prayed about the matter, and the Holy Spirit said to 
her soul, ‘Help these people, for they are My servants.’  
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 The Army Officers welcomed the little lady at their Quarters, and, as far as her 
slight knowledge of English and their equally limited acquaintance with 
Japanese allowed, she taught them the A B C of Japanese public manners. Her 
task finished, she returned to her teaching, but ever and anon thoughts of the 
Salvationists stirred in her mind, and at last she visited the Headquarters in Tokyo 
for the purpose of inquiring into The Army’s doctrines.  

 The Territorial Commander called in Captain Yamamuro, of The War Cry, and to 
him entrusted the charge of enlightening Miss Sato. How The Army had 
captured the love and utmost devotion of Yamamuro belongs to another story, 
but the inquirer could not have fallen into better hands. Yamamuro had 
absorbed all he could read of Army history and was, at that time, studying the 
life of Catherine Booth. Unerring instinct led him, when Miss Sato asked to be told 
about The Army, to picture to her the life and warfare of the Salvation Army 
Mother. It proved to be the discovery for which this clear-minded, ardent 
Japanese woman had been waiting. Here, truly, was Bushido religion-worship of 
God and service of the people--combined in the life of a woman of the day. 
More and more, as she studied this wonderful life, her soul rejoiced as she 
realized that all her groping aspirations were possible.  
                                                                                                                                         
So consumed with desire was Yamamuro to reach the souls of the poorest and 
most needy of his people with the message of Salvation, that, not content with 
his duties on Headquarters, he begged to be allowed in his evenings to raise a 
Corps in the poorest part of Tokyo. Permission granted, he took his stand in the 
open-air, raised his Flag and preached Christ. He suffered cold, hunger, scoffing 
and weariness, but he won souls and formed them into a fighting force.  

In Miss Sato he had found an understanding soul of a like passion for the people, 
and he longed for her to share in his fights and victories. No tales of the Samurai 
thrilled her as did these victories by the Cross of Jesus. Would she share the 
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hardness and help him? She replied that she would gladly wear the garments of 
poverty and suffer the loss of all that the world called good and fair to be his 
partner in the holy war.  

The Salvation Army Articles of Marriage were translated into Japanese, and 
under the Army Flag Kiye Sato vowed to be continual comrade in the War to 
Gunpei Yamamuro. Many of Kiye’s friends bemoaned her marriage to poverty 
and what they felt also to be shame, but Mrs. Yamamuro went joyfully to the tiny 
Quarters in the poor street where was her husband’s Corps. She rose at daylight 
and prepared the frugal meal of rice and pickle and unsweetened tea, and, 
setting her simple home in order, gave herself to visiting the sick and teaching 
the children. 

                                              
Kiye was following on to 
know the Lord, but as yet 
the way of Holiness was not 
clear to her. Her need of 
this further work of grace 
came home to her through 
a very small thing, which 
nevertheless barred the 
way to the power and 
blessing that later flowed  
into and afterward flowed 
out of her life. How often in 
the sou l - l i fe t r iv ia l i t ies 
decide the balance toward 

victory or defeat in that they discover the disposition to self-will as opposed to 
God’s will.  
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Kiye accepted Army service with both hands--with one reserve. She could not 
and would not walk the streets in procession and beat a timbrel. No women in 
Japan performed on musical instruments but the Geisha girls, whose character 
was generally questionable and often disreputable. A cloud fell upon her joyous 
spirit. No one said she must beat a timbrel, but the mere knowledge that she 
would not do this service condemned her sensitive soul.  

Soon, in a Holiness Meeting conducted by her husband, Kiye realized the first 
essential step of the holy way: it meant saying ‘Yes’ to God every time. And 
what if God wanted her to beat a tambourine? The thought was unreasonable! 
She would not do it. 

In the Watch-night Service of the little Corps Kiye sat with burdened soul. The Hall 
was crowded, but she felt strangely alone with God. She heard her husband 
plead with souls to come upon the holy way; heard him say it was open for all 
who fully surrender to Christ; heard him tell that there was Divine power for all. 
Rising, she walked to the altar and knelt there, crying to God, ‘Give me this 
power, and I will obey Thee in all things.’  

At that moment Satan suggested that her mother, who was with her younger 
brothers in Tokyo for their education, would see her on the march and her family 
would feel that their daughter had disgraced them. As she wept, the Savior 
drew near and brought to her mind a vision of Calvary. There she saw the 
mother of Jesus standing beside the shameful Cross. In a flash she knew that the 
Savior understood her particular humiliation, and she committed her own dear 
mother to Him, praying that in His own time He would bring her to rejoice in the 
cross for His sake.  

In the next march, Kiye Yamamuro took up her position by the Flag, and with 
head erect and radiant face she marched, beating a tambourine. From that 

� Page !  of !7 14



!

Women
Flagof the

day forward, she said ‘Yes’ to God and walked with Him in obedience.  She now 
became an Officer in a very real sense, standing by her husband in all his efforts 
and willing to accept responsibility on her own account, in ways that meant not 
merely pleasant, public interests but difficult, wearing, behind-the-scenes 
sacrifice.  

                                                                                                
When Gunpei Yamamuro wrote The Common People’s 
Gospel, a book which, achieving a remarkable 
circulation in Japan, has been instrumental in winning 
many souls, his wife was his devoted helper, copying in 
her clear, refined hand his rough manuscript.  

Mrs. Yamamuro rendered invaluable service in 
connection with the Social Agitation which, by the 
blessing of God, resulted in changing the national law in 
relation to the prostitutes of Japan. When The Army 
raised its Flag in the country, the social evil was 
entrenched in the national mind as inevitable, and so 
fortified by law that only those who believed that with 
God all things are possible hoped for a change.  

Over 50,000 women were held in a bondage worse than death by a law which 
required that before an inmate of the Yoshiwara could cease ‘business,‘ she 
must present to the police a notice signifying her intention, signed by herself and 
the keeper of the house to which she belonged. Most of the girls were bought 
during times of national distress following upon floods, famine and earthquake, 
or sold by parents in financial difficulties. Certainly the keepers would not grant 
the girls release while their health remained; if they escaped from the licensed 
quarter they were hunted down by the police and restored to their ‘owners.‘ 
Suicide, the only door to freedom, was often sought. 
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The first response was made by two terrified girls who escaped in their night 
clothes to the Army Headquarters. Letters from others arrived, begging for help 
and release. In their efforts to assist the girls, Amy Officers were mobbed and 
beaten. Then God, in His own wonderful way, began to answer prayer. The 
secular press became alarmed lest some European Officer should meet his 
death at the hands of the mob and international complications result. Moreover, 
such disgraceful scenes showed the rising nation of Japan in a  unfavorable light 
amongst other nations. Public opinion ran so high that the Japanese 
Government issued an Ordinance, signed by the Emperor, that any girl who 
wished might fill in a notice of cessation and was free to go whither she would, 
and any who hindered her would be punishable by law. Within the first year of 
the Ordinance 13,000 girls gained their liberty.  
                                                                                                                                         
Mrs. Yamamuro was appointed in charge of the first Women’s Home. Not only 
did she give these liberated sisters her tender love, point them to their wonderful 
Deliverer, Jesus, and seek openings for them to a new life, but she negotiated 
with the President of the House of Representatives respecting further regulations 
to facilitate their release. She also secured sympathetic support for the Rescue 
Work from the late Prince Konoto, Marquis Okuma, and other prominent 
members of society.  

She lived at the Women’s Home, directing all arrangements, eating and working 
with the inmates. As her family responsibilities increased, she sometimes felt 
overwhelmed with its cares and claims. More than once she confided to 
Yamamuro that she must give up the Home. As they sat opposite each other on 
the matted floor in their only private room--a place no bigger than a pantry--he 
would reply. ‘Well, let us take the difficulties one by one.‘ Somehow, as he 
discussed the situation, the seemingly impossible aspects would fade, and Mrs. 
Yamamuro would fold her hands, bow her head, and claim fresh strength and 
courage to go forward.  
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A famine in the North exposed many girls to 
alternative perils--starvation or yielding to the 
procurer’s terms. The charge of the first Women’s 
Home was transferred to another, and Mrs. 
Yamamuro was appointed to a Servants‘ Home, 
into which she received the girls from the famine 
area, later finding situations for them. 

It was the mother side of her character that 
charmed the European Officers who knew Mrs. 
Yamamuro. 

Kiye Yamamuro never turned of her early 
consecration that made her content with the 
home of a poor man. To make ends meet for her 
large family she needed to practice the utmost 
economy. Her husband ever devoted to the War, it 

was left to her to be the homemaker and he children’s priestess. She taught 
them to pray, to know God, and by example and precept ever held before 
them the way of the Cross.  

 The ruling principle of life is generally revealed in the tremendous moments of 
life, for then the shutters are down and the soul appears as it is. One evening, 
Yamamuro was expected home from a long journey and his wife bade her little 
maid put a charcoal fire in his study. Sitting with the children at their homework, 
Mrs. Yamamuro suddenly heard a crackling sound. In a moment she  knew she 
was up against disaster. The house was on fire. That meant not only loss to 
themselves, but many other homes would likely be involved. ‘Save only the 
children and warn the neighbors immediately,‘ she exclaimed.  
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 In a very little while all was over; the paper house burned out, but through her 
prompt measures the fire had been confined to the one house. To her wonder 
and joy, she found that the neighbors had rescued almost all of her belongings. 
‘Such a thing was never before known,’ said they. ‘for a woman to care for her 
neighbors’ homes when her own was in danger.’ 

 In all of Yamamuro’s desires and plans for the Salvation of the people, his wife 
was with him in prayerful interest. Especially did she love the Young People’s 
Days, and would take endless trouble to lead the lads and lasses into a true 
knowledge of God. But perhaps her greatest joy was to speak heart-to-heart 
with Japanese mothers. Her trained mind and warm, devoted spirit divined their 
needs, and in winsome words she gave them of her best.                                      

Beautiful Japan is a victim of the scourge of tuberculosis. The Japanese Territory 
decided upon a Sanatorium for Consumptives as its memorial to the Founder. 
The scheme had been happily launched, the Imperial Government giving its 
hearty approval, when the war of 1914-18 broke out. Even the Far East suffered 
economic dislocation as a result of that awful upheaval, and it became evident 
that the Sanatorium scheme would have to be shelved.  
                                                                                                                                         
Mrs. Yamamuro heard of the decision with a sorrow she could not dismiss. She 
felt that such an institution would present Christ and The Army’s message of 
Salvation to the people as few other methods could. She came to believe that 
God had laid this matter on her heart as a call to accept it as her responsibility. 
So clear and definite did this consciousness become, that at last she 
volunteered to raise the money required. The Government had promised a 
building, she must equip it. 

 She was no longer a young woman, and failing health made her much more 
shy of public effort than she had been in her maiden days. Trembling because 
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of the many difficulties which barred the way, and too reserved to speak her 
inner thoughts to a single soul, she confided them to a dairy.  

 It seems too adventurous, perhaps, but God is able. He who raised up Jeanne 
d’Arc in the time of her nation’s distress, can make even me sufficient to meet 
the need of my country. The arm of the Lord is not shortened. He is the same, 
yesterday, to-day, and for ever. 

 I have no one save the Holy Ghost to rely upon; my weak health and want of 
ability seem to deny me success, but when I am weak, God is strong, so, 
depending upon Him alone, I go forward to establish the Sanatorium. 

To be with the children makes me happy, and perhaps some will call me 
neglected of my duty as a mother. But though my eyes are wet with tears, I must 
go forward. O Lord, fill me with the Holy Ghost. Give me power to move the 
people. Amen. 

 She prepared a list of 1,000 of the leading people of Tokyo, and from office to 
office and from house to house she went pleading and explaining, using heart 
and voice to attain her purpose. When she had gone through the greater part 
of her list, she had only a third of the money required. But she held on in prayer, 
and then God gave her a fresh inspiration. She turned her attention to the noble 
ladies of Japan and, preparing a touching appeal with her own skillful hand, she 
prevailed upon twenty-seven of these peeresses to sign a copy and to present it 
to their friends. God honored the brave effort and unwavering faith. The money 
was raised and the Sanatorium became a fact, realizing all the hopes 
entertained concerning it.  

 This was Kiye Yamamuro’s last great service to Japan. But that is hardly correct. 
Her death-bed preached more loudly of Jesus than any act of her life. With the 
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home-coming of a little babe came also the call for his mother to lay down life’s 
burdens. Her husband could scarce believe that the ministering spirit who had 
never failed him in his labors and hopes and plans for the Salvation of Japan 
was slipping away from him. Standing beside her bed, he looked upon the 
white, still form, and wondered if already his wife had passed beyond the reach 
of his voice. Still, he spoke: 
                                                                                                                                         
‘You worked hard for me for many years, but I did little for you. I ask you pardon 
for all my short comings,’ he said softly. Her eyes opened and a great love 
shone in them. 

 ‘No you understood me and helped me, dear husband. I ask your pardon for all 
I have left undone.’ 

‘Your life has been a living sacrifice to help me and for The Salvation Army in 
Japan,’ continued the Colonel.  

Again the love-light glowed and she replied, ‘Oh, thank you for those words, 
husband, but it was you who showed me the way.’ 

 The children were brought and, looking upon them with great tenderness, she 
said to the elder ones: ‘You belong to The Army of God. Don’t live for small 
things. Have big thoughts in your mind.’ 

The dying warrior was asked if she had a word for the women of Japan. Her 
face beamed. ‘There is something I would like to say, but I fear I cannot. Still, 
give me paper.’ Her husband held the paper and she wrote, ‘God first.’ ‘Teach 
this to our children, husband,’ she continued, ‘and tell my comrades and friends 
that true happiness is found only beside the Cross of Jesus. This is my message. I 
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send it with my hand,’ and dipping her hand in the writing fluid, she pressed it 
upon the paper, leaving its impress. 

Then she fell asleep. In the night she wakened and found her mother at her 
bedside. ‘Mother,’ she said, ‘I have prayed for your Salvation for years. My 
prayers have been too weak. Forgive me,’ With tears the mother replied: ‘Dear 
daughter, the fault was not with you. Grieve no more. Your Jesus shall be my 
Savior from this hour.’ Her last desire granted, resting in love and peace, she 
closed her eyes upon this world to awaken and behold the King in His beauty. 

The laying to rest of this simple Salvationist was as that of a royal lady. The 
nobility and men of letters and science mingled with the concourse of the poor 
whom she loved, to do reverence to her memory. the leading national papers 
devoted columns to the story of her life. One tribute said: ‘The death of no 
Japanese woman has hitherto commanded such respect and such profound 
sorrow throughout the Empire as has that of Mrs. Colonel Yamamuro.’ 

Looking over her career it seems that the secret of the victory of her life was 
gained at that Watch-night Service when, with all her soul, she said ‘Yes’ to God.  
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