Chapter 4
Salvation Army Personalities
Lt. Commissioner Richard Griffith

A tribute to her loyal secretary for more than four decades, who died suddenly on the platform
just prior to one of her meetings. From the Library of the School for Officers’ Training, Suffern,
N.Y. No date given or information as to its publication.
The sudden parting with Lt. Commissioner Griffith, my armor bearer of over forty years, brave
and selfless, has thrown around me the shadow of a great sorrow. How extraordinary is that
sorrow only those who were intimately acquainted with his life can possibly know. The manner
in which he gave himself in an unmeasured and lifetime devotion to one single purpose,
associated with my life given to the same purpose, can seldom have been paralleled.
Never can I forget the tumult of thought and feeling which surged through my being when I was
told that he had gone — gone from his place by my side; gone in the midst of his labors; gone
in the full vigor of his life; gone — as the lightning flashes — in a single second that left no time
for a parting word or even for his customary expression when a difficult task had been completed,
“There, that’s finished and done!”
Better for him that he has gone up the Shining Road; and the manner of his going was that of
instantaneous translation, without pain, without even a quick breath. But to the Army, and
especially to me who received his incalculable support in prominent leadership through more
than forty laborious years across many lands and many seas, his removal is a mysterious visitation.
As a young man Richard Griffith was confronted with many opportunities to make a career, to
any one of which he would have brought powers that gave sure promise of success. From them
all he turned away. Against them all he closed his mind. Except one. That one opportunity, with
divine discernment of soul, he recognized in The Salvation Army. In his single and undeviating
devotion to the high purpose which then flashed upon his vision, in his refusal to admit even the
approach of any lesser inducement and in his ability to magnify the smallest duty by making it
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serve this one great purpose of his life, he has left for officers, no matter of what branch of Army
service, an example which will ever shine with a lustre that is not of this world.
From the time when Commissioner Griffith, as a youth of twenty, first came to my side I ever
found him to be a true Salvationist. He never knew anything, and never wanted to know anything,
but the Army. When but a little boy of six or seven and on into his teens, he suffered many
privations, traveling with his father through Wales and Canada and playing the cello when so
small that he had to stand to accomplish the task. Yet his saintly father and mother told me they
had never heard him complain.
The Salvation Army filled all his past and all his future. To its cause he surrendered his utmost of
mind and energy as well as his tender, compassionate heart, and he ofttimes expressed deep
regret that he had no more to give. He dwelt in God because he dwelt in love, and demonstrated
in his life that we can do more good by being good than in any other way. He was a man of
exceptional ability along many lines. His breadth of mind gave to him a wisdom that made his
judgment of great worth, and this, coupled with his refinement of nature and nobility of
character, rendered him especially fitted for his important confidential position.
Ungrudgingly he laid his life on the altar of Christ’s service, and in a measure that I have known
in but few he spent himself in the performance of duties that were endless and arduous. It
seemed as if he were never a moment still, and many were aware — that he did not cease to
spend and be spent until that last grand but awful moment when he went to be with his Lord.
Not less than for his industry and his Christlike devotion I valued the Commissioner for his
unfaltering loyalty. He was loyal to everyone. Not once did he betray a confidence. He was a
great friend. He knew the pure, unadulterated meaning of friendship, because friendship was a
virtue that had been planted by God in his nature. And this allied with his selfless soul made him
a willing and close follower of any one to whom his service was pledged. Yet in his sweet, happy
contentment to follow he was in reality leading the way.
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On land and sea, aboard as well as at home, in the throes of stormy circumstance as also in times
of calm and easy progress, on the public platform and in the obscurity of the office, he was
equally to be relied on, thus meeting the supreme demand of a secretary.
Seeking no praise, asking no gratitude, avoiding any prominence, he found his abundant reward
in the knowledge that he had served.
At Bristol, on the day that the Commissioner was taken, he was eager in explaining to me the
spiritual influence of the bandsmen and singers who took part in the Congress Festival the night
before. Especially was he taken with the comrade who played the dulcimer and sang, exclaiming,
“Oh, the spirit with which he did sing!”
Returning to the hotel from the festival the Commissioner was earnestly engaged until half-past
one o’clock on Sunday morning dealing with a businessman about his soul. Though I was obliged
to call him early to attend to some writing he never mentioned the matter to me--I learned of it
afterward from another. Indeed it has seemed to me that in his service he was like Michelangelo,
who carried a candle in his pasteboard cap so as not to throw his shadow upon any work in which
he was engaged.
One of the Commissioner Griffith’s chief concerns was that he spare me pain. This arose out of
his own gentle disposition. From a child I have been acutely alive to the sufferings of others. The
passing of time and the hardness of the battle have not lessened this sensitiveness. Through the
long years the Commissioner was noble and gracious in protecting me, as far as lay in his power,
from pain and shock of any kind, and when the bad news had to come he was ever near and ever
strove to soften the blow.
Messages which have reached me from many parts of the world have intensified my sense of
immeasurable loss because of their glowing confirmation of the Commissioner’s worth upon the
wide battlefields whereon he stood with me. I am moved to profound gratitude from the blessing
of his example upon Army comrades of all ranks, as well as those in varied stations outside the
borders of the Army with whom he made contact in the course of our worldwide travels and my
executive work. He reformed others unconsciously by his unbroken and unfaltering walk upward.
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To come into contact with Commissioner Griffith was to respect and love him. I know of no one
who did not do so. There was a sweetness about him which, down whatever path he passed,
created goodwill. I think it was that sweetness which comes with the eagerness to serve anybody
and all — the little child, youth or old age. It was the opportunity to bless and cheer that
fascinated him. Yet while he pitied the sinner there was no lack of condemnation of sin. An act
of meanness or treachery toward another brought his spirit to red heat.
While I shall miss the wisdom of his sound judgment, his almost phenomenal patience in conflict,
in storm and irritation, I think that which I shall miss the most will be his fine ability to discover
and bring to my notice the bright spot in disadvantageous circumstances and the good in those
who had erred and missed the way. All this he was by faith in the saving Gospel of Jesus Christ,
the Sacrifice of the Lamb of God on the Cross.
Oh, my dear officers! As I write, my desires reach out to God not only for myself, but for you who
are vastly dearer to me than myself. Let us pray for a greater trust in His power, His love, His
mercy, His compassion beyond comprehension.
From the quick step of the Commissioner’s departure may there be given to us a glimpse of the
glory that awaits His children. May those whose eyes have tears see a new light, and if there be
one who in any sense has wandered, may that one see the road back, wide and open. May our
disappointments give to us tender blessings, and our sorrows healing for any sore places in our
hearts.
Evangeline Booth
General

He stands Out a Figure Alone:
Samuel Logan Brengle

The subheading for this article reads:
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“An eloquent and masterly address of eulogy and appreciation of the work of Commissioner
Brengle on his official retirement from active service.”
From The War Cry (New York) October 17, 1931.
Commissioner Brengle’s gifts are so well known that there is nothing I can say about him with
which you are not already familiar.
He has written his name across the hearts of the rank and file of The Salvation Army world, and
what he is, and what God has enabled him to accomplish cannot be added to by the words of
anyone.
The Commissioner has lived his life and performed his service with an eye so single to the glory
of God that either the praise or the blame of any man is of little worth to him.
He looks with loving confidence to the “well done” from a Higher Source.
Yet it is fitting that I should make appropriate references to so worthy and conspicuous a warrior
upon the occasion of his retirement.
The particular quality of Commissioner Brengle’s gifts, the advanced nature of his education, the
beauty of his character and his spiritual experience have peculiarly singled him out in the long
line of Salvation Army officers, from the highest to the lowest ranks.
While closely allied to all of us by a thousand bonds, he stands out a figure alone!
He stands out because he has stood. He has stood for every purpose embraced in his calling.
Stood a veritable Rock of Gibraltar for all the fundamentals inseparably associated with the
soldier and with the saint.
In looking for a text upon which to base my remarks tonight upon this remarkable warrior of ours
my eye fell upon these words, “And behold a certain lawyer stood up...”
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The STAND-UP psychology has always appealed to me.
This standing up for righteousness and truth, portrayed in Christian heroes, has fascinated me
from my earliest years. I have been thrilled as I read of Paul’s standing before King Agrippa and
Elijah standing before Ahab and fearlessly delivering God’s message.
John Knox stood up before Queen Mary, denouncing her for her policies, until the tears flowed
down her guilty cheeks. Martin Luther stood up before the Diet of Worms. John Bright, at the
time of the Crimean War, stood up in the British Parliament and in one of the greatest perorations
that ever fell upon the human ear, said, “It is all very well for you to talk war, but hear the angels
of death beating their wings over every home in the land.” William Booth stood up and called
for a people to stand up!
No greater mistake could a soldier make than to think he can drive back the enemies of the
bodies and souls of men sitting down. Stand up!
COMMISSIONER BRENGLE HAS STOOD UP!
HE HAS STOOD UP FOR THE GOSPEL OF JESUS CHRIST—an unadulterated Gospel; a whole
Gospel; the Gospel the Bible proclaims and the Army teaches, which he believes and lives; the
Gospel with its solemn judgments; the Gospel with its saving grace from all depths to all heights;
the Gospel with its stern line of demarcation between the right and the wrong; the Gospel with
its fullness of love; the Gospel with the great price in Blood paid to secure it its authority and its
efficacy.
Commissioner Brengle has stood for this when difficult to do so and when easy. He has stood
for this in private and in public. He has stood for this with those dear to him and with those
opposed to him.
In conversation, in meetings, in the street, in the hall, in the home, on the train, in the boat, he
has stood for the whole Gospel!
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In strength and in weakness, in health and in sickness, in joy and in sorrow, he has stood up for
the Gospel of Christ.
God has honored him in making him one of the world’s greatest soul winners who, as the stars,
shall shine forever and ever, on earth and in Heaven.
COMMISSIONER BREGLE HAS STOOD UP FOR THE SALVATION ARMY.
In this respect he is before us tonight with a conscience void of offense.
It cost him something to be a Salvationist.
It has cost him a great deal more to remain one.
HE HAS STOOD UP FOR ITS AUTHORITY.
It is very distressing to see any man taking the benefits of an organization or a society, accepting
its honors at the same time criticizing its methods and belittling its authority. This is despicable
in any sphere of life. It is despicable in the clerk of a bank who takes the privileges conferred on
him by the manager and tries to belittle his authority behind his back. You will never find this
ugly stain on the skirts of Commissioner Brengle.
He has stood up for the authority of the Army, defending its methods to the high and to the low,
in universities and in slums, faithfully supporting in words and deed its leaders.
This faithfulness to the Army, coupled with his wisdom, his enlightened mind, educated and up
to date on all matters relative to conditions, men, religion and the Army, has made his example
a stronghold, a hiding place in storm, to the foremost officers under our flag.
The Founder, the late General Bramwell Booth, the Commander, have said, especially in times
of trouble, “Where’s Brengle? Send for Brengle.”
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No one can ever say what Commissioner Brengle has been to me in times of trouble.
HE HAS STOOD BEFORE THE WHOLE WORLD BRIGHT IN THE LIGHT OF AN UNSTINTED,
UNDIMINISHING DEVOTION TO GOD.
No interest of family, of self-gain, or even of his work has he permitted to come between him
and his God.
This has given to the Commissioner a divine quality of spirit which has made him a shining
example even to religious leaders, both in and out of the Army, and has given to multitudes, low
and high, rich and poor, a confidence in his teaching and in his judgment in spiritual matters
which is unsurpassed.
From his heart, from his life and his teachings, there has flowed a continual spring of living water
for thirsty souls wherever his influence has come.
COMMISSIONER BRENGLE HAS STOOD ALWAYS FOR THE GOOD OF OTHERS.
Through the years he has carried with him a realization of his obligation to do good to all men.
Whether talking with the Commander in her office, with a businessman, with a worlding, or with
a poor debased soul of the street, he has always stood a brother to man, and remembered that
OUR ONE FATHER IS GOD.
This is the “love of Christ” which recognizes no distinction of race or merit or rank.
COMMISSIONER BRENGLE STANDS AS A GLISTENING EXAMPLE FOR HOLY LITERATURE.
The pen is the lever that moves the world.
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From the hour of the invention of the printing press, books and not kings have ruled the world,
and I believe that weapons formed in the mind and heart of man—clean, holy and keen-edged—
will not only supplant the sword and the cannon but will open up the gates of truth and
righteousness to every thinking man.
Commissioner Brengle’s pen has certainly moved the world. He has proved to readers of his
books that beautiful literature springs from the fullness of intellectual, moral and spiritual life;
from a depth of thought and emotion that can only derive their energy and sustenance from the
religion of Jesus Christ.
COMMISSIONER BRENGLE HAS STOOD UP AS ONE OF THE WORLD’S GREATEST
PREACHERS.
That man should profit in divine knowledge, faith, holiness, joy and love has been the end of all
his preaching.
He has sought the salvation of the people, not his own glory. He has stood up against sin. In
every class of society, small or great, high or low, before the young and before the old, he has
stood up against sin.
He has called upon God to help him. Prayer has been the breath of his life, the pulse of his soul,
the well from which he has drawn the glistening waters of his daily salvation and the Redeemer’s
fullness of power.
The General’s tribute to the late Mrs. Commissioner Richard E. Holz

Mrs. Holz served with courage and distinction as Captain Mary Powell, and later joined her
husband in reuniting the divided Armies at Saratoga Springs in 1889.
From The War Cry (Chicago) January 30, 1937.
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Dear Mrs. Commissioner Holz is in the Gloryland! The news came to me here in Ceylon as a
distinct personal shock and sense of heartfelt loss, for she has been a devoted comrade and
friend for so many years.
The King’s chariot has halted at our gates and taken from the ranks a warrior woman, a cheery
personality, beloved and victorious.
For more than half a century she served her God in The Salvation Army with a largeness of heart
that overflowed with Christlike love for the most needy, sinful and sorrowing.
In the days when poverty, persecution, misunderstanding and calumny were so largely a part of
a Salvationist’s life, she proved her priceless worth and fearlessly showed an unquenchable love
for the lost and an heroic daring in preaching the Evangel to them.
From the very first years of her officership she proved herself one of the most active and fearless
of women. Hers was a shining character, the whole structure of which was built on God. She
loved righteousness. She proved herself a true-hearted comrade, not afraid to bear the burden,
never shirking to carry the cross.
I shall miss the force of her prayers and the invigorating influence of her buoyant faith. God’s
presence, God’s guidance and the reality of God’s power were, for her, blessed realities.
A great torrent of tender and understanding sympathy flows from my heart to dear Commissioner
Holz and members of the family. I know that Salvationists everywhere will join me in heartfelt
prayer that divine support be granted them, and that Heaven’s promised light of His consolation
may transform the shadow, which their dear one’s passing has cast on their way, into gold,
making more clearly defined than ever the path to the skies.
The heavenly gates have opened and a beloved comrade has stepped into the light of eternal
peace. We do not catch the burst of heavenly song that greeted her, yet we know that her
entrance was more than abundant-- “Washed in the Blood of the Lamb.”
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She is now triumphant over life’s battles; conqueror over sin, suffering and the grave. She sings
with the blood-washed throng in the Eternal City. But the inspiration of her life, so rich in
influence and abundant in sacrifice, will never die.
If we are faithful, if we are true, if we endure to the end, we shall meet her in the morning in that
tearless land where all is joy for evermore, for Jesus the Christ is there.
Colonel William Evans: An Appreciation

An address at the retirement of Colonel William Evans, with “a brief sketch of the veteran officer’s
career.”
From The War Cry (New York) March 1, 1924.
For forty years Colonel and Mrs. William Evans have been in the foreranks of Salvation Army
service. From the time when, in their early youth, they dedicated themselves under its Flag to
the preaching of the Gospel, the salvation of souls and the betterment of the world, with
unfaltering purpose they have maintained their allegiance, justified the confidence reposed in
them by their leaders and steadily risen to more and more important and responsible positions.
The range of work to which the Colonel has been assigned has afforded the fullest scope for his
exceptional gifts, and again and again the sterling qualities of character of both have found
expression in substantial and lasting achievements in connection with the spiritual, as well as the
material progress of the Army.
Colonel Evans came out of York, England, in 1883, and about a year later was sent over to
America, where he immediately plunged into the pioneer work of those early and troublous
years. He shared in the hardship, the ridicule, the persecution and the bitter poverty of the first
days of the Army in America, but he shared also in the flaming zeal, the conquering faith and the
fire of love for souls that kept our comrades up and carried them on singlehanded to victory in
the face of a thousand foes.
These fires have never died down in the Colonel’s heart, their light has never gone out.
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Rare Tact, Patience and Inspiring Zest

After a few months as a corps officer in the city of Syracuse, the needs of the war took him to
Western New York as a Divisional Officer, since which time he has been engaged exclusively in
positions of leadership as Divisional Officer, provincial Officer and Chief Secretary. With rare tact
and patience, yet with inspiring zest and belligerent wisdom he has filled the places assigned to
him, and the hundreds of officers over whom from time to time he has been placed have
cheerfully followed his daring faith and zeal. He was the first to introduce the Lightning Campaign
as a means of raising the funds for important building schemes. In this he enjoyed a notable
success.
While no regular appointment has been held by the Colonel for some little time, owing to the
unsatisfactory condition of his own and Mrs. Evan’s health, this has not prevented his rendering
much useful service and, while he is now entering upon the quieter, yet not less useful or happy
years of a well earned retirement, it is hoped that for a long time to come he will continue to
undertake similar lines of service in all parts of the country.
On behalf of the General, and of the entire American Staff and Field, I am glad to express our
gratitude to God for Colonel and Mrs. Evans’ forty years of victorious and holy service under the
Flag of The Salvation Army, and to assure them that our prayers will follow them.
“Did you ever, by accident, break a thermometer-glass and see the quicksilver
run? Pretty lively stuff, eh? Well, take say, 150 pounds of it, shape it into human
similitude, dress it in Salvation Army uniform and, if it were possible to breathe
the breath of a sturdy spiritual and physical life into it, you would have Colonel
William Evans duplicated to a nicety.”
This original cameo of the man, Salvationist and warrior, Colonel Evans, as drawn by a War Cry
chronicler of twenty years ago, was characteristically representative of the entire life and untiring
fighting of this veteran of a thousand battles and as many victories in the Salvation War.
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He was indeed “ever on the alert, taking short cuts, dodging under horses’ heads, taking the
street if he finds the sidewalk clogged with pedestrians, leaping on a disappearing car while
other people are waiting for the next one-- working while others think; thinking while others
sleep.” He was a genius for work, and it was often said of him that he was one of those men who
obey the new commandment, “Six days shalt thou labor, and do double duty on the seventh,”
for nothing delighted the Colonel’s soldier heart more than a full Sunday’s battle for souls,
regardless of how full of other duties the week had been, and the predominant passion of his
whole life’s work was the desire to see men and women born into the Kingdom of God.
To attempt anything like a life sketch of Colonel Evans today, after he has spent more than two
score years fighting under the Blood-and-Fire Banner of the Army, would be, as remarked by the
writer we mentioned before, “like carrying coals to Newcastle or beef to Chicago.”
The Colonel’s full and fruitful life has been an integral part of the growth and success of The
Salvation Army in the United States.
Several weeks ago Commissioner Thomas Estill conducted the fortieth anniversary celebration
of the opening of Salvation Army operations in Buffalo, N.Y., and it was there related by the
Chief Secretary, Colonel Richard E. Holz, that as a young man he had stood among the crowd
which gathered for the first meeting conducted there by two youthful Salvationists, of whom
Captain William Evans, as he was then, was the commanding officer. They knelt in the snow and
prayed, and sang the battle songs of the Army, and the Flag they planted there is still flying.
So it has been in innumerable cities, and to write the account of the career of Colonel Evans
would be to report the steady onward march of The Salvation Army from the Atlantic to the
Pacific and recount the scores of victories, tell of the hard fights and persecutions, chronicle
again the many struggles; in short, compile a detailed history of the advance of the movement
in America during the past forty years, for, with the exception of the first three or four brief years
of the Army’s history here, Colonel William Evans has been conspicuously at the front of the
battle and in a large measure directing or assisting in the direction of the fight.
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And it was a fight — a fight that meant bloodshed and discouragement, imprisonment and the
bitterest persecution and disheartening misunderstanding, but a fight victorious.
The Colonel was born on September 23, 1859 — six years before the birth of the now worldwide
Salvation Army in the first meeting conducted on Mile-End Waste in London by the Rev. William
Booth. His father and mother, Mr. And Mrs. Richard Evans, were living in York — old York, the
city of the famed York Minister and Cathedral in the Old Country, and it was from the York Corps
that he went to training as a cadet for officership in the Army.
Richard Evans, his father, so well known to American Salvationists as “Dad” Evans, was also a
battlescarred veteran, whose name was a household word with Salvationists from Maine to
California. But when William first made his acquaintance he was enjoying prosperity as the
proprietor of a brass foundry.
William was the only child of his parents, and “Mother” Evans first gave him to God, and then to
the Army, away back in the days when the organization was without form and certainly without
prestige. And this great trait of self-sacrifice and abandonment to the will and service of God
was also characteristic of the life and career of her son.
He was sent from the Training College as Captain in charge of the important corps at Woolwich,
the great arsenal city of England, but in a few months was sent to America.
Coming to America in 1883, one of the first events that occurred after Captain Evans’ landing
was his marriage to Captain Hannah Simpson in New York.
This, by the way, was the very first Salvation Army wedding in this country.
It will be seen that in this, as in so many other things. the Colonel occupied a historic position,
and set the pace for future generations. He had met Captain Simpson in York, England, before
he married her in New York, America. At that time she was Lieutenant to Captain Malthouse, one
of our veteran Field Officers, and Evans was merely a soldier. Our readers must fill in the blanks
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themselves.
The Army work had only been established in America for two or three years. The Evanses,
following their wedding, struck out for Syracuse, N.Y. and came very near having to spend their
honeymoon in jail for marching the streets with the corps.
Those were the days of real pioneering, when the mighty Goliaths of misunderstanding and bitter
prejudice had to be faced, wrestled with and overthrown. Six months here were followed by a
term at Buffalo, where, as we have already intimated, our present Chief Secretary was numbered
among the 500 converts that lined the mercy-seat during the first six weeks.
Here it was that promotion to Divisional Officership came, and then the appointment to open
up the work in the West, with Chicago as the base of operations.
The tug at his mother's heart of the boy so far away finally drew father and mother across the
ocean after they had closed their business interests in the old land.
Freed from other interests and feeling the pressing need for officers, father and mother offered
themselves for officership in the Army. They were accepted and were sent under the command
of their son.
During a considerable period of this time the Colonel's father was an able A.D.C. to him, and
did admirable scout duty for years throughout the great Northwest.
The Colonel's mother was one of the sweetest spirits and most devoted women officers the Army
has ever known.
In the West Colonel Evans Territory was semi-continental, and during his memorable command
corps were opened up in the States of Illinois, Kansas, Nebraska, Iowa, Missouri, Minnesota,
Wisconsin and Arkansas.
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This, of course, was a history-making command. It was virgin soil that was being broken up.
Those days were days of foundation-stone laying, the importance of which cannot well be
overestimated, and their record is numbered among the Colonel's greatest triumphs and was
achieved because of his tact and courage in the face of most trying difficulties.
The roster of names of men and women sent into the work by the Colonel is an extraordinarily
long one, including, among the most prominent Staff Officers, Colonel Richard Holz, the Chief
Secretary, Colonel Edward J. Parker, Territorial Men's Social Secretary and Colonel Benjamin
Nelson, in charge of the Scandinavian Department for the Eastern Territory.
Colonel Evans was at one time the Chief Secretary for the United States, and his successful career
as the leader of Salvation Army activities in the Pacific Coast Division, the New England Province
and the old Ohio and Kentucky Province, is so thoroughly known to his many, many comrades
throughout the country as to render a recapitulation scarcely necessary. It was characterized by
the same intensity of push and "go" — the same faculty for originating new plans and working
them to a successful issue — that has marked the Colonel as a man among men.
But we must not intimate in the least that his career is among those requiring the past tense of
the verb. He is still the same energetic, never tiring, true blue, blood-and-fire Salvationist and is
not content unless actively engaging the enemy at the very front line of the battle.
His last active appointment was as Provincial Officer for the Ohio and Kentucky Province, with
Headquarters at Pittsburgh. He entered this command July 1, 1908, and led it forward with great
strides until, on October 1, 1920, he was forced to relinquish all active responsibility and go on
furlough, owing to the very poor condition of Mrs. Evans' health.
Last Summer they spent several weeks in England, visiting old friends and comrades there,
especially their daughter Eva — Mrs. Major Edward P. Higgins, wife of the Divisional Commander
for the West Yorks Division, England.
Their family consists of four children--three daughters and one son: Lizzie, the eldest, wife of Lt.
Colonel Samuel Withers, Divisional Commander for the Michigan Division; Eva, who is Mrs.
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Edward Higgins; Myrtle, wife of Ensign William Gearing, Divisional Young People's Secretary for
the Southern Division; and the youngest and the only son, Willard, recently appointed Divisional
Young People's Secretary for the Chesapeake Division.
Dearest Susie (Susie Forrest Swift)

A personal letter to the former Brigadier Susie Forrest Swift, sometime editor of All the World
magazine, contributor to other Army periodicals and outstanding woman officer in the Army's
early days.
This is being reproduced as it originally appeared in Evangeline's own handwriting (together with
a typed transcript).
Discovered among the private papers of Sister Imelda Teresa Swift, in the National Headquarters
Archives, then in New York City.

E.C.B. - New York - 11.22.12
Dear Susie:
I have been carrying your letter around with me ever since it came into my hands upon my return
from London, waiting for the moment to write you with my own pen.
It was just like your old dearness to write me, and your words stepped into their old preserved
place in my changeless heart.
The loss of my precious father has almost shattered me. I can't yet realize it. As I think you know,
he was everything to me. After God, I lived for him, thought for him, worked for him and as yet
I cannot realize he is no more with me here.
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But--Oh the wonder of the depth of meaning in those words, "I shall not want."
God's tender compassion and understanding pity can touch and heal every wound of the human
heart and, although our sorrows make a difference and we never feel the same, maybe we are
better as the storms alter the hills and the great trees, bending some and spreading others, but
giving to nature a touch of greater magnificence.
How are you? I would love to see you. You were always so good to me. I wish I had you helping
me now — my burdens are very heavy.

In prayer and love unchanging,
Evangeline Booth
A Grand Old Warrior and Saint
Passes Through the Gates Eternal

A tribute to Commissioner Frederick Booth-Tucker on his promotion to Glory, with a brief sketch
of his life.
From The War Cry (New York) August 17, 1929.
Commissioner Booth-Tucker has been a star bright and shining in the sky of The Salvation Army.
Men of all lands have looked up to it and have gone the braver and the better upon their way.
His face, his form, his name and the saintly character of his life are perhaps better known than
any follower of our Flag, apart from our Founder. And the gap made in our long columns by his
quick summons Home makes the heart of the numberless thousands to whom he brought light
and healing desolate.
To be wanted back when you have forever gone, to be loved and reverenced by the peoples of
the earth because of the sacrifice you made for them, is in itself a crown. And although ever
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effacing himself, and for over thirty years in the darkness of India, gratitude and honor of
countless numbers of the world over placed this imperishable token upon the sainted brow.
Booth-Tucker was our great pathfinder. He was the first under our banner to carry the torch of
the Gospel into the mental and spiritual fog of heathendom. He showed the way to win the
hearts of those who sit in darkness. He made the heathen, the most ignorant, the most repulsive
his brother. The imprint of his feet down the ways of a million sacrifices and toils unseen by the
eye of man, will remain until the sands in the desert grow cold and the Books of the Judgment
unfold.
He had the mind, the limitless enthusiasm, the courage and the spirit of the emancipator. Never
for a moment did he lose sight of the goal for the good of all. Adamant in purpose — never
hesitating to count the cost — any minute as ready to die as to live.
While fearlessly brave in contention for the right, he manifested the highest Christian virtues
under every circumstance. The foundation of his faith growing stronger with the years, all his
glory was in Christ as the Redeemer of men, which made him to love above all else the mercyseat until his triumphant finish. Commissioner Booth-Tucker in the highest and truest sense of
the word was a soldier and a saint.
In the United States his name will never die. At a period in its history he displayed the courage,
faith and skill in administration that marked him a prophet of God.
The loss to his beloved wife and precious children is great indeed. The wounds will be long open,
but the Savior will not leave them alone a single minute. In the arms of His grace He will comfort
them.
I shall miss him greatly. He was a friend. He was a brother. He was a counselor. In many a dark
hour of fierce fighting he has been a bulwark of strength and comfort.
You will miss him. The world will miss him. His spirit was a benediction. His pen a mighty power.
He won for himself honor and reverence and love of the Salvationists all over the world.
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Farewell! It is hard, this parting, one by one, with out fondly loved comrades, with whom we have
stood from youngest years in numberless battles.
But farewell, brother and friend. You have gone beyond the sound of our voices and the sight of
our faces but not beyond the beat of our hearts. You will meet the Founder, by whom you were
so dearly beloved, and others who will greet you with outstretched arms. But greatest and
grandest and dearest of all you will meet your own spiritual children from many lands with the
light of the face of their Redeemer upon them.
Farewell till we meet again!
Let our thoughts upon the life and death of Commissioner Booth-Tucker take us out of the rut
of today, away from our own selfish cares. Let them for a brief period even break in upon
thoughts concentrated upon plans and schemes for our own work and arrest even laudable
endeavors for our own greater achievements.
Let the passing through the gates eternal of this grand old warrior and saint stop the wheel of
our activities for a short period and force us to think of our ancestors. To think upon those who
stood in the first lines of the first days, will do us good — their countless toils, their real personal
sacrifices, their teasing and nerve-taxing annoyances, their battle with opposition, with poverty,
with false accusations, with stonings and imprisonment and with sorrow — sorrows of suffering
and death without monetary help to meet the claims of sickness and burial and, owing to the
Army's cramped numbers in their day, very little sympathy, for their tears and pains were unheard
of.
It is a good thing for us to revive the memory of our own history and let our hearts dwell upon
the heroes of its making, that we may be filled with a noble appreciation of the virtues and glories
of our fathers--those who have gone before us laying the foundations of our great organization
and establishing our unparalleled reputation of individual sacrifice to the Cross of Christ and our
service to the lowly and love for the worst.
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The calling from our lines of this saint for his crowning should cause us to examine our own
conscience. He has left our organization a mighty legacy in the imperishable blessings of his
religion.
From the time he made his choice to be a savior of men when a Judge of the Civil Service in
India and became a missionary, sacrificing comfort and plenty, to live as a native that he might
win the natives for God, clothing himself in the humblest native costume, going barefooted,
eating native food and for many years begging it from door to door, he never withdrew his eyes
from the Cross and its burden of blood and agony for a world's salvation.
In secret, in public, at home and abroad he always brought before me the vision of a man butting
against a storm to reach the goal, ever pressing forward, never hesitating, never looking to the
side, never turning back. Always on, on, on to get nearer to the one great Example who
controlled every thought and passion and ambition of his being.
Prayer with Commissioner Booth-Tucker was a momently communion with his Lord. The light of
the spirit of truth revealed the right and the wrong with every step of the journey.
He loved much, because he was all love. He gave much, because there was nothing left that he
did not give He worked much, because this was his only means of joy Age, weariness and even
pain — as far as possible claiming consideration--tempted him to impatience.
He had a master spirit — a spirit which seemed to rise above all others around him and cast its
influence upon you, all imperceptible to himself.
There is the legacy of his character. The most distinguished Frenchman of his century said, "Men
succeed less by their talents than their character." There have been scores of men through the
years who had more intellect than Washington, who were more clever than Lincoln, but these
men override them all by the imperishable influence of character.
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Commissioner Booth-Tucker was such a luminous and strong character that his influence was not
alone for his lifetime or for those who knew him intimately, but its radiance spreads all over the
world and is a continuous, progressive and never-ending agency for good.
He was strong. He had the strength of genius. But he, as with all true geniuses, could be subdued
and convinced by higher reason. However, his train of thought and conviction never changed by
pleas of cowardice, self-gain, or praise. These things he passed by as the runner of a marathon
passes side avenues.
As always with the genius he was a creator — a man who found his own road and carried his own
lamp, but ever ready to lend the light of his brain or his tongue or his hands or his heart to a
fellow traveler. I never have known Commissioner Booth-Tucker to refuse help to the smallest or
to the greatest — help of his inimitable pen; help of giving a thought to a speaker called hurriedly
upon in a great meeting; help of a paragraph in the public press of defense for the humblest
cause; help given by hidden toil; help of letters written in the night hour, hurrying spiritual advice
or consolation, only read by the eye of the one to whom addressed and the eye of God.
To me, speaking for myself, his character stands up pinnacle-like for the eyes of all Salvationists
all over the world, for their children and their children's children to look upon and be blessed
thereby.
He left us the example of his humble walking before the Lord. Saint as he was, he had an innate
aversion to be thought or referred to in the slightest way as any better than any other man. This
gave to him an exceptional modesty of speaking of even the blessing of God that crowned his
public efforts. Unless he could cover his personal connection with the occasion, he would prefer
it passed unnoticed.
He was a genius. He had the weaknesses of the genius, if such they can be called--the impatience
of the genius. Genius is always impatient of its harness. Its wild free blood makes it hard to hold.
He was ofttimes unwilling to weigh the pros and cons, the possible loss as well as the possible
profit of the invention, the scheme, the thought. He was not an organizer, a systematizer, a man
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of details. With the stride of the great he was apt to swing by these things and leave them to
others, and there are always plenty of others whose capacities reach thus far.
But Booth-Tucker was a creator, and India and America will ever stand as the greatest debtors
to his life. He started in this country, the United States, a work for the uplift of man and glory of
God that has revolutionized The Salvation Army in this and other lands, multiplied past estimate,
the good we can do; augmented the service and efforts and talents of the small man almost past
calculation; a work that will go until the angel standing with one foot on the sea and the other
on the earth shall cry, "Time shall be no more!"
From the hour he consecrated himself and life to God, until the hour he rendered his commission
to the hand that gave it, he paid the full price through the long, toiling journey of his service to
merit the "Well done."
These memories must make our feet to hasten, our spirits to be earnest and watchful that the
prayers of the sages and the saints of our banner of the various nations of the world shall be
answered; and that all those who pass from us leaving the white record behind them, shall make
our organization more clearly to show forth the glory of our Father in Heaven by the wondrous
work of the heart and the hand of His children on earth.

The Harp and the Sword – Chapter Four 23

