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CHAPTER XXIII: NEW CONVERTS 
  
Major Never-rest, our Divisional Officer, has been paying us another visit, and that to 
some purpose, I can tell you — which is usually the case. When he does come our way 
he's always finding out something that we've done as we ought not to have done, or 
something we've left undone which we ought to have done. He's like a bit of the 
Judgment Day going about. Still, I'm always glad to see him, bless him! I believe he's 
a man of God, and he helps to keep us going in the way in which we ought to go. 
  
This time the Major's been rummaging among our Corps statistics, and he says, as 
plain as plain can be, that he's ever so much disappointed with them — and, to tell the 
truth, I'm not a bit surprised about it, for I think myself that they are a long way behind 
what they ought to be. 
  
The Divisional Officer has had a meeting of us Locals, and made quite a speech about 
things. He began by praising us for having gone twenty per cent beyond our Self-
Denial target, and said it was most creditable. I don't know whether he didn't say that 
the Provincial Commander was quite pleased about it. However, as that may be, he 
made us all feel not a little bit proud to think that we'd done so wonderfully well. 
  
And then he went on to talk about the importance of increasing our Soldiers. 
"Soldiers," says he, “is the thing. Soldiers pays the rent, and does the Self-Denial, and 
buys ‘The War Cry,' and bombards the public-houses, and prospers the Open-Airs, 
and gets the congregations, and finds the Candidates, and shakes the world." 
  
After saying all this, and a lot more of the same kind, he began to tell us how 
disappointed he was about the number of Soldiers he found on the Roll. Says he: "I've 
been reading in 'The War Cry,' and hearing in your reports about such lots of souls 
you've been having at the penitent-form lately, that I expected you'd got at least fifty 
new Soldiers, and here I find there's only an advance of half a dozen or so. Now," he 
says, “ that's made me feel real bad, because I've been boasting about this Corps up 
and down the Division, and saying to other Officers and Soldiers; 'Look at Darkington; 
see how that Corps has gone up! Why don't you go and do Drunkards' Campaigns, 
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and hunt up the sinners from door to door, and fill the mercy-seat, like Darkington's 
done?' And then, when I come along, so far as Soldiers goes, I find you just about 
where yeu were. This is a pity, I think. What have you to say about it?" 
  
Well, I can tell you we was all about dumb. I suppose the Divisional Officer had had it 
out with the Captain before the meeting, because he said nothing; and as everybody 
else was silent, I got up, and talked a bit about the losses we'd suffered through the 
strike, and the Treasurer said all the Converts had not stood their ground — which we 
all knew; and Grumbleton, he said he did not think these drunks and suchlike were 
worth going after, for they never lasted; and then the Captain, he opens his mouth, 
and says we must do better in the future ; and then the Divisional Officer, he 
says:  “Yes,  you must”; and then he prayed for the baptism of Fire; and we all went in 
to the other meeting and had a real good time, a decent collection, and two at the 
mercy-seat. And we all tried to forget what the Divisional Officer had been saying, and 
went home as if nothing unpleasant had happened. 
  
Now Sarah, she was present at the Locals' Meeting, but she didn't say a single word. 
She's rather curious in such things at times. She don't talk like some people, whenever 
there's a chance — which I sometimes wish she would — but she goes on thinking all 
the same. 
  
Well, as we sat over our bread and cheese that night, we was both silent, for after all I 
was not altogether easy about the Divisional Officer's speech, and 1 could see that 
Sarah was put out about something. So just to make a little friendly feeling, I says to 
Sarah, as I helped myself to another slice of Cheshire, “I think that's very useful 
instruction what The General’s been giving to the Officers about bread and cheese 
being such nourishing and substantial food." 
  
“Yes," says Sarah, “The General understands a good many things, I have no doubt, or 
he would not be where he is; but I don't think he'd have been satisfied with the 
excuses you Locals made at the meeting to-night about not having more Soldiers to 
show for all the penitents that we've had at the mercy-seat this last quarter of a year." 
  
“Well," says I, "I must confess that the reasons given by the lot of us weren't very grand 
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and satisfactory?" 
 
“No, they was not," says Sarah; “they was a long way from hitting the case off to me. 
But, then, I'm nobody, and being as Tm only a woman, I suppose Tm not expected to 
have opinions on such matters. It's you men folks who have the opinions, and that's 
the reason why you always do all the talking at the Locals' Meeting." 
  
“Now, Sarah, that's not fair," says I. “You know I always like to hear you speak your 
mind. But, now, come along; what would you have said, if the Major had asked you for 
your opinion?" 
  
“Well," said she, “I should have said that Sergeant Grumbleton, what reads history, 
was telling me the other day, how that the heathen Chinese people leaves their 
children to die in the streets without taking any care of them whatsoever, specially if 
they be girls. 
  
“Now, I don't believe a word what Grumbleton says about it, because there's no 
mothers that would be so cruel, whatever the fathers might be, to do such things; but 
it does seem to me as how as that is just what you Locals do at Darkington Corps with 
the spiritual children that God gives you. 
  
“Nay, in my opinion, you are worse than what Grumbleton says the poor Chinese are, 
for you leaves the boys as well as the girls to perish. You don't kill them — no; but you 
just leave them to take their chance, without doing anything for them. If they do well, 
they do well; if they don't do well, they don't; and if they go back to their sins and the 
drink and the devil, back they go, and nobody weeps or worries or cares. 
  
“Now, Sergeant-Major, I don't know how that sort of conduct may seem to you, but it 
seems very cruel and very foolish to me. If your wife had treated your children in that 
way when they were born, you would not have been rejoicing over being the father of 
a Salvation Captain and two Cadets as is both going to be Officers. 
  
“Suppose, when our Jack first came into the world, I had said ‘Here, take this child — I 
don't much fancy the looks of him, and leave him in the coal-place in the back yard for 
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a week or two, and then bring him back and let me see whether he seems likely to live 
and be a proper boy, and, if so, I'll nurse him and look after him!' — you know what 
would have been the consequence. But that's certainly very much the way Darkington 
Corps treats its spiritual children. 
  
“There's Seth Gorgehem. Look at him, Sergeant-Major. Didn't we get him saved after 
his mother died? Didn't I go to that funeral, although nobody ever invited me? and 
didn't I persuade him to come to the Hall that night when his heart was tender? — for 
he loved his mother when he was sober, and when he wasn't sober he loved nothing 
nor nobody but the cursed beer. Well, didn't I plead over him that night, and get him 
to the penitent-form? And didn't he swear he would never touch the drink again, but 
come regular to the meetings, and bring his wife with him? And didn't he come 
for two blessed weeks; and wasn't he changed; and his children, wasn't they all new 
creatures; and didn't his wife say as their home was Heaven below? And then, what 
happened? Why, you know as well as I do. He fell before his temptations, and went 
back to the drink again." 
  
Now, here I ventured to say that, in my opinion, Gorgehem wasn't properly saved. 
  
At which Sarah fired up, and says: “What do you say, Sergeant-Major? That he wasn't 
properly saved? How do you know that?" says she. "Who told you so? That's just your 
unbelief. And that's just one reason why you left him to his fate. No; I'll tell you what 
was wrong. It wasn't his conversion; it was the neglect of those who were responsible 
for looking after him, and that was the Local Officers of his Corps. They didn't do their 
duty, Sergeant-Major; and that's why he went to the bad. 
  
“His own wife told me that no Salvationist ever darkened his door from the night he 
was saved to the night he came home drunk again. ‘Oh’ she said, with the tears in her 
swollen eyes, ‘my poor Seth. He was tempted awful, and as nobody ever came near, 
he got the notion into his head as how as he wasn't respectable enough for them up 
at the Hall, and that they didn't care for him; and at last he gave way to the drink 
again; and now he's worse than ever.' That was it, Sergeant-Major. Instead of saying 
he wasn't converted, you should say that he was left to take care of himself; and that 
was what he wasn't able to do. 
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“But if he was not properly converted, Sergeant-Major, he wanted to be. He made a 
start, and a good start, too. Mrs. Shake-it-down used to say that eating is like 
scratching; you only wants to make a beginning, and then you goes along easily. Now, 
I says, that it is just so with religion. The main difficulty is getting a beginning. Seth 
made a start, and then he stuck, as thousands do, especially when they have such a 
difficult road to travel as he had, poor fellow; and what he wanted was a friendly shove 
to keep him a-going. 
  
“And when he got off the rails, as them trams often does when they come to the 
points, nobody tried and lifted and sweated and such-like to get him on again. And 
that's the reason why he is stuck fast today by the wayside, or, rather, in the drink 
shop, with the devil in him.” 
  
And then I says: “Sarah, was it not the Captain's duty to have seen after him?" 
  
And Sarah, she says, back again: “And so he ought, Sergeant-Major, I know that; but 
it's not my business to tell the Captain what he ought to do. Perhaps he had 
something else on hand what took up his time. Some Captains is so busy getting 
people saved that they've no time to look after keeping them when they've got them. 
It’s not my place to tell them what I think of that sort of work; but it is my business to 
talk to the Sergeant-Major of the Corps, and to his wife, for it's myself that I’m 
speaking to; and it's myself that's to blame for poor Seth, as well as you, Sergeant-
Major." 
  
“Well, what's to be done?" says I, for I was beginning to feel rather bad as Sarah went 
on. 
  
“What's to be done, Sergeant-Major?" says Sarah. “What's to be done? Why, have 
proper Visitation-Sergeants; that's what should be done. And there's one thing I'm 
going to do, Sergeant-Major, which perhaps will astonish you a little — I'm going to 
offer to be a Visitation-Sergeant myself, if you can't get anyone better able to fill the 
post. So you had better see the Captain, and hear what he says about it, for I can rest 
no longer and see the people lost for want of being looked after. 
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“I've been a good nursing mother to your children, Sergeant-Major, although I say it 
as shouldn't; and now I'm made up to offer myself to be a nursing mother for the 
spiritual children of Darkington Corps. I've a great deal to do as it is, but God will give 
me strength for doing another duty; and if I can't do much myself, I can get some of 
my sisters in the Corps to help me. And when I get going, one of the first things I shall 
go for is to get poor Seth on to the rails again — which I'll do, or I'll know the reason 
why!” 
  
Now our Captain, he's a downright sensible fellow, you see, and when anybody brings 
any plan before him which seems likely to be useful, he plumps for it right away. That 
is, he don't see all sorts of difficulties in the way of doing a new thing, and argue 
against it till it drops out of sight, like Captain Timidheart used to do. And when I told 
him of Sarah's proposal to be a Visitation-Sergeant, he just went for it, and wondered 
how he could have been such a stupid fellow as not to have thought of putting her in 
the post before. And so did we all. 
  
When the next Soldiers' Meeting came round, the Captain told us that he was going 
to make Sarah a Visitation-Sergeant; and then he asked her to tell us what her 
thoughts were about the post, and what had led her to desire it. 
  
On this, Sarah, she got up, and told us how long she had been fretting about the 
people who seemed to be lost because no one made it their duty to look after them; 
and how she had felt the call of the Spirit in her heart, urging her to go and seek the 
lost sheep; and how she could hold out no longer; and as no one asked her to 
undertake the work, she proposed for it herself. She said she was only a poor weak 
woman for such a great undertaking, and asked us to pray for her, and then she fairly 
broke down, and could say no more; and when she was finished there were tears on 
many cheeks besides hers; and I felt prouder of Sarah that night than ever I did before 
in all my life. God bless her! 
  
Well, Sarah's gone about her work in a regular business-like fashion, I can tell you. She 
began by looking out for someone to help her, and the first she fixed upon was Keziah 
Schooling. Now Keziah's a bit educated, you see. She was a teacher at the Board 
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School for some time, but her health failed, and she had to go to dressmaking. She's 
rather clever-like — she's made three or four songs that have been in “The War Cry," 
and she sends reports of the Drunkards' Campaigns on Saturday nights, which we all 
carefully read; and then she writes letters for people. She's a dear, good-hearted girl, 
and loves souls, and wants to work for them. She's been a Salvationist some time; but, 
you see, she's rather timid; and nobody's ever asked her to do anything before. 
  
Well, Sarah spotted her, and told her she wanted somebody to help her to write, and 
such-like. ''Ah right, Sarah," said Keziah; “that's just the sort of work I shall enjoy, 
especially as it's looking after people who wants cheering up a bit. I've lots of time, 
because, you see, at my dress-making, if I don't get my work done in the daytime, I 
can have an extra cup of tea, and sit up a bit into the night and finish it." 
  
Then there's Mrs. Boozham. She came round to Sarah after she gave her testimony at 
the Soldiers' Meeting, and kissed her, and said: “Sarah, you must let me have a hand 
in this job. I owe a lot to the Lord and this Corps for what He's done for my Bill and the 
family. Perhaps I can do a bit to pay off the score in this way." 
  
Well, these three, they started off strong, praying and talking and laying their heads 
together how this work was to be done. First, they got from the Secretary a list of the 
names and addresses of all the Soldiers who had back-slidden from the Corps for the 
last three years, and then they got another list from the Recruiting-Sergeant of all the 
people who have been to the penitent-form for the last six months what hadn't 
become Soldiers, And then they went to work to get to know all they could about 
these lost sheep, as they called the people on their lists. Bless the dear women; I feel 
certain something will come out of their doings, and so does everybody else that 
knows Sarah, and they expect it just because she's so terrible earnest about it. 
  
The first thing that has happened is that Seth Gorgehem is back again, and everybody 
is delighted about it. He is such a good-natured, generous sort of a chap, that nobody 
can help liking him, and if he hadn't been such a random spendthrift, everybody 
knows that he might have filled a good position in society by this time. 
 
Then, he has a good old father, who's got one foot in the grave, and who was 
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breaking his heart over his prodigal boy, and the dear white-headed old man, he's 
just beside himself for joy. 
  
“Sergeant-Major," says Sarah, the day after Seth got right, and made everybody feel it 
was so, “Sergeant-Major," said she, “I'm going to ‘mother ' Seth. His mother was a 
good woman, but she's gone, and I'm going to take her place." 
  
"But hasn't Seth a wife, Sarah?" says I; ''and is it not her place to look after her 
husband?" 
  
“Of course he's got a wife, Sergeant-Major, and, of course, it's her duty to look after 
him; but, poor thing, she's a weak little creature, however good-intentioned she may 
be. I hope she is saved all right; but, then, she hasn't   got much backbone in her, you 
see, and it will take her all her time to hold herself and the little children together. But 
Seth is too strong for her, and I'm going to make him stand firm at all costs. I'm going 
to fight the devil and the landlord of 'The Pig and Whistle' for his soul, and his old 
companions into the bargain, and Keziah's going to help me. God's on our side, and 
we'll see who wins.” 
  
But how did Seth's restoration come about? Well, I'll tell you. You see, Sarah and 
Keziah, they laid a little plot for him. One Saturday afternoon, they waited for him at 
the factory gates where he works, and when he came out with his wages in his pocket, 
they pounced down upon him with an invitation to "Just come down and have a cup 
of tea at our house," saying that his wife was there already. Of course, he didn't want 
to come; said he had promised to go with a mate to a football match that was on; that 
he was not washed; that he had to meet somebody at "The Pig and Whistle," and 
some other things. But Sarah stuck to him. “Come," says she, “and just have a cup of 
tea, and then you can go where you like." 
  
At last he consented. The fact is, he couldn't get away from them, and they took him 
off. You can guess the rest. They had everything ready, and before the tea was well 
swallowed, they were on their knees. He broke down, gave in, and whether he was 
properly saved or not before, there was no doubt about it this time. 
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He came to the meeting at night, and, with a shining face, gave his testimony. “That 
little woman," said he, pointing to Sarah, “says she's going to be a mother to me, and 
I'm going to be a son to her; and, best of all, God is going to be my Father, and you 
are all going to be my comrades, and by and by we're all going to meet together in 
Heaven. My dear old mother is already there, and I hope she has got the tidings that 
Seth has found his way to the Saviour once more, and is coming on to see her again." 
  
“Sarah," says I, that night, “you're a clever little woman. You've done a good thing this 
time. Seth coming back as he did made me happier than three new converts would 
have done." 
  
“Ah right," says Sarah, “we’ll have some more of the runaways before we're much 
older; but you must go on seeking the new ones as well. This thing we will do, and the 
other we must not leave undone." 


