CONCERNING YOUR HARVEST

My Dear Comrades:
Now that we have reached that place in the year in which Summer spreads her golden wings in
flight to leave us, and our minds are occupied with early preparations for the Fall and Winter, I
want, through the medium of the War Cry, to speak with you.
While I write the stacks of hay stand high in the fields, and the barns are full to the great doors
with produce of every kind of corn and grain harvests. Faces are bright and hearts are joyous as
the sowers of the Spring greet each other with the happy tidings of abundant reaping, and tens
of thousands of homes are aglow with gladness, that sweetest of all joys which comes when work
well done meets its crowning.
As I think upon all this, my mind turns to you, my officers and soldiers, and I see something of
the same glow upon your dear faces as you review the harvest with which God, in His great
goodness, has blessed your careful and persistent sowing through the year.
BETTER THAN EVER.
Judging from the evidence which comes to me from all quarters of this wide field, I am bound
to conclude that my people have sown faithfully, for on all sides we see the harvest in richer
abundance than in any previous year, and across the distance which is between us I stretch my
hand to clasp yours in the warm grip of appreciation. Surely all Heaven has rejoiced with us as
we have garnered the fruits of our labors, for if there is “joy in Heaven over one sinner that
repenteth,” what a chiming of bells and clapping of hands there must be over the reaping on
the multifarious fields of The Salvation Army.
Yet, I must confess to some anxiety as I write you. I am fearful lest after all this toiling in sowing,
oft-times with tears, there should be some carelessness as regards the work of the ingathering.
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We all know that no matter how well the ground is tilled, how consistently each furrow has
received its share of seed, if the farmers are careless or indolent or neglectful, when the Godappointed time for the great harvest is at hand there is a cruel destruction of brightest prospects,
as well as a loss to themselves and to others.
Now I want to ask of you the utmost care that nothing be left to spoil; that no ear of wheat, or
shock of corn, be exposed to the unfavorable elements that so quickly gather upon the heels of
the garnering season.
How is it that in The Salvation Army our sowing is so far in advance of our reaping? Is this not
the experience of a great number of us? We are splendid sowers. Hard ground, unsuitable soil,
unpropitious weather, stony fields do not frighten us.
WE ARE SPLENDID SOWERS.
We sow in the marshes and we sow on the plains, in the valleys and on the mountains; we sow
early and we sow late, and sow the very best of seed, but now we seem to miss it when it comes
to the following up and the gathering into the granaries of the Lord.
Is this not so to a sad, and measure in all our fields of labor? In the institution, in the street, in
the hall, in the relief depots, in the Slum Work, with the young, the old? What is the reason? Are
we unwilling to put forth that persistent exertion which is inseparable from successful
ingathering?
Have we lost our first idea of pressing men and women into the Kingdom – compelling them to
come in? Are we using the influence of our songs, our words, our prayers and even our faces to
bring to bear upon them, to the utmost limit? Have we lost the idea that now is God’s appointed
time, now is the day of Salvation?
What is our lack, and what is the deficiency? Before our great Winter Campaign is launched, can
we not find out, and all and one, you with me, and I with you, combine to rectify it?
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ALWAYS WHITE UNTO HARVEST.
If we could get our reaping up to an adequate proportion of our sowing, then what a harvest,
what a lengthening of our ranks, what an increase to our officers’ roll, what a multiplying in our
company attendance! How America would respond to the missionary fields, what ministering
angels would be found for the dark places at home!
You see, our fields are always “white unto harvest,” and it is simply disastrous if we are satisfied
with having well sown the seed of the great truths of God in men’s hearts and failed to bring all
the pressure, human and Divine, we can to bear upon them to compel them to act and be saved.
O my comrades, I would ask you – nay, I would persuade you still further, as your God-appointed
leader, I would compel you to be more energetic, more industrious, more divinely careful, more
believingly expectant as to the harvest. I grip your hand for this.
Your leader at the front,
EVANGELINE BOOTH,
Commander.

(October 7th, 1916)
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