LETTER TO THE AMERICAN COMRADES AND FRIENDS

My Dear Comrades and Friends:
At our honored General’s Command, I am to fill the important position of your leader and
comrade in the glorious Salvation contest in which you are enlisted. In stepping to the
appointment, perhaps I need not say how greatly I am impressed by the magnitude of the
undertaking — the immensity of its proportions — the vastness of its opportunities — the weight
of its responsibility, and the grace, strength, and ingenuity required for its successful prosecution.
Then I cannot help but say I am keenly conscious of the poverty of my own abilities for the
fulfillment of the great task, which sense is enhanced by the knowledge I possess of the unique
gifts of your late beloved commander-in-chief. To follow one so laborious, so self-sacrificing,
endowed with such inventive genius, demonstrated in multifarious schemes and methods for the
salvation of the people, the ameliorations of sorrow and the relief of want, is in itself a difficult
task. But I am reckoning upon the inspiration of his example remaining with you, and that the
spirit he has instilled into your hearts will ensure the heartiest co-operation with my own
ambitions and desires, so that we shall not only maintain every new enterprise already on foot,
but stretch out still further in the same field of Salvation philanthropy, and so gratify the
Commander’s heart by realizing to a greater degree the hopes he had entertained.
Then there is one who poured out her life in your midst — my glorified sister — your glorious
leader. Her choice attributes of intellect and soul, her gifts of tongue, and pen, and heart; her
brave soldiership, her wonderful womanhood, have all made great lights which can never be
dimmed, up and down the stretches of your vast country. Tens of thousands have been enriched
for earth and Heaven by the beauty of her influence; our own souls have again and again been
quickened and inspired by her blest teachings, and although now lifted from the scene of active
struggle, from the field of desperate fighting, her devotion and self-sacrifice, her words of love
and wisdom, are still with us, strengthening up our hearts in the hard, long pull to make the Blest
shore. You and I were peculiarly one in the great sorrow of her leaving us. She belonged to the
American field by ten thousand fond and special ties; she was mine by the sacred bonds of flesh
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and blood, and a sister’s quenchless love. We have both lost her — yet, in a much surer and safer
place than earth, we both have her.
While I cannot lay claim to all the gifts possessed by my predecessors, yet I can, by faith in our
Lord and Saviour, assure you that in toil, in sacrifice, in prayers, in being instant in season and
out of season, in ceaseless endeavor to promote the further happiness and usefulness of my
people, in effort to uplift the poor and save the love, in love strong and changeless, you shall
not find me wanting.
I come to you in full recognition and appreciation of the victories you have already recorded.
You have battled bravely for the establishment and maintenance of the Army; you have borne
many burdens; you have been loyal under strong temptations; you have held on in the face of a
thousand foes and today you stand an invincible band for God and right.
I come to you in the fullness of sympathy for future warfare. Every shot you fire will have the
backings of my prayers; every struggle you are engaged in will be interlaced with my ambitions
for your triumph; every sorrow that comes to you will wake pain in my own heart; every joy that
lightens your spirit will cast sunshine across my own way. Your difficulties, your disappointments,
your hard battles and your victories and your happinesses will always have me in them, because
my sympathy will be with you.
I come to you, not only with a passionate love for sinners, and a tender pity for them, but with a
strong faith, which can unflinchingly, and without exception, believe for their salvation. I believe
that those who are the lowest down can be lifted up by the Omnipotent Arm of God; those who
are the furthest out on the roughest road can come home by the way of the all-forgiving love of
God; that those lost in the black darkness of doubt and unbelief can find their way out by the
Lamp, the shining Gospel Lamp — the Light of God.
I come to you determined to put forth every effort to save the precious children. They crowd our
path, they fill our homes, they are the everlasting song or endless dirge of parent’s hearts. They
hold infinite possibilities for good or evil. Apart from what we can do for them, tens of thousands
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are hopeless, helpless, defenceless. We must find them, we must protect them, we must save
them.
I come to you with heated ambitions to assist you with your numerous schemes for the alleviation
of the poor. The misery, the hunger, the pains of the destitute have pressed my soul from a small
child. I shall glory in the opportunity the American command will offer to marshal relief columns
into the darkness of your great cities and rescue the victims of poverty and despair.
I come in the name of the Lord God almighty to lead you on, to establish what is already begun,
to strengthen what is weak, to encourage what is timid, to persuade to the front the feet that
flag behind, and by power divine, grace limitless, love boundless, and strength omnipotent,
triumph in triumph greater than anything seen or dreamed about in your land. Here and now for
the purpose I place all that is within me upon God's altar — every faculty of my mind I martial for
this assault; every energy of my being I enlist in this cause; every passion of my soul I consecrate
to this theme. I shall live for this — I shall work for this — I shall believe for this, that He may
make me a great blessing to you.
But I must ask your cooperation, your love and your confidence. I shall crave for this — I cannot
help doing so. My dear and faithful people in my late command have given it to me with a
generosity that has surpassed expectations. It has been my stronghold in times of stress and
suffering. I cannot help but hope it may be the same with you — in fact, when I look toward the
great battle that is before me, I ask it of you, that you will rally around me, that you will follow
after me, that you will stand close beside me, and that you will trust me. Day by day, does God
spare me, I shall seek to serve you as to merit it.
In closing I would say I think you know that already I love you. We first met in battle — in the
rattle of shot and burst of shell, and nothing can so quickly weave the web which fastens hearts
together as the whirling loom of hardship, loss and trial, and so our hearts became linked up; let
it suffice to say that the thundering, hammering, grinding experiences of nearly nine years’ war
have not severed the threads.
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Leaning upon the Arm of Omnipotence and sheltered ‘neath the Wing of the Almighty, I pray
that we may prove ourselves valiant in battle, fulfill the will of God and gratify the desires of the
worldwide heart of our honored General.
Yours for this end,
Evangeline Booth.
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