“THE STRIDE OF GOD”

Notes of the Remarkable Address Delivered by Commander Evangeline Booth at the New York
Hippodrome at the Inauguration of the Home Service Appeal
Victor Hugo said: “Progress is the stride of God.” Truly is this exemplified in The Salvation Army.
No movement had a more obscure or ignominious beginning than our organisation, for The
Salvation Army was a mission of the poor to the poor. The whole world knows this. It was for the
lowest classes in the lowest places. It was for the city’s castaway in the city’s forgotten regions.
It was for the dregs of society for whom society had no thought. It was for human wrecks, for
human breakage, for human debris. Yet, it has had a “progress,” it has moved along.
Through the years of its childhood men of philanthropic aspiration, men of scientific research,
men of philosophic ideas and men of religious thought with utmost scorn flung at my father —
the Founder of the movement — such questions as:
“What do you ever expect to do with this human breakage?”
“What strong thing can ever come of such abject weakness?”
“What enduring structure can have for its foundation the gutter of the slums?”
“What path of transit, that in order to go up is always going down, can ever reach a summit?”
“What life can come from the dead things dragged from the river beds of crime?”
My father, by those who knew him best, was designated a dreamer of dreams; an impractical
idealist.
SWEPT PAST THE IMPROBABLE.
But since The Salvation Army fell into the procession of the World’s living things it has maintained
a march that has thrown into confusion all human probabilities, all human calculations and
predictions — a march that has swept past the improbable, and even the impossible, as with a
stride that has astounded the world it has swung around the circle of the glove — a progress
that is the Stride of God.
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For although we have suffered every criticism, ridicule, persecution, arrestive opposition, and
even martyrdom, the undeniable truth that “there is a frightful interval between the seed and
the timber” can scarcely be applied to The Salvation Army, for in the short period of half a century
the movement has sprung into a stride that has passed from a small group of Londoners to a
collection of races, tongues, colors, types of civilization and enlightened barbarians such as never
before in all human history could be mustered together under one flag. The half dozen
combatants of evil have been multiplied until now we have an Army that marshals its lines of
righteousness along every front — an Army with its titles rambling into all languages, a soldiery
spreading over all lands, and a banner whose folds are spread to catch the breezes of every
clime.
Were you to ask me to describe in a word The Salvation Army, I would say it is simply a presentday expression of the heart and mind of God toward the most poor, the most guilty, those who
are in the most trouble, in living out the principle of Christ in that He has come to seek and to
save that which is lost.
It is in this that The Salvation Army has evidenced its likeness unto Him. It is in this that His stride
is seen in our march. It is in this that His footprints can be traced as we go down into the whirlpool
of the underworld looking for those who have gone under. It is in this we have caught His passion.
This passion to seek and to save has been the inextinguishable flame that has fired our breasts.
It is the theme that has governed our lives. It has been the vitalizing energy that has driven our
forces to every field of misery and want. It has made us as a people to specialize in the
impossible, and has given to us the propelling force that has ensured a progress which is the
Stride of God.
This passion to seek and to save has been the footprints of God upon all our paths, that have
made men everywhere to acclaim the Christlikeness of the super-humaneness of The Army’s
humanity, the marvelous divinity of its deeds of mercy, for the footfall of an all-merciful God
reverberates wherever our Flag flies.
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In Salvation Army ministry the world has heard the footfall of God in its most undesirable places.
It has heard it in the slums (you know we have slums in New York) where bodies and souls struggle
against uncontrollable conditions and unmasterable miseries, where the poor suffer without any
medicine, and die without any hope; where little children cry for bread; where mothers have the
whole family to support on what their needle and thread or their ironing board can do; where
the struggle just to keep alive is very great; where eyes are never merry and lips never laugh in
these slums of the great cities of this great land.
SEEKS THE IMMORTAL SPARK.
God’s tread is heard in the step of the slum-sister of The Salvation Army as she passes along the
hidden beds of misery’s deeps. She is there, just like Jesus, giving sympathy where there is
trouble; giving coal and blankets where women and children shiver; giving the ice and milk where
they swelter in the Summer’s heat.
No horror can turn her; no night can fright her; she rushes right in, and whether it is in the
murderer’s cell or the hidden slum she seeks the buried thing; the thing buried under the sorrow
and sin, filth and misery, the immortal spark that we call the soul, and gives to it hope eternal.
One of our Slum officers, when visiting a miserable hovel, discovered in a dismal room a poor
suffering girl. After having made her comfortable she prayed with her. “It is so kind of you to
have come and found me here,” she said, “like this in this miserable little place!” and then, with
tears running down her face, she went on, “You have cheered me so much I shall be contented
and happy now for another ten years!” The Slum officer said, “What do you mean? Another ten
years?” “Oh!” she said, “I have not crossed the threshold of this little room for ten years!” Can
we not say that indeed the coming of that slum officer was to that poor sufferer the footsteps of
Jesus? We want to keep on going to her, and to keep on finding out those who suffer and taking
to them, in the name of our Saviour, the cheer, the comfort, the hope they so sadly need.
You will hear the footfall of the Almighty in the rhythm of the tread of our troops as we march
upon the highways and byways of the great cities, holding up righteousness in the God-inspired
standards of the nation’s emblem — the Stars and Stripes.
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I sometimes think that even our friends overlook the service we render the nation in our neverceasing attack upon that which is bad, and our maintained advocacy of that which is good.
There is perfect harmony between the Salvationist’s creed and the ideals that are fundamental
to our national life.
With tireless enthusiasm we uphold loyalty to our American institutions, and with unflinching
courage denounce any and every perversion that flaunts itself in the propaganda of the anarchist
and bolshevist. We teach true patriotism to the poor and to the ignorant because we are ever
proclaiming righteousness, and it is righteousness that exalts a nation. We aim for the bolshevist's
heart, not so much for his head — other people do that — as for his heart. If the bolshevist’s
heart is reached his head is put right, and his ideas will be right. And it is the same with the
capitalist.
HEAR OF BETTER THINGS.
Around the ring of our street-corner meetings we gather the city’s ne’er-do-wells, the lawless,
the unmanageable. The youth, who, in a year or two, if not stopped on his downward course,
will fill a convict’s cell; old age that has made a wreck of life; the outcast, whose patched shoes
and ragged clothes prohibit his entering any church; the lawless, who are dodging the police,
but who linger to hear of better things under cover of night; the young, strong and intelligent,
but restless, who have no liking for sermons and hymns, but who are attracted by the band, or
the happy song, or the simple testimony of a man who has been helped out of all his troubles.
It is here we teach all those qualities which relate to correct living and promote good citizenship.
It is at this street-meeting we teach the immigrant, the ignorant, the God-inspired standards of
the Stars and Stripes, which is ever present with our flag as it waves from sea to sea.
It is here we proclaim the only hope for the world — the power of Christianity — by which the
chains of evil are snapped. It is at this street-meeting that men who are a menace to society, a
disgrace to their relations and a burden to the State, are transformed.
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CONVERTED INTO HONEST WORKMEN.
At this street-meeting men who have been nothing but useless consumers are converted into
revenue producers, made into honest workmen, into kind and considerate masters, into lawabiding, patriotic, worthy Christian citizens. It is here, by our strong exposition of the
righteousness of God, we are doing no little to help our great nations of the world. You must
help us for what we do in the street!
Perhaps upon no field of our labor can be heard so distinctly the footfall of God as upon that
vast expanse of Army literature.
Who can measure The Salvation Army’s contribution to the world’s good in the output of its
printing presses? Over 100 publications, with a circulation of a million and a half a week, the
principal of which is the War Cry, have as white-winged messengers of happiness, help and hope,
enriched the world.
Everywhere and all the time it proclaims the Gospel of Jesus Christ — the power of God unto
salvation.
We trace the footsteps of God in the green grass of the woodlands, or upon the sands of the
seashore, where The Salvation Army has its huge Fresh-Air Camps.
We take the little cripples from fetid slums of New York, children who have never walked; some
are blind. They have never seen the sunlight of the morning. We take them where the breezes
blow roses into their little pale cheeks, and the white sea waves wash over the little feet. We take
the children, whose only playground is a doorstep, away to the sunshine of the open field; we
clothe them, we love them, we feed them, we shelter them, we play with them, we teach them.
We teach them to laugh, we teach them to sing, we teach them to pray, we teach them to love
their mothers.
The children! Oh, if every other appeal made here this afternoon fails to bring a response, do
not turn a feelingless heart, or a deaf ear to the cry of defenceless childhood! America’s future is
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in America’s children of today. Surely a nation, surely a city, should be willing to give of its wealth,
give of its talent, give of its time, for the defense and betterment of its childhood. No investment
will ensure better returns, or no sowing will produce a greater harvest. You must help us! Of
course, you will help us!
“WE SHALL GO ON!”
We shall go on! We shall never leave them. We shall never turn away from the misery, sorrow
and the shame. While there is the prodigal boy we shall go on! While a wayward girl wanders we
shall go on! While an aged sinner totters downwards we shall go on! While a neglected child
cries we shall go on! While a mother’s heart break we shall go on, and on, and on! And in the
progress of our march men shall see “The Stride of God!”
(N.Y.W.C.)
(May 14, 1921)
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