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SUBJECT 

REPENTANCE 
(Continued from last week.) 

There is an Awful Shortage of Christians in the Churches 

Now, my friends, be fair. I have been a minister since 
I was sixteen years of age, and now I am forty-one. I have 
dined with multi- millionaires and I have also dined in the 
midst of the direst poverty. I have taught in colleges, and 
have preached in a good many parts of the United States, as 

well as for over four years in Australia and New Zealand; 
and I say to you this afternoon, before my God, that I never 

worked as an Evangelist in — or was pastor of — any 
church where, out of a membership of from three to five 
hundred, you could find by diligent search twenty-five true, 
earnest Christians, and no man knows the membership bet- 
ter than do the ministers themselves. 

I remember one town where I went to hold a revival 
meeting; the first week I was there the women had a row 

and started a quarrel over the question as to which church 
in the town had the most fashionably-dressed women; but 
I just set to work and “killed off” every woman in the town, 
and made them feel ashamed of themselves. One of those 
women said to me — pointing to a church across the street 
—“All the women they have in that Church over there are 

washer-women; we have all of the wealthy people in OUR 
Church, we do not receive POOR people into the membership 
of OUR Church.” And they call that “Christianity!” 

Now, my hearers, I am not a boy, I am not a novice,_ 
but I am speaking from experience, and I say to you this 

afternoon, you can take any church in the City of Chicago, 
select it promiscuously, and give me just two hours with the 

membership, and with the Sword of the Spirit I will make 
nine-tenths of them stand up and admit that they never were 

converted, and that they do not know what constitutes the 
“new birth.” 

Why, the leading euchre-gamblers of every principal city 
in the United States are Presbyterians; and if you will take 
the daily papers and go down the list from week to week 

you will find out that the women who are giving euchre 
parties are leading members of either the Presbyterian or 

the Congregational Church — especially when you get down 
in New England and in New York. 

There are some people sitting here this afternoon who 
will remember the case which I am about to mention — of 
a certain man who was President of the Gas Company of 
that City, and whose wife inherited a large sum of money 
and then went into society and began to give euchre parties, 
and drove her husband to the devil. 

In a certain Church in the City of Columbus, Ohio, a 

preacher was preaching against gambling, when two men 

in the back part of the congregation slowly arose and walk- 
ed toward the platform and one of them said—addressing 
the minister — “Would you be so kind as to allow me to say 
a few words?” and when the minister consented, the man 

said, “I am a gambler, and have gone about as low as a man 

could posibly go; but what I wish to say to this congregation 
is this: I was made a gambler at a Church euchre-party.” 
And what could the preacher then say, when he knew, and 
his wealthy parishioners and his members knew, that they 
were the principal givers of euchre parties in that City? 
He could not say anything more than the rank and file of 
the preachers in Chicago today can say, and what can they 
say? Why, they do not dare to open their mouths, because 
the people themselves are the bosses. This is a Democratic 

Country, you know — the “Rule of the people, by the people, 
and for the people; and they say, “WE called you to be our 

pastor, and agreed to pay you the sum of twelve hundred 
dollars a year, and if you do not preach to suit us, then WE 
will butt you out.” And they do it, too. 

Now, there may be some people here who will go out and 

say, “He did not tell the truth.” Well, if you talk like that, 
then you are a liar, because I have told the absolute truth— 
and you know it just as well as I do — and every preacher 
and every newspaper in Chicago knows it to be the truth, 
and every well-informed man knows it. If I had the time 
I could pile up clippings this high (indicating) from all 

parts of this and other lands, showing that the churches are 

dead, and that they do not know what to do next. 
Think of the mid-week prayer-meetings in the churches! 

I remember the last pastorate that I held. My, what a mid- 
week prayer-meeting! Just two men present — the preach- 
er and the janitor (if the janitor happens to be a man) — 

and a little handful; and so far as going out and doing any 
active work for God and humanity is concerned, how much 
work will they do? 

Christian Work Must be Made Actual and Practical 

Why do not these wealthy churches clean up the “Red- 
Light Districts?” Why do they not clean up the dirty, 
filthy, low-down hovels in which thousands of people live? 
Go around the City of Chicago and see the wretched dens in 
which multitudes of people have to live — that are not fit 
even for pigsties ;and yet they are owned by church-members 
and some of them are owned by the churches themselves; 
and those people will squeeze the “blood-money” out of the 

poor people and then on Sunday will get ready and put on 

their fine clothes and strut into church and sit there and lis- 
ten to a little ditty by a wretched apology for an old woman 

who calls himself a “preacher,” and they appear to be very 

sanctimonious, and then they go home; and they call that 

“Christianity.” You know that what I am saying is true. 
I tell you, my hearers, in the light of God’s Word, as 

bad as are the saloons — they are not sending half as many 
people to hell as are these wretched, dead, formal, worldly 
churches. 

Dr. Horatius Bonar — one of the most righteous men 

who ever lived, a man who had his hand in the Hand of 

Christ, before his death, said, among other things: 
“I looked for the world, and I found it in the Church; 

I looked for the Church and I found it sitting in the lap of 
the world.” 

Dwight L. Moody, one of the greatest preachers of his 

time, in one of those moments of inspiration, said, and his 
sermon has been published far and wide: 

“May the chariot wheels of God sweep on! We are 

now down into the very toes of Nebuchadnezzar’s Image; 
and there are thousands of churches that are not even re- 

spectable clubs.” 
I could spend hour after hour in giving you quotations 

from others. 

There is only One Way to become a Christian 

Modern revivalism, it is not of God, it is a sham, a 

delusion and a snare. If a man is an elocutionist, he can 

excite the masses and make the people cry, or he can make 
them laugh, and he can sway an audience any way he pleases 
and the people are simply deceived. 

How to become a Christian! 
If you desire to become a Christian, then the first thing 

for you to realize is that you are an awful sinner and away 
from God. Don’t you know that people generally are liars 
and thieves? There is not one person in this congregation 
who would dare to stand up, before God, and say that he or 

she never told a lie in his or her life; if you would, I would 

say that you were the biggest liar in Cook County. There 
is not one of you sitting here who would dare, before God, 
to stand up and say that you have never sinned — No! 
Then the only way to get to God, is through repentance — 

REPENTANCE! There is no other way. 

Repentance Means Something 

REPENTANCE! 
When a man repents, everybody will know it; the wife 

and the children will know it, and his associates will know it; 
and repentance means something more than merely “sign- 
ing a card.” 

My friends, there is absolutely no escape from repen- 
tance — no escape! Ah! look at it. I remember a certain 
woman — Oh, she didn’t like me very much as a preacher, 
and she had heard me only two or three times; but one day 
I delivered a thunder-bolt and I said, among other things, 
“God’s Word declares that if any man shall put away his 
wife for any cause other than the violation of the marriage- 
tie, he is an adulterer and she is an adulteress, and he who 
marries her. who is put away is also an adulterer.” And 
that woman never liked me afterwards. 

There are hundreds and thousands of such cases; and 
if true repentance were begun it would mean that many 
men would have to say to the women with whom they are 

living, “You are not my wife, I will go back to the woman 

j who is my wife* and whom I put away for no just cause.” 
1 But when a man talks like that to the people, then they do 
not like him, and they say, “There are plenty of other 

! churches to which I can belong, and they never bother me 

like Zion does about these things.” No, certainly, they do 

j not like to be told of their sins; but the man who will tell 
! them the truth is their best friend; yes, their best friend. 

; You are going to hell, you who have broken the marriage-tie 
and you who have gotten a divorce on some silly charge, 
when the fact in the matter is that you have been full 
of the devil and have just simply put away your companion; 
and unless you repent you will go to hell! For no adulterer 
can ever enter the Kingdom of God. You have to confess 
the lies that you have told — even though it were to cost you 
your life; you have to pay back that which you have stolen, 
to the utmost extent of your power to do so; and you have to 
clean up your whole life. 

Here is a good illustration: If a company were to pur- 
chase a piece of ground on which stood a three-story frame 

building sixty years old, and infested with rats and bugs 
and cock-roaches and other vermin, and upon that land they 
purposed erecting a skyscraper, if they were to go to work 
and start to put up their skyscraper on top of that old 
building and rubbish, the people would say that they were 

I crazy; but they would not be very likely to do that — no; 

; they would first tear down the old building and take it away, 
! and then they would go to work and excavate to solid ground 
| or rock before starting to lay the new foundation. 

Now, the same principal is true when you want to erect 

j Christian character — you have to tear away the rubbish 
j and clean up the life all the way back, and then start in and 

j build on a new and solid foundation. 
My friends, there is no escape from this — none what- 

ever. And there are thousands of people who are calling 
themselves Christians, who have just about enough religion 
to land them in hell; they have not enough to take them to 

Heaven, and that is why they have no power, for where 
there is no peace and no righteousness there is no power. 

Ah! think of how the rank and file of the people live! 
Think of the rank and file of homes! Look at the women 

who act like snapping-turtles from morning till night! Look 
at those who call themselves mothers, how they slap their 
little children and knock them about — yes, worse than 
brutes. Listen to the talk from morning till night —snapp- 
ing, snapping all the time. Ah! if there are any of that 
kind here this afternoon, then may God make them 

thoroughly ashamed of themselves and help them to repent! 
And yet such call themselves Christians! 

Ah the mere empty'profession, to what does it amount 
—a mere profession ? 

My friends, take vulgarity and throttle it and trample 
it beneath your feet! I tell you this afternoon that vulgarity 
and profanity have almost engulfed the entire Human family 
— and where is the voice to cry out for a return to purity! 
Look at the horrible papers and books that some people 
read, and the horrible pictures at which they look; and then 
you wonder why they are so full of the devil — but it is 
not any wonder. 

There is no greater breeder of vice in Chicago than is 
the theater. Look at the subjects! When I was in Indian- 
apolis a few weeks ago the street-cars were placarded with 
notices of a play that was then going on in the theater, 
entitled, “Why women sin.” Now, it must be very elevat- 
ing (?) for men and women to go there and sit and listen 
to such stuff as that; and yet will you attempt to deny that 
the theaters and the dance-halls are frequented by thousands 
of church-members in this City — will you deny that? No; 
because you know it is true. 

A short time ago when I was talking to a certain 
young woman about these matters, I said to her, “You are 

a dancer, and you are dancing your way to hell.” I said 
to her, “Before leaving your home to go to the theater or 

to the dance-hall, do you knell in private before your God 
and ask Him, by the Holy Ghost, to accompany you and to 

make that dance a blessing and a sanctifying influence over 

your life?” And she began to laugh. 
The Tobacco Habit a Horrible Curse 

The Bible tells us that we are to do all things heartily 
unto the Lord; and a man has no right to do anything over 

which he cannot pray and ask God’s blessing; and neither 
has a woman. Bring to me a man who will take his dirty, 
stinking, filthy, old pipe, and open the Bible and put it on 

the chair, and then get down upon his knees and pray, “O 

Lord, I am a Methodist,.I do love this pipe; and I ask You 

to help me fill up this pipe seven times a day with tobacco, 
and to smoke it to the honor and glory of Thy Name, and 
for the extension of Thy Kingdom, and for the good of the 
health of my wife and my children. Amen.” (Laughter!) 

You can take an old tobacco-soak (This was done in a 

certain institution in Australia) and roll him up in a blank- 
et and soak him, and then after you take him out put a 

rattlesnake in the blanket, and the nicotine soaked from that 
man and left in the blanket will kill the rattlesnake. 

Think of a sweet little baby being carried in the arms 

of a two-legged “thing” that calls himself a man and a 

husband and father; and yet right over that dear little 

baby’s face he smokes that dirty, stinking old pipe that 
could be smelled a mile away on a calm day; and that sweet 

baby, with its little tiny lungs and bronchial tubes, has to 
breathe that dirty, stinking filth from the very time it is 

born'; then the next thing they know that little baby is sick, 
and they call in a doctor, who comes and looks at the baby 
and appears to be very wise, but he has not sense enough— 
or else is not honest enough—to say to that father, “John! 

you dirty dog! you are killing that child with that dirty old 

pipe!” Instead of that, he tells them that the baby has 

something else the matter with it—yes, anything else but 
the truth; and then the little baby dies, and they have a 

funeral service and that dirty hog of a father sits down and 
snivels and sheds crocodile tears, and the preacher delivers 
a beautiful sermon on the departure of little Sally —“Little 

Sally, whom God gave into this garden, and just as she was 

buddin’g and soon to be a flower the Lord saw fit to stretch 
forth His Hand and to take her away,” (Imitating). (Laugh- 
ter) Yes, that is the kind of rot you find; when the preach- 
er ought to have stood there over that little form and have 
said to that father, “You hog! you murdered your child with 
that horrible nicotine!” 

Ah! think of a bed-room wherein sleeps a man who is 
sunk in tobacco from / morning till night, and think of a 

sweet woman, pure as an angel in Heaven, and with a sweet 
little baby, being compelled to sleep in the same room and 
in the same bed of times, with that hog, and to breathe that 

stinking tobacco, when a few drops out of a pipe-stem 
blown onto a silk handkerchief is sufficient to kill a dog! 
And where is the voice to cry out against it? 

Why, when I was in the City of Melbourne, at a cer- 

tain Church of England church on Clifton Hill the preacher 
announced a smoking contest and asked all the husbands 
and the sons to bring their pipes and a package of tobacco; 
that they would meet in the church-room, and that a prize 
would be given to the man who could keep his pipe lighted 
for the longest time; and there they all sat with the Canon 

—they have the name of “cannon” when they are not even 

pop-guns — and there they sat and smoked and stunk. And 
when Voliva distributed one hundred and seventy-five 
thousand handbills and ripped their coats of sham profes- 
sion up the back and called them a “lot of dirty devils,” 
then they were ready to mob me, and for six weeks I had 
to have police guards and did not dare to go out in the 
streets of Melbourne, except' in a covered carriage with 

police protection. In St. Kilda, a suburb of Melbourne 
where I had my home, the “ladies” of the St. Kilda Church 
of England, when calling around at the homes, called at 
our home — they went two-and-twTo — and they said, “We 
extend a hearty invitation to all the men of the house to 
attend a smoke-night social to be held in our Church. And 
when Voliva says that the churches have gone to the devil, 
then someone says, “Why, Voliva is criticizing the church- 

es,” (Imitating.) (Laughter.) Well, I say it is about time 
that somebody criticized them — yes, it is. 

God’s Word says “Repent” to the so-called Churches 

Now, it doesn’t matter what anybody thinks or says, here 
is God’s Word; and I want to tell you this afternoon that 
the first message in Chicago is not to be delivered in the 

| “Red-Light District,” nor in the streets and in the lanes; 
but the first message to be delivered in Chicago is to these 
infernal churches! (Amens!) There is the first message 
— and the hypocrites ought to be lashed out of the syna- 
gogue ; but there are yet a lot of lovely people in them—yes 
there are, thousands of them, and they do not know any 
better; they sit there under the preaching of those false 

preachers and, my goodness! what sermons! Bless your life, 
what does-stir up in Chicago with his service every 

Sunday morning?—why, one would not know that he was 

iin the State of Illinois; just let him preach one straight 
| sermon on Repentance to that fashionable congregation! 
Let him give ME just two hours with that congregation on 

next Lord’s day morning, and I will guarantee to make the 
“fur fly.” There will not be any molasses nor any “soft 
talk” about it, and I will soon find out what they are doing 
for humanity; yes, spending ninety-nine dollars on them- 
selves for every single dollar that they give to help human- 

ity, and yet, within the very sound of their own church- 

bells, there are poor little childreij starving for food; and 
still they call them “Christian churches.” 

Fashionable Churches are the Foes of Man and God 

Ah, this whole thing in Chicago and other places that 
is called Christianity, would make a Christian man sick at 
his stomach. There is no Christianity about it — none 

whatever. And I tell you, my friends, Bob Ingersoll did 
not fight Christianity, but he fought the churches and the 

hypocrisy — and he had a perfect right to do so; for a 

Church that will rent out its pews, is not a church of 
the Living God. That renting of pews, what a spectacle. 

They tell this story — I do not know whether or not it 
is true; but it is said that one Lord’s day morning Ingersoll 
and his family walked into a certain fashionable church and 
seated themselves in the first pew they came to. After 
awhile a man came in with his family and stood there at the 
end of the pew, but Ingersoll remained seated and didn’t 
seem to take any notice of him; so presently the man opened 
his hymn-book and wrote on the fly-leaf, “Sir, I pay the 

sum of eight hundred and seventy-five dollars a year for 
this pew;” and Ingersoll took out his pencil and wrote back, 
“A pretty big price for the pew,” and then handed the 
book back to the man and remained seated. 

Ah, yes, a “Rich man’s church,” “A fashionable church, 
why, that makes a Christian man mad with a Divine anger 
—a fashionable church! yes, a fashionable church! What 
is a “fashionable church?” — it is a cage of a lot of scound- 
rels ; robbers of widows and orphans — thieves and rascals 
in general; a fashionable church! Ah! when a man reads 
the “Sermon on the Mount,” and follows the Lord Jesus 
the Christ, and then listens to the stuff to be heard in a 

fashionable church, it makes him feel that it is time some- 

one went forth to witness against them. “A fashionable 
church!” “A stylish church!” yes, “Did you ever hear OUR 
preacher?” —“No.” “Well, now, come and go with me to 
My church and hear OUR preacher.” Yes. “Oh! we had 
such a lovely sermon this morning!” “What was the preach- 
er’s text?” — “Oh, I don’t know.” “Well, what did the 
preacher talk about?” “Well, I don’t know what he talked 
about but he preached a lovely sermon — a beautiful ser- 

mon !” No, they do not want to know the truth. 
What does Paul say? — “The time will come when they 

will not endure sound doctrine; but after their own lusts 
shall they heap to themselves teachers, having itching ears 

and they shall turn away their ears from the truth.” They 
want someone to tickle their ears, and that is all; and these 
parsons are simply “earticklers,” paid so much per tickle; 
but just let them stand up in their respective churches and 
proclaim the Gospel of the Kingdom of God, and tell those 
sinners to repent and, I tell you, there will be war at once. 

In nearly all of the churches there are the “Bosses,” and 
the “Boss” is the fellow who has money; and the rank and 
file of the preachers have their mouths sealed as tightly as 

possible with five-dollar bills, and they are afraid to open 
their mouths; there is the difficulty. 

Dr. Aked was brought over from England to be Pastor 
of the Rockefeller Church, and when he resigned some 

time ago — why, the papers from Ocean to Ocean were 

filled with editorials commenting upon what he said. Dr. 
Aked had to confess that he was a very sadly disappointed 
man, and that the members of his Church —who were 

multi-millionaires — were content to come there once a 

week and sit for a few minutes and listen to a fine disserta- 

tion, but when it came to any practical Christian work, they 
were not there. There you are! 

Dr. Buckley, of New York City, in an article in the New 
York Christian Advocate,” said that if the Methodist 
Church were to enforce its discipline, it would reduce their 

bishops to poverty, cut their membership in two, and would 
leave their treasury bankrupt. 

There is no authority and there is no discipline in the 
so-called churches; and I am surprised that Christian men 

and women do not see the real cause of their failure. 

The People of the World Rapidly Approaching Destruction 

Ah! my brothers and sisters, the old world is going 
ahead at a pretty rapid gait; and some of you older people 
here this afternoon are able to look back thirty, forty, and 
some fifty years, and you know that there have been some 

marvelous changes. My own observation has been that 
during the last ten years changes have been wrought which 
lead me to believe that the present order of things must 
soon change and the Second Coming of the Lord Jesus the 
Christ will be at hand. No, I am not a fool; I do not ex- 

pect to convert Chicago; and any man who talks about 
“converting Chicago” ought to be sent to Kankakee. No, 
you will never convert Chicago. I will tell you all that will 
be done for Chicago: God has a people here and those people 
will be found, and God will have a place of refuge for them; 
but you will never convert Chicago, because God’s Word says 
that — 

“THE CITIES OF THE NATIONS SHALL FALL!” 
and there is no use in anyone worrying over a little strike, 
for that is only the first rumblings — and you have had 
them before; and, I will tell you, the time will come (and 
the man who doesn’t see it is blind) when these vicious ele- 
ments of destruction will break loose; and you would just 
as well attempt to stop a cyclone as to prevent the political 
and the social predicament that is coming — for the Bible 
tells us that 

“EVIL MEN SHALL WAX WORSE AND WORSE!” 
Now, the beginning of the genuine Christian life is 

repentance. Some people say, “You will never succeed if 
you talk like that.” Well, it doesn’t matter whether I suc- 

ceed or whether I do not; I do not have to succeed, but I do 
have to preach the truth. I do not have to succeed; I do not 
have to have a dollar. I am not sent out to get money; I 
am sent out to PREACH THE GOSPEL, and God the Al- 
mighty backs me up in it; and if God did not back me up 
then I would just quit — that’s all, because I do not propose 
to attempt to do any work without God. I have been en- 

trusted with the task of restoring a City. During the last 
two and a half years I have had put into my hands nearly 
two million dollars’ worth of property; but I trust God for 

every step of the way. My brothers and sisters, trust God 
for everything; trust God for your spirits, for your souls 
and for your bodies — for everything. This is God’s work 
and not my work, and God will look after it. 

God’s Word Demands the Tithes of His Servants 

In this Church we believe in tithing; and I will tell 
you frankly that T do not take any stock in any man’s 
Christianity — who has had the teaching — who does not 
pay his tithes. I do not take any stock in any man’s pro- 
fessed Christianity who says he believes the Bible, and then 
doesn’t pay his tithes. God’s Word says that if we will 
obey Him, He will open the windows of Heaven and pour 
out such a blessing that there will not be room enough to 
receive it. If we do right, and are truly “bom again,” we 

will not have any desire for the things of the world — 

none whatever. 
May God help each one of you to do right and to get 

right. 
If you desire to follow up the sermon of Last Lord’s 

Day and this talk this afternoon — and a hundred other 
such sermons, then read the “Leaves of Healing,” which 

you can have delivered at your home every week for a whole 
year for the sum of only two dollars; and if you can tell me • 

how to do it any cheaper, just let me know how to do it. 
You will not find any mush in the “Leaves of Healing,” 
but there you will find shot and dynamite bombs. I want 
a Gospel that has a backbone and two legs and that can 

stand upright; and if any of you Officers are not men — 

manly men — with strength and vigor and power, then you 
ought not to be in the Ministry. 

May God guide each one to do righteousness and live 
the truth. 


