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REPENTANCE 

(Continued from last week.) 
Men Must Become Rich Toward God and not 

Trust in Earthly Riches 

“Because thou sayest, I am rich—” 
Yes, that is what they say—“Oh, we raised so much 

money last year,” see? 
“Because thou sayest, I am rich, and increased with 

goods, and have need of nothing and knowest not that thou 
art wretched, and miserable, and poor, and blind, and naked: 

“I counsel thee to buy of Me gold tried in the fire, that 
thou mayest be rich; and white raiment, that thou mayest 
be clothed, and that the shame of thy nakedness do not ap- 
pear ; and anoint thine eyes with eyesalve, that thou mayest 
see. 

“As many as I love, I rebuke and chasten: be zealous 
therefore, and repent. 

“Behold, I stand at the door, and knock: if any man 

hear My voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and 
will sup with him, and he with Me. 

“To him that overcometh will I grant to sit with Me on 

My throne, even as I also overcame, and am set down with 
My Father on His throne. 

“He that hath an ear, let him hear what the Spirit 
saith unto the churches.” 

Most People are Ignorant of What Constitutes 
the New Birth 

The people do not know what constitutes the “new 
birth.” When a man who has been a drunkard, says to me, 
“I have reformed,” I am going to watch that man, and if 
I see him drunk again the next day, then I do not put any 
reliance in his profession. When men and women say that 

they have been “born again,” and have become “new crea- 

tures in Christ Jesus,” and that they have no further desire 
for a dance-hall, or for a theater, or for reading filthy liter- 

ature, and that they now hate those things because they have 
become “new creatures in Christ Jesus,” there is the proof. 

I wish now to read to you a few more verses. I wish 
I had the time to read a large number of different portions 
of Scripture that come up before my mind. I will read from 
the eighteenth chapter of the Book of Revelation. 

The Lives of Men Foretell Babylon’s Fall 

“And after these things I saw another angel come down 
from heaven, having great power; and the earth was light- 
ened with his glory. 

“And he cried mightily with a strong voice, saying, 
Babylon the Great is fallen—” 

Do you know what Babylon is? Why, yes, they can 

shoot a man down in Chicago, as they did the other day, and 

they can murder right and left; but what is the use to wor- 

ry—it is only the first rumblings of the storm that is fore- 
told in prophecy; and I want to say to you, my friends, that 
the cities of the nations will fall! Talk about “convert- 

ing Chicago!” why, it is enough to make a horse laugh. I 
have to smile when I see some of the idiotic signs that are 

stuck up around by the Salvation Army, (I remember one 

they put out in Melbourne, “Melbourne for Christ!”) Now, 
there are half a million people there—a quarter as many as 

there are in Chicago and I know, for a positive fact—you 
know, the mayor of an Australian city is “dubbed” with the 
title “lord,” “Lord Mayor”—and I know, for a positive fact, 
that Lady So-and-So, the wife of the Lord Mayor, used to 

lie drunk for a week at a time, when her maids had to take 
care of her just as they would take care of a baby. 

“High Society” a Blight on Civilization 

Ah! what is “high society” for the most part?—it is 

nothing else than a hell. Talk about the “Red-Light Dis- 
trict” of Chicago—yes, and the “Vice Commission” sub- 
mitted a report of the thousands of brothels in Chicago; but 
I say to you this afternoon, investigate the “mansions” on 

the avenues; go through the hotels, and follow up the “re- 

spectable” scoundrels who are supporting two or three wo- 

men aside from their wives! I would far rather meet the 
devil any time without any disguise, than to see him come 

out with a silk hat, and gold-rimmed nose-glasses, and 

patent-leather shoes, and an evening dress-suit. The more 

“respectable” they make the devil, the more dangerous he 
becomes. 

Confusion! Babylon! The World in Sin 

What is Babylon?—Babylon means confusion. I will; 
tell you what Babylon is—if you ask the Methodist preacher, 
he will tell you it is Rome, as, in fact, will almost all so- 

called Protestant preachers—there are no “Protestant” 

preachers; the only thing against which they protest is a 

low salary. I say that Protestantism is as dead as Julius 

Caesar, and beyond the hope of a resurrection; and the fact 
in the matter is that Rome is a good deal nearer being 
right—on many points—than are the so-called Protestant 

churches; and if I had to take my choice tomorrow (which 
I do not) to be either a Methodist or a Roman Catholic, I 
would prefer to be a Roman Catholic. The Roman Catholics 
do go to Church, they go to early morning mass, and they 
do have an outward reverence—and that is more than the 

i Protestants have; and, I will tell you, when the “Bride of 

Christ” has to be supported by a pork-and-bean supper, 
then she has come to a pretty pass, hasn’t she? 

Think of a church holding an oyster supper—selling a 

pint of hot water with a poor little runt of an oyster floating 
around in it for a quarter, in order to help support (?) the 

Bride of Christ—why it is a perfect disgrace! There are 

many lovely Christian women—may God deliver them!— 

who are sewing carpet-rags and sewing off their finger-nails, 
trying to raise money for a lazy devil of a parson. 

I will have done well if I never do anything else in my 
life than one thing I did when down in a town in Ohio: I 
called the good women of the “Ladies’ Aid Society” of the 
Church together, and I said to them, “Now, you have suf- 
fered long enough, this ‘Ladies’ Aid Society’ is now dis- 
banded, and you women shall no more meet and sew carpet- 
rags to support this Church; if God Almighty cannot sup- 
port her, then let her die!” 

There is Babylon for you—confusion! Here is right, 
but he doesn’t know just what to do nor which way to go: 
the Methodists are saying, “Come here!” and the Presby- 
terians are saying, “Come here!” and the Baptists are say- 
ing, “Come here!” and the Lutherans are saying, “Come 
here!” and the Congregationalists are saying, “Come here!” 
and the Dunkards and the Quakers and the Rakers and the 
Shakers all are saying, “Come here!” and the poor fellow 
doesn’t know which way to go nor where to turn—and is 
it any wonder? Why, talk about confusion, he is worse than 
confounded. 

The Gospel Tells of the Kingdom—of Unity 

The Kingdom of God—that is the only thing. Where 
in this Bible do you find anything written about the Metho- 
dist Church, or the Presbyterian Church—or any of the rest 
of your old churches? Where do you find anything at all in’ 
the Bible about “the churches.” 

Now, you know, the Roman Catholic conception is that 
when Jesus finished His work, He made Peter His represen- 
tative, and they say that the popes of Rome are the success- 

ors of Peter. Well, in principle they are right; but the so- 

called Protestants, in their folly, have entirely lost the 
“Kingdom” idea, and all that they have is simply a little 
“church.” “Oh, you come to My church—to My church.” 
Yes, a pretty (?) church “My church” or Our church” or 

“Your church” would be! 
Now, my hearers,— 
“Babylon the Great is Fallen—is Fallen !” 

and there is no use in trying to prop her up. This “Feder- 
ation of churches,” about which some are talking, is nothing 
else but a sign of the times in which you and I are living; 
you can put two dead bodies together, but that doesn’t make 
one live one. 

“Babylon the Great is Fallen!” 
and there is no use trying to prop her up—not one bit— 
not a bit! 

“And he cried mightily with a strong voice, saying, 
Babvlon the Great is Fallen, is fallen, and is become the 
habitation of devils, and the hold of every foul spirit, and a 

cage of every unclean and hateful bird.” 
There is the Bible description of Babylon. 

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 better 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 fashionable-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 member- 

ship 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 walked 
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 
possibly 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 call 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 preacher 
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 District?” 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 hovels and 
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 
the church and sit there and listen 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 respect- 
able 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 Lake 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 
“signing a card.” 

My friends, there is absolutely no escape from repent- 
ance—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 who is 

my wife and whom I put away for no just cause.” 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 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 awdy 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 ut- 

most 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 build- 

ing and rubbish, the people would say that they were 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 principle is true when you want to erect 
Christian character—you have to tear away the rubbish and 
clean up the life all the way back, and then start in and 
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—snapping, snap- 
ping 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, what does it amount to— 
a mere profession? 

My friends, take vulgarity and throttle it and trample 
it beneath your feet! I tell you this afternoon that vulgar- 
ity 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, en- 

titled, “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, “Be- 
fore leaving your home to go to the theater or to the dance- 
hall, do jmu kneel 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 place the pipe on the top of the Bible, and then 
get down upon his knees and pray, “0 Lord, I am a Metho- 
dist, 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.” 

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

certain institution in Australia) and roll him up in a blanket 
and soak him, and then after you take him out put a rattle- 
snake in the blanket, and the nicotine soaked from the 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 hus- 
band 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 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 but the truth; and then he 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 de- 
livers a beautiful sermon on the departure of little Sally— 
“Little Sally, whom God gave into this garden, and just as 

she was budding and soon to be a flower the Lord saw fit to 
stretch forth His Hand and to take her away.” (Imitating). 
(Laughter). Yes, that is the kind of rot you find; when 
the preacher 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 oftimes, 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? 

(Continued to next week.) 

INTRODUCTORY SUBSCRIPTIONS TO 

LEAVES OF HEALING 
Introductory subscriptions (that is to entirely new sub- 

scribers) will be received for LEAVES OF HEALING at the 

following rates for ten weeks: 

In the United States.25 cents 
In Canada.35 cents 

In Foreign Countries.45 cents 

An earnest united effort on the part of all officers, mem- 

bers and friends of ZION in response to this proposition, 
will mean that thousands of new subscriptions will be sent 
in for LEAVES OF HEALING. 


