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“THOU SHALT NOT STEAL” 
Literary Thefts of “Billy” Sunday Exposed by Wilbur Glenn Voliva of Zion City 
Sunday Should Either Acknowledge His Literary Thefts and Repent and Ask Forgiveness, or Else Shut Up About Booze! 
—For Is a Man Who Sells Booze Any More of a Sinner Than a Professed Minister of the Gospel Who Steals Other Men’s 

Literary Productions, Copyrights Them, and Sells Them as His Own? 

Decoration Day Oration delivered by Robert 
G. Ingersoll at Academv of Music, New York, 
May 30, 1882: 

This is a day for memory and tears. A 
mighty nation bends above its honored graves 
and pays to noble dust the tribute of its love. 

Gratitude is the fairest flower that sheds its 
perfume in the heart. 

Today we tell the story of our country’s life— 
recount the lofty deeds of vanished years — 

the toil and suffering, the defeats and victories 
of heroic men — of men who made our nation 
great and free. 

On this day the story of the great struggle 
between colonists and kings should be told. We 
should tell our children of the contest — first 
for justice, then for freedom. We should tell 
them, the history of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence — the chart and compass of all hu- 
man rights. All men are equal, and have the 
right to life, to liberty and joy. 

The Declaration uncrowned kings, and wrest- 
ed from the hands of titled tyranny the scep- 
ter of usurped and arbitrary power. 

It opened all the paths to fame, and put the 
star of hope above the cradle of the poor man’s 
babe. 

England was then the mightiest of nations — 

mistress of every sea — and yet our fathers, 
poor and few, defied her power. 

They had the brain and heart, the wisdom and 
courage to utter and defend these words: “Gov- 
ernments derive their just power from the con- 
sent of the governed.” In defense of this sub- 
lime and self-evident truth the war was waged 
and won. 

When peace came, when the independence 
of a new nation was acknowledged, the great 
truth for which our fathers fought was half 
denied, and the Constitution was inconsistent 
with the Declaration. The war was waged for 
liberty, and yet the victors forged new fetters 
for their fellow-men. The chains our fathers 
broke were put by them on the limbs of others. 

They ceased to regard the great truths as 

having universal application. ‘‘Liberty for All’’ 
included only themselves. They qualified the 
Declaration. They interpolated the word 
“white.” They obliterated the word “All.” 

They made merchandise of men. They legal- 
ized a crime. They sowed the seeds of war. 

Our resources were boundless, and the future 
seemed secure. The hardy pioneers moved to 
the great West. Beneath their ringing strokes 
the forests disappeared, and on the prairies 
waved the billowed seas of wheat and corn. 

The great plains were crossed, the mountains 
were conquered, and the foot of victorious ad- 
venture pressed the shore of the Pacific. In the 
great North all the streams were singing to the 
sea, turning wheels and spindles, and casting 
shuttles back and forth, Inventions were 

springing like magic from a thousand brains. 
From Labor’s holy altars rose and leaped the 
smoke and flame, and from the countless forges 
ran the chant of rhythmic stroke. 

But in the south the negro toiled unpaid and 
mothers wept while babes were sold, and at the 
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“Billy” Sunday’s Address delivered at Bea- 
ver Falls, Pennsylvania, May 26, 1912, and re- 

ported in the “Daily Times” of Beaver, Penn- 
sylvania, Monday Evening, May 27, 1912, under 
the following headlines: 

DAY FOR MEMORY AND FOR TEARS 

“Billy” Sunday Preaches Memorial Sermon 
Eloquence Shames His Knockers 

This is a day for memory and for tears. A 
mighty nation bends above its honored graves 
and pays to noble dust the tearful tribute of its 
love. Gratitude is the fairest flower that sheds 
its perfume in the human heart. 

Again we tell the story of our country’s life— 
recount the lofty deeds of vanished years, the 
toil and suffering, the defeats and victories of 
heroic men — of men who made our nation great 
and free. 

On this day the great struggle between the 
colonists and the kings should be told. We 
should tell our children of the contest — first 
for justice, then for freedom. We should tell 
them of the declaration of independence, the 
chart and compass of all human rights. All men 
are equal and have the same right to life, to 

liberty and to joy. 
This declaration uncrowned kings and wrestl- 

ed from the hands of titled tyranny the scep- 
ter of usurped and arbitrary power. It opened 
all the paths to fame and put the star of hope 
above the poor man’s babe. 

England was then the mightiest of nations -— 

mistress of every sea — and yet our fathers, poor 
and weak, defied her power. They had the 
brain and the heart, the wisdom and the cour- 

age, to utter and defend these words: 
“Governments derive their just powers from 

the consent oi the governed. 
In the defense of this self-evident truth the 

war of the Revolution was waged and won. 

But when peace came, when the independence 
of a new nation was acknowledged, the great 
truth for which our fathers fought was half de- 
nied, and the constitution was inconsistent with 
the declaration. The war was waged for liberty 
and yet the victors forged new fetters for their 
fellow men. The chains our fathers broke were 

put by them upon the limbs of others. 
They ceased to regard the great truth as hav- 

ing universal application. Liberty for all in- 
cluded only themselves. They qualified the de- 
claration. They interpolated the word WHITE. 
They obliterated the word ALL. They made 
merchandise of men. They legalized a crime. 
They sowed the seeds of war. 

But our resources were so boundless that our 

future seemed secure. The hardy pioneers 
moved to the great west. Beneath their ringing 
strokes the forests disappeared and on the 
prairies waved the billowed seas of wheat and 
corn. The great plains were crossed; the moun- 
tains were conquered and the foot of victorious 
adventure pressed the shore of the Pacific. 

In the great north all the streams were sing- 
ing to the sea, turning wheels and spindles, and 
casting shuttles back and forth. Inventions 
were springing like magic from a thousand 
brains. From labor’s holy altar rose and leaped 
smoke and flame and from the countless forges 
rang the chant of rhythmic stroke. 

But in the south the negro toiled unpaid and 
mothers wept while babes were sold, and at the 
auction block husbands and wives speechlessly 
looked their last goodbye. 
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Page 77 of Talmage’s Sermon printed in a 

book, entitled, “Social Dynamite:” 
Night was upon Babylon. The shadows of 

her 200 towers were beginning to lengthen. The 
Euphrates rolled on touched by the fiery splend- 
ors of the setting sun, and the gates of brass 
opened and shut like doors of flame. The hang- 
ing gardens of Babylon, wet with heavy dew, 
began to pour from starlit flowers and dripping 
leaf a fragrance for many miles around. The 
streets and squares were lighted for dance and 

j frolic and promenade. Scenes of riot and was- 
sail were mingled in every street, ancT godless 
mirth and outrageous excesses and splendid 
wickedness came to the king’s palace tonight. 
Rushing up to the gates are chariots upholstered 
with precious cloths, drawn by fiery-eyed horses 
that rear and neigh in the grasp of the char- 
loteers while a thousand lords dismount and 
women dressed in all the splendor of that As- 
syrian age. Open wide the gates and bid the 
guests come in! The chamberlain and the cup 
bearers are all ready. Hark to the rustle of silk 
and carols of music. See the blaze of jewels. 
Lift the banners, till the cups, clap the cymbals, 
blow the trumpet! Let the night go by with 
song and dance and ovation. Ah! ’Twas no 
common banquet to which these people came. 
The signal was given and the lords and the 
ladies and the mighty men and women of the 
land come around the table. Be-starred head- 
band and cockanet of royal beauty gleam to the 
chalices as again and again, and still again they drain their cups. Pour out the wine! Let foam 
and bubble kiss the rim! Away with care 
from the palace. Tear royal dignity to tatters! 
Pour out more wine. Give us more light, wild 
music, sweeter perfume. Lord shouts to lord 
and captain to captain. The goblets clash. The 
decanters rattle. There comes in the obscene 
song, and the drunken hiccough and the salaver- 
ing lip and guffaw of idiotic laughter, bursting 
from lips of princes, flushed, reeling, blood- 
shot, while mingled with it all I hear the 
Huzza! Huzza for Belshazzar! 

Sunday’s Address, as printed Monday, No- 
vember 10,1913, in the “Johnstown Democrat:” 

Night was upon Babylon. The shadows of 
her 200 towers were beginning to lengthen. The 
Euphrates rolled on touched by the fiery splend- 
ors of the setting sun, and the gates of brass 
opened and shut like doors of flame. The hang- 
ing gardens of Babylon, wet with heavy dew, 
began to pour from starlit flowers and dripping 
leaf a fragrance for many miles around. The 
streets and squares were lighted for dance and 
frolic and promenade. Scenes of riot and was- 
sail were mingled in every street, and godless 
mirth and outrageous excesses and splendid 
wickedness came to the king s palace tonight. 
Rushing up to the gates are chariots upholstered 
with precious cloths, drawn by fiery-eyed horses 
that rear and neigh in the grasp of the char- 
ioteers while a thousand lords dismount and 
women dressed in all the splendor of that As- 
syrian age. Open wide the gates and bid the 
guests come in! The chamberlain and the cup 
bearers are all ready. Hark to the rustle of silk 
and carols of music. See the blaze of jewels. 
Lift the banners, fill the cups, clap the cymbals, 
blow the trumpet! Let the night go by with 
song and dance and ovation. Ah! ’Twas no 
common banquet to which these people came. 
The signal was given and the lords and the 
ladies and the mighty men and women of the 
land come around the table. Be-starred head- 
band and cockanet of royal beauty gleam to the 
chalices as again and again, and Still again they 
drain their cups. Pour out the wine! Let foam 
and bubble kiss the rim! Away with care 
from the palace. Tear royal dignity to tatters! 
Pour out more wine. Give us more light, wild 
music, sweeter perfume. Lord shouts to lord 
and captain to captain. The goblets clash. The 
decanters rattle. There comes in the obscene 
song and the drunken hiccough and the salaver- 
ing lip and guffaw of idiotic laughter, bursting 
from lips of princes, flushed, reeling, blood- 
shot, while mingled with it all I hear the 

i Hurrah! Hurrah for Belshazzar! 

It has been plainly and conclusively proven that a part of “Billy” 
Sunday s Decoration Day oration, delivered in Beaver Falls, Pennsylvania, 
Sunday, May 26, 1912, and printed in the “Daily Times,” Beaver, Pennsyl- 
vania, Monday Evening, May 27, 1912, was taken from an oration delivered 
several years before by Robert G. Ingersoll. 

With this fact before you, you will read with interest and amusement the 
following statements which are to be found on page 10 of the “Daily Times” 
of Beaver, Pennsylvania, Monday Evening, May 27, 1912: 

“They all heard from the lips of Evangelist Sunday what was unanimous- 
ly declared to be the most eloquent, forceful, and inspiring address that has 
ever come from the lips of man on a similar occasion in this valley. 

“Following the address, a pathetic incident occurred, when an old 
veteran, enfeebled by age, walking by the aid of crutches, grasped the hand of 
Mr. Sunday and said, ‘It was the best thing I ever heard.’ ” 


