
In another address, “Billy” Sunday says: “IF ANY OF YOU BUSINESS MEN 
GALLED ON YOUR STENOGRAPHER’S TESTIMONY TO GET YOU PAST THE 
PEARLY GATES, DO YOU THINK YOU WOULD LAND?” 

Editorial Note by Wilbur Glenn Voliva: We now call to the witness stand 
Mr. Bentley D. Ackley, who was “Billy” Sunday’s secretary for many years. Mr. 
Ackley states that the sermons Sunday delivered in his revival in Patterson and else- 
where, were almost exact counterparts of those delivered by “Sam” Jones, Talmage, 
and Gipsy Smith. Ackley further states that Sunday’s sermon, “New Birth,” 
which seldom failed to reap a harvest of “sawdust trail hitters,” was preached 
several years ago by Gipsy Smith. Mr. Ackley further states that Sunday’s sermon 
on the Ten Commandments was taken from the writings of Evangelist T. De Witt 
Talmage, and that “Chickens Come Home to Roost” was first delivered by “Sam” 
Jones. Now, “Billy” Sunday, how do you expect to get past the Pearly Gates in 
the face of this testimony of your secretary? 
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From “Gems of Truth and Beauty,” printed 
by Rev. Charles C. Albertson, copyright, 1888, 
pages 298 and 299 of Dr. Talmage’s great ser- 

mon on “Home:” 

One twilight after I had been playing with 
the children for some time, I laid down on the 
lounge to rest. The children said: “Play 
more!” Children always want to play more. 

And, half asleep and half awake I seemed to 
dream this dream. It seemed to me that 

I WAS IN A FAR DISTANT LAND — 

not Persia, although more than Oriental luxuri- 
ance crowned the cities; nor the tropics — al- 
though more than tropical fruitfulness filled the 
gardens; nor Italy — although more than Ital- 
ian softness filled the air. And I wandered 
around looking for thorns and nettles, but I 
found none of them grew there. And I walked 
forth, and I saw the sun rise, and I said: When 
will it set again?” And the sun sank not. 
And I saw all the people in holiday apparel, 
and I said: “When will they put on working- 
man’s garb again and delve in the mine and 
swelter at the forge?” But neither the gar- 
ments nor the robes did they put off. And I 
wandered in the suburbs, and I said: “Where 
do they bury the dead of this great city ? And 
I looked along by the hills where it would be 
most beautiful for the dead to sleep, and I saw 

castles and towns and battlements, but not a 

mausoleum, nor monument, nor white slab could 
I see. And I went into the great chapel of the 
town, and I said : Where do the poor worship; 
where are the benches on which they sit?” 
And a voice answered: “We have no poor in 
this great city. And I wandered out, seeking 
to find the place where were the hovels of the 
destitute, and I found mansions of amber and 
ivory and gold, but no tear did I see or sigh 
hear. I was bewildered, and I sat under the 
shadow of a great tree, and I said, “What am 

I, and whence comes all this?” And at that 
moment there came from among the leaves, skip- 
ping up the flowery paths and across the spark- 
ling waters a very bright and sparkling group; 
and when I saw their step I knew it, and when I 
heard their voices I knew them; but their ap- 
parel was so different from anything I had ever 

seen, I bowed, a stranger to strangers. But af- 
ter awhile, when they clapped their hands and 
shouted, “Welcome! welcome!” the mystery 
was solved, and I saw that time had passed and 
that eternity had come, and that God had gath- 
ered us up into a higher home; and I said: “Are 
we all here?” and the voices of innumerable 
generations answered: “All here;” and while 
tears of gladness were raining down our cheeks 
and the branches of the Lebanon cedars were 

clapping their hands, and the towers of the 
great city were chiming their welcome, we be- 
gan to laugh and sing and leap and shout, 
“Home! home! home!” 

From “ ‘Billy Sunday — The Man and His 
Message, by William T. Ellis, copyright, 1914, 
by L. T. Myers: 

(CAUTION: The entire contents of this book 
are protected by the stringent new copyright 
law, and all persons are warned not to attempt 
to reproduce the text, in whole or in part, or 

any of the illustrations.) 
Pages 128 and 129: 

A DREAM OF HEAVEN 
‘‘Some years ago, after I had been romping 

and playing with the children, I grew tired and 
lay down, and half awake and half asleep, I had 
a dream. 

I dreamed I was in a far-off land; it was not 
Persia, but all the glitter and gaudy raiment 
were there; it was not India, although her coral 
strands were there; it was not Ceylon, although 
all the beauties of that island of paradise were 

there; it was not Italy, although the soft 
dreamy haze of the blue Italian skies shone 
above me. I looked for weeds and briars, 
thorns and thistles and brambles and found 
none. I saw the sun in all its regal splendor 
and I said to the people, “When will the sun 

set and it grow dark?” 
“They all laughed and said: ‘It never grows 

dark in this land; there is no night here.’ 
“I looked at the people, their faces wreathed 

in a simple halo of glory, attired in holiday 
clothing. I said: ‘When will the working men 

go by clad in overalls? and where are the 
brawny men who work and toil over the anvil?’ 

“They said, ‘We toil not, neither do we spin; 
there remaineth a rest for the people of God.’ 
“I strolled out in the suburbs. I said, ‘Where 

are the graveyards, the grave-diggers? Where 
do you bury your dead ? 

They said, We never die here. 
“I looked out and saw the towers and spires; 

I looked at them, but I did not see any tomb- 
stones, mausoleums, green or flower-covered 
graves. I said, ‘Where, where are the hearses 
that carry your dead? Where are the under- 
takers that embalm the dead?’ 

“They said, ‘We never die in this land.’ 
“I said, ‘Where are the hospitals where they 

take the sick? Where is the minister, and 
where are the nurses to give the gentle touch, 
the panacea?’ 

“They said, ‘We never grow sick in this 
land.’ 
“I said, ‘Where are the homes of want and 

squalor? Where live the poor?’ 
“They said, ‘There is no penury; none die 

here; none ever cry for bread in this land. I 
was bewildered. I strolled along and heard the 
ripple of the waters as the waves broke against 
the jeweled beach. I saw boats with oars dip- 
ped with silver, bows of pure gold. I saw 
multitudes that no man could number. We all 
jumped down through the violets and vari- 
colored flowers, the air pulsing with bird song, 
and I cried, 

“‘Are — all — here?.’ And they echoed, 
“ ‘All — are — here.’ 
“And we went leaping and shouting and vied 

with bower and spire, and they all caroled and 
sung my welcome, and we all bounded and 
leaped and shouted with glee, ‘Home — Home 
— Home.’ ” 

On page 13 of the Omaha “Daily News,” in an address, “Billy” Sunday said: 
“IF YOU ARE A CHRISTIAN, THE WORLD HAS A RIGHT TO EXPECT YOU 
TO SHOW IT, OR ELSE YANK DOWN YOUR SIGN.” 

Editorial Note by Wilbur Glenn Voliva: Will Sunday now, in view of the 
exposure of his brazen literary thefts, “YANK DOWN” HIS SIGN AND QUIT? 

From the Introduction to “Leaves from a 

Worker’s Notebook,’’ by the Rev. David Me- 

Conaughy, written in the year 1888: 

| 
I 

Entering the Portico, in Genesis, he passed 
through the Portrait Galleries of the Historical 
Books, extending to the end of the Kingdom; 
found the Music Room, in the Psalms — where 
the Spirit, sweeping the keyboard of human 
nature, touches every chord, from the low moan ! 

of the Fifty-first, all dripping with tears, Have 
mercy upon me, 0 God,” to the swelling note J of the Twenty-fourth, “Lift up your heads, 0 j 
ye gates;” passed through the Business Office, 
in Proverbs; the Chapel, in Ecclesiastes, echoing 
with the voice of the Preacher; the Conserva- 
tory, in the Song of Solomon, fragrant with 
the Rose of Sharon, and the Lily of the Valley, 
with all trees of frankincense, with pleasant 
fruits and with all spices, smelling like Leba- 
non; then looked into the Observatories of the 
Prophets, with telescopes of various sizes, point- 
ing some toward near and some toward distant 
stars, but all brought to bear upon the Bright 
and Morning Star about to arise. Passing on, 
he entered the Audience Chambers of the King 
Himself, in the Gospel, viewing his Lord from 
four standpoints; next witnessed the Holy 
Spirit performing His office work in the Acts; 
inspected the Correspondence Rooms, in the 
Epistles— with Paul and Peter and James and 
John and Jude, each at his desk; and finally 
gazed upon the dazzling splendors of the Throne ! 
Room, in the Revelation. 

From a Book, entitled, “ ‘Billy’ Sunday — 

The Man and His Message,” by William T. 

Ellis, Copyright, 1914, by L. T. Myers. 
(CAUTION: The entire contents of this book 

are protected by the stringent new copyright 
law, and all persons are warned not to attempt 
to reproduce the text, in whole or in part, or 

any of the illustrations.) 
See Pages 259 and 260 —“Billy” Sunday’s 

wonderful (?) climax to the sermon, entitled, 
“Standing on the Rock:” 

Twenty-seven years ago, with the Holy Spirit 
for my guide, I entered this wonderful temple 
that we call Christianity. I entered through 
the portico of Genesis and walked down through 
the Old Testament art gallery, where I saw the 

portraits of Joseph, Jacob, Daniel, Moses, 
Isaiah, Solomon and David hanging on the wall; 
I entered the music room of the Psalms and the 

Spirit of God struck the keyboard of my nature 
until it seemed to me that every reed and pipe 
in God’s great organ of nature responded to 

the harp of David, and the charm of King 
Solomon in his moods. 

I walked into the business house of Proverbs. 
I walked into the observatory of the prophets 

and there saw photographs of various sizes, 
some pointing to far-off stars or events — all 
concentrated upon one great Star which was to 

rise as an atonement for sin. 
Then I went into the audience room of the 

King of kings, and got a vision from four dif- 
ferent points — from Matthew, Mark, Luke and 
John. I went into the correspondence room, 
and saw Peter, James, Paul and Jude, penning 
their epistles to the world. I went into the Acts 
of the Apostles and saw the Holy Spirit form- 

ing the Holy Church, and then I walked into 
the throne room and saw a door at the foot of 
a tower and, going up, I saw One standing 
there, fair as the morning, Jesus Christ, the 
Son of God, and I found this truest friend that 
man ever knew; when all were false I found 
Him true. 

In another address, “Billy" Sunday says, “IT IS THE POLISHED MORAL 
SINNER WHO IS THE MOST DANGEROUS." 

Editorial Note by Wilbur Glenn Voliva: We say to “Billy" Sunday, a man 

who professes to be a Christian, poses as a minister of the Gospel, and then is guilty 
of the most brazen literary thefts, is a far more dangerous man in a community 
than an out-and-out sinner. 

From the volume, “Sermons by George R. 
Stuart,” page 49: 

“I shall go with you tonight to 

THE DEAREST AND MOST 
SACRED SPOT ON EARTH 

to you and me — a spot around which cluster J 
the sweetest associations and the most precious 
memories. I shall speak tonight of home. The 
longer I live, the more I visit from home to 

home, the more I see of the sorrows and cares, 
the successes and failures of this life, the more 

I am impressed that the home problem is the 
greatest problem of our civilization.” 
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From “Billy” Sunday’s addresses delivered 
in Cedarfalls, Iowa, and printed in the “Re- 
publican” of Friday, October. 22, 1909: 
“I am going to ask you to take a trip with 

me to the most sacred spot in this world — the 
spot which knows more of sweet associations 
and pleasant memories than any other place in 
the world — the home. The more I travel up 
and down this old world, the more I see of 
drunkenness and sobriety, the more I see of 
vice and virtue, the more I see of religion and 
infidelity, the more I am convinced of the fact 
that the home is the greatest problem with which 
we have to contend today.” 

From “Billy” Sunday’s addresses in the City 
of Omaha and printed in the “Omaha Bee” of 
October 25,1915: 

“The subject around which clusters more 
sweet associations and precious memories than 
any other place in all the world — the home. 
The longer I live and the more I visit up and 
down this land and see the joys and sorrows, 
the successes and failures of men and women, 
the more thoroughly I become impressed with 
the fact that the greatest institution of the 
American people today is the home.” 

In another address, “Billy” Sunday said: “ ‘THOU SHALT NOT STEAL.’ 
LISTEN A MINUTE! A MAN IS A THIEF WHEN HE TAKES THAT FOR 
WHICH HE DOES NOT GIVE ADEQUATE RETURN, EITHER IN PROPERTY, 
WORK, OR MONEY; A MAN IS A THIEF WHEN HE SAYS, ‘THIS IS ALL 
WOOL,’ AND IT IS HALF COTTON; A MAN IS A THIEF WHEN HE SAYS, 
THIS IS IMPORTED,’ WHEN IT IS MADE IN OMAHA OR NEW YORK; A 

MAN IS A THIEF WHEN HE SAYS, ‘THIS IS A PURE ARTICLE,’ WHEN IT IS 
ADULTERATED. IF HE KNOWS IT, UNDERSTAND, HE IS A THIEF.” 

Editorial Note by Wilbur Glenn Voliva: We say plainly to “Billy” Sunday 
that a man is also a thief when he takes other men’s productions, delivers them, 
palms them off on the public as his own, thus deceiving them; then prints them' 
copyrights them, and sells them for money —thus obtaining money under false 
pretenses. 


