
In the home authority is needed today more 

than at any time in the history of this nation. 
I have met upon the arena of the conflict 

every form of man and beast imaginable to 

meet, and I am convinced tonight that neither 
law nor Gospel can make a nation without 
home authority and home example. Those two 
things are needed. 

Anarchy is not born in the anarchistic riots 
of the haymarket; it is kindled in the home. 
What a child is in the home he will be in the 
streets and in public. If a boy will not obey 
his father and mother he will not obey the social 
and moral law. 

The learning of the school and college will 
soon fade out of the minds of a girl and boy, 
but what they learn at your knee will stick 
when all else is gone. 

Themistocles said, “My children rule Greece.” 
“How is that?” he was asked. “My children 
rule their mother, and their mother rules me; 
I rule Athens, Athens rules Greece — my chil- 
dren rule Greece. 

They are uncontrolled when they are six and 
outlaws when they are sixteen. 

I was in a town in Minnesota, and was being 
entertained at the home of a banker. He had 
two children, a girl and a big, sort of a Clydes- 
dale kind of a boy. One day the door blew 

open in that home — a Minnesota blizzard was 

raging. The father said, “Donald, will you go 
and close the door?” “No, I won’t; I want to 

play with my blocks.” “If you don’t papa will 
have to, and he is tired working all day.” “I 
don’t care, Donald said. “ No, I won’t do it! ” 

And the-Tool father shut that door. I wanted 
to borrow that kid for about ten minutes. 
When I got through with him he would be like 
Buster Brown — he would rather stand. 

marble, magnificient as it is, is not the home of 

my country, but here in these country homes 
are reared the men and women of my country. 
These homes give us our men and women. 

Brick and marble do not make a country; men 

and women make a country. When God Him- 
self would start a nation, He made the home 
life the deciding question, and selected Abraham 
as the foundation on the ground set forth in my 

text; because God knew him, that he would 
“command his children and his household af- 
ter him,” and that God would therefore be able 
to bring upon Abraham that which He had 
spoken of him. 

Home authority and home example is ex- 

pressed in the words, “He will command his 
children and his household after him. * The ten 

years I spent as a school teacher, where from 
the log schoolhouse in the mountains to the 
boarding college of the towns I met every class 
and condition of children — where, as the old 
gladiator said, “I met upon the arena every 
shape of man or beast” — I learned the great 
truth of this text, that home authority and home 
example settle the great question of life and 
character. The years spent as a Methodist 
preacher, visiting from house to house, and the 
years spent in traveling over this great country 
of ours have only furnished illustrations on 

every hand of the fact that neither the law nor 

the Gospel can make a Christian nation without 
the help of home authority and home example. 

Anarchy is not born in the hay-market of 
Chicago; outlawism is not born in street mobs. 
The question of obedience to law is settled in 
childhood. The child who does not obey his 
father and mother will obey neither social, civil, 
or divine laws. 

The learning of the academy, the college, the 
university may fade from the mind, but the 
simple lessons of home defy the years and live 
on. 

Themistocles once said, “My little child rules 
all Greece.” When asked what he mean, he re- 

plied, “The little child rules its mother, the 
mother rules me; I rule Athens, and Athens 
rules all Greece. 

Uncontrolled at six and outlaws at twenty. 

I was in a home sometime ago, where a father 
asked a little six-year old child to shut the door. 
She replied, “I won’t do it.” He said, “Poor 
papa will have to shut it himself. She replied, 
“I don’t care, I won’t.” And I saw poor papa 
get up and shut the door. I wanted to borrow 
that child for about fifteen minutes, but upon 
mature reflection I decided her father was the 
fellow that needed lending. No man can bring 
a greater curse upon law and order and a good 
civilization, than to turn such creatures out into 
the world. 
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EDITORIAL NOTE BY WILBUR GLENN VOLIVA: Readers will please note that “Billy” 
Sunday, in his address delivered in the City of Omaha, Nebraska, September 9, 1915, says he 

was in a town in Minnesota and was being entertained at the home of a banker. He then 

proceeds to tell identically the same story that George R. Stuart told in his sermon delivered 
in the City of St. Louis, Missouri, March 8, 1895. 

COW FOLLOWS HER CALF 

I was down in Sharon, Pennsylvania, about 
four years ago, and I was going home from one 

of the afternoon meetings, and going across the 

Shenango River I saw, on the bridge, a mover’s 

wagon loaded with goods, and, going down the 
street amidst the crowds, an old cow was follow- 

ing after. She came on, and did not seem to 

mind the interurban from Youngstown, Ohio, or 

any of the traffic, and 1 said, “That is unusual. 
Just look at that old cow.” I looked up and 
there in a cage was a little calf, and 11 said, 
“Oh, I see; the mystery is solved now. That is 
her calf and she doesn’t propose to let her eyes 
get off that calf. 

I looked across the street to a place where 
they sold high-priced champagne, and there 
stood four young fellows all under twenty. 
They had cigarets hanging from their mouths, 
caps that looked like fried eggs, trousers turned 
up like cuffs, silk shirts, flowing neckties, and 
I said, “That old cow has more sense than the 
mothers of those young men. That cow is go- 
ing to know every minute where her calf is, 
while probably tb^ mothers of those young boys 
are off to some b. Ige whist or wine-drinking 
affairs, probably discussing me, and leaving 
them to go to the devil.” I said, “I take my 
hat off to that old cow.” 

OUR MOTHERS 

Passing down the streets of Chattanooga, I 
saw an old cow trotting along at the rear of a 

wagon. She was not tied. But everywhere 
the wagon went the nose of the old cow was 

close to the hind gate. She paid no attention to 

carriage or wagon or street car. She followed 
the wagon, and I could not understand it. I 
waited until the wagon approached me and as- 

certained the secret. A little calf was in a 

box up in that wagon. She was determined to 
see what became of her calf. 
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I pointed it out to a friend, and then called 
his attention to three little boys standing in 
the door of a saloon across the street, and said, 
“ I do not know where the mother of those boys 
is, but that old cow is a more faithful mother 
than the mother of those three boys. The old 
cow is determined to know where her calf goes, 
but the mother of those boys doesn’t care where 
they go.” 

SPECIAL NOTE BY WILBUR GLENN VOLIVA: Readers will please take note that 
the address delivered by “Billy” Sunday was delivered in the City of Omaha, Nebraska, 
Thursday night, September 9, 1915. In the address he said, “I was down in Sharon, Penn- 
sylvania, about four years ago” — that would be 1911; and then he goes on to tell George R. 
Stuart’s cow story, which Mr. Stuart told in St. Louis, March 8, 1895, as having occurred in 
the City of Chattanooga, Tennessee. 

A friend of mine went home, and he heard 
the children in the hall laughing. A five year 
old boy had dressed in his father’s clothes. He 
pulled the pantaloons up, drawn under his arms 

with a little string for suspenders. The vest 
was on, and the vest came to the floor. The coat 

dragged two feet on the floor. The sleeves 
came six inches beyond the hand. The collar 
looked like a horse’s collar. The hat hung down 
and hit his shoulders. 

Sometime ago I heard a roar of laughter in 
the hall of my own home. I walked out of the 
study and found the household laughing im- 
moderately at my little boy, who was coming 
down the stairs dressed in a full suit of my 
clothing. He had tied a string around the but- 
tons of my pants and pulled the waistband close 
up under his arms, and rolled the pants up at 
the bottom. The vest reached to his knees. 
The long coat dragged the floor, the big hat 
almost hid his head, and his feet were lost in 
my number nine shoes. , 

The father said, “That is the most solemn 
picture that I have ever gazed upon. 

He had the child taken to the photographer’s 
and a picture taken just as he was. He said, 
“Don’t remove a thing.” Now when he goes 
to a hotel and unpacks his grip, the first thing 
he sees is the picture of the little boy dressed 
in his father’s clothes. The last thing at night 
and the first thing in the morning that picture 
is on the bureau and is an inspiration. It says: 
“Go on, father, be careful; I go too. I am imi- 
tating you. I am going to be like you. Go to 
the saloon, and I go too.” 

How comical, how funny it seemed to the 
family! But as I looked upon it I saw the 
serious side, and said, “Wife, that is not a 

laughable picture to me. It has in it a lesson 
as touching as the great realities of life. That 
sight teaches me that the little boy wants to be 
like his father — wants to wear his father’s 
shoes and walk as his father; dress in his 
father’s clothes, and be as his father. God help 
me to go right!” 

I sent that boy by the servant to the gallery 
that morning and had his picture taken. That 
little picture is kept in my writing desk drawer, 
and every time I open that drawer that little 
picture talks to me, and says, “Look out, papa; 
I am following you.” 

EDITORIAL NOTE BY WILBUR GLENN VOLIVA: 
Readers, you will observe that George R. Stuart, in his address on “The Christian 

Home,” delivered Friday evening, March 8, 1895, in the Exposition Building, in St. Louis, 
Missouri, tells this story as having happened in his own, home. 

You will observe that “Billy” Sunday, in his address delivered Thursday night, Sept- 
ember 9, 1915, in the City of Omaha, Nebraska, says, “A friend of mine went home, and he 
heard the children in the hall laughing”—this was more than twenty years after George 
R. Stuart delivered his address. 

Is it not perfectly plain, to even the casual reader,; that “Billy” Sunday simply took 
George R. Stuart’s story, starting it out by saying, “A friend of mine”? Why didn’t Sunday 
say plainly, George R. Stuart. 

This shows you how utterly oblivious to the truth some evangelists are, “Billy” Sun- 
day in particular. 

All who read the above quotations from “Billy” Sunday’s address delivered in the City 
of Omaha, Nebraska, September 9, 1915, and who then read the quotations from George R. 
Stuart’s address delivered in the Exposition Building in the City of St. Louis, Missouri, on 

Friday night, March 8, 1895, will at once have to agree with me that “Billy” Sunday is not 
only a shameless literary thief — having stolen and palmed off on the public his address on 
the subject, “Home, Sweet Home,” from George R. Stuart and from Dr. Talmage — but has 
proven, in the two stories — one about the disobedient boy refusing to shut the door, and the 
other about the cow following her calf — that he is — you can draw your own conclusion. 

Any professed minister of the Gospel, any men and women professing to be Christians 
who, after reading this exposure continue to support “Billy” Sunday are no better than he 
is, and one and all should be condemned by every honest, truthful man and woman through- 
out the United States and the world. 

____WILBUR GLENN VOLIVA. 

Quoted from “Billy” Sunday’s address de- 
livered in Omaha, Nebraska, Thursday night, 
September 9, 1915, and printed in the Omaha 
“Daily News,” Friday, September 10, 1915. 

The introduction in the news paper reads as 

follows: 
“Billy” Sunday, Thursday night in the taber- 

nacle, preached one of his most noted sermons. 

His subject was — 

HOME, SWEET HOME 

You can ask ten men for a definition of 
home and they will give you ten different 
definitions. 

The one will say iU is the love of hearth; | 
the next, plenty to eat on the table, plenty 
to wear; work and comfort; intelligence 
and devotion; a greeting with a kiss when 
you come in; a regrettable good-bye when 
you leave. 

To another, want looks out from home 
squalor, vice, hunger and an empty tray; 
a tomb where the air is rent with curses; 
no Bible: no Sabbath Day, children who 
are robbers and thieves, obscene songs 
their lullaby; every face a picture of want; j 
the vestibule of the pit, the doormat to 
hell, the chains forging links to bind them 
down to perdition. 
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SPECIAL NOTE: Read the following from 
Dr. Talmage’s sermon on “The Home” — a 
sermon preached on Sunday morning, January 
7,1883, and quoted from page 177 of the volume, 
entitled, “The Brooklyn Tabernacle — a Collec- 
tion of 104 sermons preached by T. DeWitt Tal- 
mage, D. D.:” 

Ask ten different men the meaning of 
that word and they will give you ten differ- 
ent definitions^ 

To one it means love at the hearth, it 
means plenty on the table, industry at the 
workstand, intelligence at the books, de- 
votion at the altar. In that household dis- 
cord never sounds its warwhoop and de- 
ception never tricks with its false face. To 
him it means a greeting at the door and a 
smile at the chair, peace hovering like 
wings, joy clapping its hands with laugh- 
ter. Life a tranquill lake. Pillowed on 
the ripples sleep the shadows. 

Ask another man what home is and he 
will tell you it is want looking out of a 
cheerless fire-grate, kneading hunger in an 

empty bread tray. The damp air shiver- 
ing with curses. No Bible on the shelf. 
Children robbers and murderers in embryo, 
obscene songs their lullaby, every face a 

picture of ndn: want in the background 
and sin staring from the front. No Sab- 
bath wave rolling over that doorsill. 
Vestibule of the pit. Shadow of infernal 
walls. Furnace for forging ever1n.st.ing 
chains. 

From the “Chicago Tribune,” February 23, 
1916: 

LIKENS SELF TO ELISHA 
The Rev. James E. Walker says, 

“ ‘Billy’ 
Sunday is Latter Day Elijah.” 

“Mr. Sunday,” he said, “is being used as 

was Elijah in Biblical times. I am being used 
as Elisha, to follow along with Elijah.” 

Comment: Instead of “Billy” Sunday being 
Elijah, he is the antithesis of Elijah, and this 
man Walker must have been suffering from in- 

cipient paresis when he made the above state- 
ment. 

“Billy” Sunday is the greatest pirate that 
ever sailed the literary seas. 

If you are an honest man or woman and want 
to know the truth about “Billy” Sunday’s liter- 
ary thefts, order The Theocrat of March 9th, 
16th, 23rd, and 30th. 
Single copy.3 cents 
Two copies. 5 cents 
One dozen or more, each ..2 cents 

Order from Zion Publishing House, 
I Zion City, Illinois. 


