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			“Sunday in New York” is a dynamic and riveting story of Billy Sunday, America’s outstanding evangelist of the early 20th Century. His powerful Gospel meetings resulted in a spiritual awakening in New York City in 1917 on the eve of World War I. Don’t miss this insightful portrayal of the most dynamic preacher of his time.

			Dr. Ed Hindson

			Dean Emeritus | Distinguished Professor of Religion

			Rawlings School of Divinity, Liberty University

			Put yourself in the shoes of those who walked the famous "sawdust trail" with this engaging and inspiring work of historical fiction. Robert Allen’s novel takes you back in time to experience the impact of Billy Sunday’s life and message as if you were there!

			Matthew Morrell 

			Senior Pastor, Fourth Baptist Church, Minneapolis

			President, Central Baptist Theological Seminary

			Robert Allen didn’t just tell us the story of Billy Sunday and the New York City revival. He put us directly into the history of 1917 in New York, with intrigue, suspense and a satisfying conclusion.”

			Dorothy Freerksen

			Pastor’s wife and librarian, Virginia

			There are few things bigger than New York City. Billy Sunday may be one of them. In this book, Robert Allen gives us a behind-the-scenes glimpse of Sunday’s 1917 New York City revival meetings.  It is a fascinating look at the influence of Billy Sunday.

			Bill Higley, PhD

			Vice President of Academics

			Clarks Summit University, Pennsylvania

			 “Sunday In New York” by Robert A. Allen is an historical novel worth reading. Not only does it capture the powerful spiritual impact of Billy Sunday’s great 1917 New York City Crusade and all the “behind-the-scenes” efforts that go into such a crusade, but it is written with all of the human interest elements that make for exciting reading. The sinister plots to disrupt the crusade, the fascinating interaction among the characters both for and against the crusade, and the romantic thread throughout the novel  between two seemingly mismatched people all make for reading that once I started, I could not put it down.

			Richard Burke

			Senior Pastor, First Baptist Church, New York City, retired

			Host, “A Voice from Broadway” on WOR Radio, 17 years

			Robert Allen hits a “home run” with his fictionalized account of baseball player turned evangelist, Billy Sunday. I remember seeing Robert as an actor portraying this dynamic preacher’s oratorical showmanship in a one-man drama he wrote about Sunday’s life and ministry. With this latest offering, you are transported back a century to World War I. The weekend the U.S. becomes involved in the war, Sunday begins his extended New York crusade. Tremendous attention to historical details, great character development and dialogue, and a love story make this a novel I didn’t want to put down. I highly recommend “Sunday in New York”!

			Randy L. Miller

			Graduate Research Librarian, Liberty University 

			“Sunday in New York” is a memorable read into the ministry of Billy Sunday highlighted by unique appearances of distinct individuals who played a role in 1917 America at the beginning of our declaration of war against Germany.  It is an inspirational read with an intriguing story line. I highly recommend it!   

			Dr. Alan Potter

			Professor, Shepherds Theological Seminary

			We yearn to see God's power unleashed. Truth be told, we crave something more than seeing it; we would love to be part of it ourselves. Thanks to Robert Allen, we can travel back a century to watch God's saving power bring thousands to Christ through Billy Sunday. The best part of it? We get to see how God used people who were no different, no stronger than we are today. This book makes me thankful for what God did, and it quickens my hope for what he might do -- through someone like me.

			Dr. James Lytle, President

			Clarks Summit University, Pennsylvania

			Robert Allen has chosen a beckoning topic for his new novel: Billy Sunday's New York City revival in 1917.  Allen, a life-long student of Sunday, is among the few eminently qualified reviewers to capture the essence of this exponentially influential evangelical exercise for those for whom the then-contemporary coverage is unavailable.  His picturesque prose compares favorably to that of any New York Times reporter who covered Sunday's sizzling salvation sermons in real time. The book is not for everyone on earth, as many reviews claim about a book. However, almost every living evangelical has a root or even many roots in Billy Sunday and will welcome this reader-friendly journey into their own genealogy. I know that I, a spiritual grandson of Sunday, welcome it and I highly recommend it.

			James Lutzweiler

			Archivist (1999-2013), Southeastern Baptist Theological Seminary

			Robert Allen, in his engaging work “Sunday in New York,” has captured the excitement and tensions of the most famous campaign of the athletic evangelist Billy Sunday and his wife and manager Nell, whom he affectionally called “Ma.” This 1917 campaign received no less press in New York than the concurrent U.S. declaration of war against Germany.  An impressive range of people engaged with the event — from dockworkers to the Roosevelts and the Rockefellers.  Much of the success was owed to Nell who leaves with us an appreciation for the planning and oversight required. Woven throughout is the story of Grace, Billy’s young assistant and a confidant to Nell, who singlehandedly thwarted a bombing attempt of the Sunday tabernacle. This is observed by Tom, a youthful investigative reporter, whose love interest in her develops as intrigues in the plot deepen. This work is not only for Sunday fans, but also for those who just like a good fast-paced read.

			Mark Marston Norris, Ph.D. Curator, Billy Sunday Museum

			Dean of the School of Arts and Sciences

			Grace College, Indiana
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			To Carmen

			“The heart of her husband safely trusts her.”

			Proverbs 31:11 (NKJV)

		


		
			CHAPTER ONE

			Tom Jefferson waved his press pass under the nose of the young man at the door of the Billy Sunday Tabernacle and stepped through into a pile of fresh sawdust. Wood shavings clung to his shoes and a pungent pine scent assailed his nostrils. Definitely not a New York City smell. Recognizing the futility of removing the bits of wood from his spat-top two-tone boots, he followed a wheelbarrow down the center aisle, skirted around the worker handling the shovel, and progressed beyond the physical preparations for the sawdust trail. He joined fellow reporters gathered around a balding man in a loose-fitting suit jacket and Edwardian tie just in time to hear the rationale for the floor covering.

			“Our western frontier introduced us to the Oregon Trail and the Chisholm Trail. Imagine out in Puget Sound County the joy of a lumberman lost in the tall woods who stumbles onto a trail that leads to home. Hitting the sawdust trail has led thousands of converts to salvation, bringing them home to the family of the Father.”

			Rev. James E. Walker warmed to his topic, one he had shared with reporters all through the West and Midwest, but never in New York City. “Not only does the metaphor of the trail attract those who seek reconciliation with God, it serves a practical purpose as well. Sawdust muffles the sound of shoes on a wooden floor. It is sanitary, fireproof, and dustless. It complements the other safety features of the tabernacle. You will notice that every aisle leads to a door. No board is fastened with more than two nails. Should an emergency arise, you could put a foot through the side of any wall. Fire extinguishers hang at ten-foot intervals and Col. George Breight leads a group of firemen and policemen on duty at every meeting.”

			As Tom listened to the obviously memorized spiel from Walker, his eyes rested on the slight form of a woman who stood just off to the right of the preacher, Sunday’s advance man. Her long, high-waisted skirt with large buttons down one side, coupled with a simple blouse and large collar framing her shoulders, did not distinguish her from any other woman he had seen that day. A no-nonsense straw cloche hat completed the ensemble.

			The eyes made all the difference. Azure, he decided. Intelligent. Shining. They transformed what would have been an ordinary face into one which required further observation. She carried no notebook, so not a reporter. Besides, he figured, he would have met her previously if she worked for one of the dailies. Part of the Sunday team, then. She looked at home in the tabernacle, although he didn’t think she would feel at home on Broadway.

			Grace Losing glanced down at her meticulous note card. The reporter from the New York Herald must have missed the meeting. “Short, balding, and slightly overweight, with rimless Ben Franklin glasses,” read the note. None of the men listening to Reverend Walker’s lecture fit that bill, especially the tall, dark-haired gentleman who had just joined them. She wavered between relief and disappointment. Coverage of the campaign by the newspaper famous for sending Stanley to Africa to find David Livingstone would be a plum. But the Herald’s reputation for muckraking would certainly make her job more difficult.

			“Billy arrives next Saturday,” Walker continued. “Don’t miss the big parade from the train station. This city is about to experience a revival unequalled in the history of the church. See that platform?”

			A nattily dressed young man waved gaily at the reporters as they turned to view the stage at the far end of the building. He took a bow as if Walker had been introducing him, and then turned back to resume direction of the volunteer choir rehearsal. The back of the platform was crowded with hundreds of singers on wooden chairs.

			“Was that Homer Rodeheaver who just waved at us?” questioned one of the reporters.

			“Homer? No. He’ll be here with the Sundays on Saturday. That young man graduated from Dartmouth. Name’s Mendel Scott. Amazing fellow. He’s recruited six thousand volunteer voices to sing in shifts of two thousand each service and prepared them for Homer’s arrival. One of the most talented young musicians in all the country. Something else about Mendel—his memory’s amazing. I daresay he could tell you the name of every one of those six thousand choir members. Billy prides himself on hiring only the best.”

			With a nod of approval to the man who had asked the question, Walker continued with his prepared speech. “That platform could carry a locomotive. It has been built to Billy’s exact specifications, guaranteed to remain solid through every gymnastic stunt he pulls. Oh, I know, you reporters think you can poke fun at him by describing him as a gymnast for Jesus. But that is exactly what he is. No one falls asleep when Billy preaches, guaranteed. The inverted sounding board over his head carries his voice to the gray-haired man on the back row who can’t even hear his wife call him for dinner.”

			Tom glanced around the rest of the tabernacle, mentally comparing it to the church where he normally worshipped. The comparison did not favor the barn-like simplicity of the hastily constructed edifice. No drapes, no organ pipes, no stained glass, no altars. Plain wooden benches instead of pews. A lectern instead of a pulpit at the front of an otherwise bare platform. Two pianos sat to one side. The backdrop of the choir completed the scene. No one would mistake it for a cathedral.

			“Behind the platform you will find telephones placed there for your convenience. We know you will not want to miss even one day of the next ten weeks. The postal service has opened a branch so the names of converts can be sent directly to the wonderful churches of your fair city immediately after each service. Through the doors to your left you will find a fully staffed nursery. Billy has been known to stop right in the middle of a sermon to invite a mother to take her crying infant out those doors, even if that mother might be his wife Nell.” He paused for the expected reaction before continuing, “Next to the nursery is a first aid hospital, with a nurse in attendance at all times, and beyond that you will find the YMCA cafeteria.”

			Growing bored with the recitation of information he had already received in a press-release from the campaign, Tom’s attention drifted toward one of the entrances. There seemed to be a confrontation of some sort. He almost missed the announcement that provided further information concerning the young lady he had been admiring.

			“By the time Billy arrives next Saturday, I will be on my way to Los Angeles. A new committee, like the illustrious group who brought Billy to your city, awaits my arrival. I will leave you in the capable hands of my assistant, Grace Losing. She will be the liaison with the press for the next ten weeks.”

			In Tom’s opinion, the brief introduction of the young lady in question seemed to be little more than an afterthought from the advance man. But it provided him an opportunity for a closer inspection without becoming obvious. Whereas Reverend Walker seemed bored with his job and dismissive of the need for interaction with the press, she made eye contact with each individual in the group of reporters, nodding a greeting and extending a welcome without saying a word. Until she came to him. A quizzical look flashed briefly across her face and her smile faded slightly. Apparently, he was not someone she had expected. No surprise there. She had been given Henry’s name by the editors.

			 As Walker led the group of reporters toward the back of the stage, pointing out the section reserved for them during each meeting and continuing his lecture on the construction of the tabernacle, Tom edged closer to the young lady. She had captured his attention by means of her inattention. He planned to accompany her as she followed the rest of the group, but instead she headed for the outer doors on the other side of the building. The commotion that had earlier caught his ear seemed to capture her attention as well.

			“What seems to be the matter, Silas?” Her voice was low, mellifluous, like a soft rain in Central Park. 

			“Just a drunk, ma’am. You know the rules. Colonel Breight says no drunks in the tabernacle, even if they work here.” Silas, the usher, held the door firmly against the foot of a man who seemed determined to force an entrance. His face pressed against the crack and his words confirmed the inebriated state of which the guard had accused him.

			“He works here? Has he told you what he wants?” Grace approached the door and motioned for the usher to open it slightly, although not enough to allow the man to enter. 

			“Not so I can understand. Keeps mumbling about the bunting and his hammer and something about a bomb.”

			Hearing that, Grace opened the door and stepped through, pushing it shut behind her. Surprised by her sudden action, Tom attempted to join her. Silas and another usher blocked his way.

			“Let me through. I’m from the Herald. Someone has to help her.”

			“Help her? You don’t know Grace. She needs no help from you or any of us. Never seen another one like her for organizing things. Besides, the press is the last help she needs. No one she trusts less than the press. Go on back to your tour. Grace will be fine.”

			Before he could offer a new argument, the door reopened and Grace rushed past them, walking quickly and deliberately in the direction of the stage. The commotion had attracted the attention of others and she was joined by a gentleman in the uniform of the Seventy-First Armory Regiment. Tom followed behind, sensing a story far more interesting than the spiel of the tour guide.

			“Haus Rey,” she explained to the colonel in a low voice. “He was working overnight, hanging the patriotic bunting on the stage. Says he saw something but had no idea what it was. Then he heard them talking over at Manny’s Bar. He wanted to warn you, but your ushers wouldn’t let him in.”

			The colonel reached for her arm in a futile effort to slow down her progress. “We’ll have to evacuate the entire building. You know how seriously we take these threats. It’s not the first one since construction began.”

			Grace removed his hand. “The choir loft is full. Workmen crowd every aisle. Ushers stand at every door. There are reporters, Colonel. Reporters in the back room from every major newspaper in town. Do you know what would happen to this campaign if reporters were evacuated because of a possible bomb threat? I know where Haus was working. He told me where to look.”

			As Tom and the colonel watched, she knelt beside the stage, lifted the red, white, and blue bunting from beside a post holding up the platform and exposed a small, rather plain-looking package. Colonel Breight exhaled sharply and knelt beside her for a closer look. Rather than allow him to touch the box, she calmly removed her hat, placed it over the mysterious bundle, picked it up, and headed toward the rear of the auditorium.

			“No panic, sir. No evacuation. No one needs to know.”

			But he did know, thought Tom as he watched her leave. He did know. He knew there had been a bomb. He had seen it. The military fellow had seen it. He had just experienced one of the most amazing displays of chutzpah he had ever seen. Cool. Calm. No evidence of nerves. Grace Losing was a woman who demanded further observation and he intended to be the one to conduct that investigation.

			Once safely outside and away from the tabernacle, Grace handed the package to Colonel Breight and carefully returned her cloche hat to her head.

			“Definitely German workmanship,” he muttered. “It would have been easy enough to dismantle. You should have let me deal with it, Grace. I don’t know what you were thinking, taking a risk like that. You should have let me do my job. It’s a small device. The ushers could easily have handled the results with the extinguishers on the wall. We are ready for anything, you know. You are going to have to trust us.” All the time he spoke, the colonel messed with the wires, inspected the craftmanship, and defused any potential threat.

			Grace wrestled with reminding him that his chosen method of doing his job would have meant clearing the building, with all the accompanying chaos and panic and negative press coverage. Instead she tried to release her frustrations by readjusting her hat. Part of her new position involved placating and smoothing over potentially explosive situations. She needed to avoid lighting the short fuse that had long been a part of her temperament, but she couldn’t resist.

			 “I appreciate what you do, Colonel. But let me suggest to you that the results would not have been limited to what could be handled by your ushers and their extinguishers. A story like this in the hands of those reporters could sidetrack the entire campaign. Newspaper men are like those Iowa farmers who stand out in their fields at night and claim they can hear the corn grow. They’re like fishermen who catch a minnow and talk about the one that got away for the record books. Can you imagine the headlines in the Times? ‘Explosion Defaces Tabernacle.’ ‘Sunday Hall Unsafe’. ‘Sawdust Trail Burns.’ The city fathers would close us down before Billy ever arrived.”

			“And which headline would you prefer we use?” 

			She had been aware of him since they left the building, and even before that. But he hadn’t been on her list. Grace realized too late that one of those fishing for a story lurked right behind her back.

			“I bet you were expecting Henry Scharf. Balding? Short? Is that what it says on your notecards? Sorry to disappoint you. The editors sent him to Washington. Big story developing there, you know. So I got the big story in New York.” He extended a hand, hoping she would accept the business-like gesture in spite of her obviously frustrated surprise. “Jefferson. Tom Jefferson, just like the president. I’m from the Herald.”

			She didn’t disappoint. Her handshake felt firm and her eyes met his with a gaze that refused to back down from anything she had just said.

			“Mr. Jefferson. I am glad that the Herald chose to send a representative to our tabernacle tour. I expect you have learned more from your own observation than you did from Brother Walker’s explanation. Is there anything I could offer as a reasonable alternative to any of those headlines? After all, the crisis was averted.”

			“Negotiations already? What’s to prevent me from using a direct quote? ‘Communications liaison Grace Losing said that the bomb discovered in the tabernacle today would have caused the entire sawdust trail to burn.’  I could even improve on the headlines you suggested. How about, ‘Fire on the Sawdust Trail.’ But I won’t. Regardless of what you think of reporters, we really do try to be fair. I won’t even mention that a certain young lady tried to make the world safe for democracy by means of her cloche hat. People wouldn’t believe it anyway. I do plan to do my job just as you will continue to do yours. So, yes, you can offer a reasonable alternative. Agree to an interview over dinner so I can tell my readers the true story of why the Sunday campaign has replaced advance man James E. Walker with a spitfire with azure eyes and a short fuse.”

			“I’d sooner eat with the Kaiser himself,” she jerked her hand back from the grasp which had continued far too long. Temper was the one area Nell Sunday had warned her about when she offered her the position. There was no question in the minds of anyone on the team that Grace could handle the work, but there was a question about whether she could handle herself. She just wished she could wipe that cocky smile from his face. “I would be amenable to meeting with you here at the tabernacle, just as I would with any other newspaperman, but dinner is out of the question.”

			“And the interview? You agree to that as well?”

			She wanted to remind him she hadn’t agreed to anything, but she did her best to swallow any more eruptions that might be harmful to the ministry. Reverend Walker hadn’t even left town yet. She wasn’t officially on the job. It hurt to discover that someone could irritate her so easily. “Mr. Jefferson, the story of what will happen over the next ten weeks here in New York City is not about me. Billy Sunday has been invited here by your own city fathers to present a life-changing message. This message has been shared with thousands of people across the length and breadth of our nation. Families torn apart by the demon booze have been restored. Children have experienced love from fathers who once came home only to beat them. Communities have been improved by the transformation of vagrants and deadbeats into upstanding citizens. Mothers have rejoiced in reunions with wayward sons and daughters. If you want to hear those stories, I would be more than happy to meet with you at any time.”

			“Tomorrow then. Six o’clock in the tabernacle cafeteria. I need to eat even if you don’t. Right now, I have a deadline looming for the evening edition. Thank you for a very entertaining morning. I can’t recall when I have enjoyed an interview more.”

			Grace glared and started following the reporter as he disappeared through the back door into the tabernacle. She needed to correct his faulty assumptions, but his abrupt departure convinced her she had wasted enough time on him already. “Do you think we need to report the device to the police department?” she asked, abandoning her pursuit and turning back toward the colonel.

			“Sounds like you got yourself a date,” he chuckled. “Wouldn’t hurt, especially if he writes it up. They’ll wonder what we might be trying to hide otherwise. They’ve been great, Miss Grace. Very cooperative. The entire city has welcomed us with open arms. I’ll just drive it right on over to the Fifth Precinct. They’ll love the chance to see one of these German units up close. Rumor has it that the Krauts unloaded a ship full of these down on the docks last week. Far as I know, this is the first one that has surfaced.” Breight placed the box of wires and explosives carefully on the back seat of his Peerless. “You take care now. Don’t be carrying any more bombs inside your hat.”

			“Empty arms,” she agreed. “I must have been crazy to accept this position just in time for the New York City campaign. Pittsburgh or St. Louis or even Scranton would certainly have been simpler.”

			“Now Miss Grace. You’re going to be just fine. He’ll write his story. Congress will agree to President Wilson’s request to declare war, and any headline he writes will be shoved right off the front page. You know how journalism works. Nothing is new unless it’s big and nothing is big unless it’s new. Today’s headline becomes tomorrow’s garbage wrapper. The next day something bigger replaces it.”

			Grace waved to the colonel and made her way back inside the hall, hoping that Mr. Jefferson had kept his word and headed back to the Herald to file his report. Choir members crowded the aisles, avoiding wood scraps as workmen with wheelbarrows full of sawdust dumped their loads in the open area in front of the stage. 

			“Great practice, Mendel.” One of the choir members shook the hand of the dapper young man who had earlier assumed he was being introduced to the reporters. “Can’t wait until Mr. Rodeheaver hears us.”

			“Won’t be long now, Sven. He’ll be arriving with the Sundays on Saturday. You won’t miss the parade march, will you?”

			“Not for all the wheat in Russia. I am so excited to be part of this choir. To think that we will be singing under the direction of the great Homer B. Rodeheaver.” 

			“He will bring his trombone, won’t he?” another voice inquired.

			Mendel grinned, grabbed the outstretched hand, and shook it enthusiastically. “Joseph, I’ve never known him to go anywhere without it. Some people say he even takes it to bed with him. Thanks for coming today. What a great rehearsal.”

			As the choir members wended past the piles of sawdust, Mendel spotted Grace. Putting his fingers into his mouth, he gave a loud wolf whistle to gain her attention, then sat down at the piano and launched into the first few bars of “Pack Up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag.” 

			Laughing at his ability to gauge her sour moods and transform them to cheer, she joined him on the piano bench in an impromptu duet. “Smile, smile, smile.” She placed one hand over his mouth before he could add the next line.

			“While you’ve a lucifer to light your fag. Smile, boys, that’s the style,” he mumbled through her fingers.

			“Just determined to get me into trouble, aren’t you,”she said as he continued to jazz up the popular tune from England. 

			Turning his face away to escape her hand, he picked up the melody again. “What’s the use of worrying? It never was worthwhile.” Grace joined him once again on the final line.

			“So pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag and smile, smile, smile.”

			“No one could get you into trouble, Grace,” he said. “You borrow enough of it from everyone else. I wish you would quit worrying about this new job. You’ll be better than old Walker on day one. Here you are working yourself into a lather about a job you haven’t even started yet while I’m looking forward to a little R and R from a job that’s almost finished. Did you hear all the questions?” 

			Jumping to his feet he mimicked perfectly the voices from the choir. “’When will Homer be here?’ ‘Will he bring his trombone?’ ‘Is he still single?’ They can’t wait until a real choir director arrives.” 

			“I don’t think those altos crowding around your piano during sectionals cared a bit about Homer Rodeheaver’s marital status. They were more interested in yours.”

			“Noticed that did you? Hey, that reminds me. What did you think of my college roommate?”

			“Roommate?”

			“Tom Jefferson. We roomed together at Dartmouth my first year. He was a senior, journalism major. Best roomie I ever had. What did you think of him?”

			Grace walked away through the rows of choir chairs, picking up the music the singers had left behind. Mendel took the next row and they worked silently down to the other end of the platform.

			“What did he do, Grace? He’s the reason you came in here with the blues, right?” When no answer came, Mendel took the music from her and pulled her down into an empty chair next to him in the choir loft. “Gracie. Talk to me. What did he do?”

			“He’s going to destroy everything, Mendel. He wasn’t on my list. I was expecting someone short and balding. I said some things he shouldn’t have overheard. Oh, I can’t believe how quickly I’ve made a mess out of this entire assignment. I should never have let Mrs. Sunday talk me into this job.”

			“Short and balding? That certainly doesn’t describe Tom. Listen, Grace. I’ll go talk to him. He’s a reasonable man. Whatever happened, we can straighten it out.”

			Her eyes flashed fire. “He’s totally unreasonable. He’s a reporter. A pirate. Just like every other journalist. Stealing what rightfully belongs to others in order to enrich their own coffers. All he needs is a tricorne hat, a saber, and a blunderbuss.”

			“’I am a Pirate King,’” sang Mendel, forcing her lips back into a smile. “’And it is, it is a glorious thing to be a Pirate King.’ Give him a chance, Grace. Maybe it’s time a landlocked Iowa girl met a real pirate. You may decide you like what you see.”

			“Never.” Moving to the next row back she continued to clean up the music from the chairs in the choir loft. “Never! Never! Never!”
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