“Moment by Moment”

The Stoi‘y of Its Composer, May Whittle Moody

“WRITE some music for this
poem. I think it will be a
good hymn,” said Major D. W,
Whittle to his daughter, May, as
he handed her the words for the
now famous song, “Moment by
Moment.”

For May, now a young woman of
twenty-three, this was a challenge,
and a challenge was something she
could never refuse. For twenty
years her beloved father had
been engaged in evangelistic work
throughout the United States and
the British Isles. As his song
leaders, he had been most fortunate

to have P. P. Bliss, for the first'

thrze and a half years, and then
James McGranahan and George C.
Stebbins — all of them excellent
compesers. For years, Major Whittle
had written gospel songs, the music
for which had been composed
mostly by McGranahan, with an
occasional tune by Tra D. Sankey
or some other musician. This time,
howsever, the evangelist turned to
his beloved daughter. After all, she
had received a year's training in
music at Oberlin Collegg (1888-
89;. followed by a yecar’s study at
the Royal Academy of Music in
LLondon (1890-91). Since then, she
had been assisting both in the
services for her father's great friend,
D. L. Moody, and in his own cam-

paigns in Great Britain. Conse-
quently. it was  natural that he
should now turn’ to his gifted

daughter for the music for his latest
poemn.

By G. P. GARDINER

First of all, May commizited the
hymn to memory, the first verse of
which 1is:

Dying with Jesus, by death

reckoned mine;

Living with Jesus, a new life
divine;

Looking to Jesus 1ill glory doth
shine,

Moment by moment. O Lord, I am
thine.

Then she repeated it over and
over. As she quoted the excellent
sccond verse, now never printed, it
could have suggested to her, at least
subconsciously, her father’s heroie
service in the Union forces during
the Civil War:

Never a battle with wrong for the
right;

Never a contest that He doth not
fight; :

Lifting above us His ba:ner so
white,

Moment by moment, I'm kept in
His sight.

“As you repeat the thing over
and over, you come to some
rhythm,” commented the composer,
“and the melody comes that way.
And when you emphasize certain
words of the hymn, you want a note
that will correspond in emphasis.”
As the melody came to her, she
tried it out on the parlor Estey organ.
After a week or two, the composi-
tion was completed, and it was
ready to go out into the world.

It was the first hymn which May
wrote. Later, she was to write the
music for twenty-five more. Some
of these tunes, accomplished musi-
cians have felt, were better com-
positions from a musical standpoint,
but, as she said, the music for
“Moment by Moment” has been
“used the most,” and it is upon this
that her claim to world-wide fame
and blessing primarily rests.

Ira D. Sankey, Moody’s song
leader and the editor of numerous
hymnals, lived directly across the
street from the Whittles. (“Sankey
would get a melody and would try
to put the harmony to it,” but “he
hadn’t studied harmony™ and knew
his neighbor[May] bad, so he would
sometimes ask her “to harmonize
for him.”) When “Moment by



Maoment” was completed, the Major
ciivred to give Sankey the copyright
to it in return for “500 copics on
fze paper.” Recognizing its worth
—- both as to message and music,
Szakey quickly accepted the offer
2zd had it copyrighted on the same
dzy in both the United Statcs and
Exgland (1893). Sankey printed it
first in The Christian Choir (subsc-
vently incorporated in his great
compilation, Sacred Songs and Solos,
stil in print and used in England).
immediately, “Moment by Mo-
meat” became popular.  Andrew
Mourray, of South Africa, prolific
auchor and great conference speaker,
eard it on a visit to England early
in 1895. He felt it was the perfect
stziement, complete and concise, of
hiz belief and message. In nearly
eviry meeting, he had his wife sing
it — meetings attended by not less
tizn four hundred ministers, amdng
hase the great spiritual teaders of
Ecgland. Then Andrew Murray
crossed the Atlantic, at D. "L.
Moody’s request, and ministered
at his Northfield Conference and
at other conventions in Chicago,
Besion, and  Toronto.  “During
thzse Conventions,” states Andrew
Marray’s biographer, William Doug-
las. “Mr. Murray was never weary
of calling for the hymn beginning:
‘D-ing with Jesus by death reckoned
mine.”

“With such aids and impetus, it
is no wonder that “Moment by
Moment” speedily winged its way
th: world over. .

Ere long, Hudson Taylor, of
Ct'na Inland Mission fame, “found”
this song. He was in Sweden holding
some meetings attended by an officer
of 1he King “who was struggling
agzinst the bonds of - 2" terrible
tem:per. He had not accépted Christ,
dz:laring his temper to be ungovern-
ab 2. and that he would dishonor
an: profession he made.

“"Mr. Taylor,”” he said, ‘will you
an:woer my  questions  after this
mezting?

“Mr. Tayolr consented to the
inzzrview. During the meeting,
copies of ‘Moment by Moment” were
diz:ributed among the people and

sung cntire, and the gentleman was
scen to be studying it intently.
After the closing prayer, he told Mr.
Taylor that all his questions were
answered and his doubts scttled, and
he knew that he should be kept
‘moment by moment.’”

Mary (or May, as she was called
in early life) Whittle Moody was
born in Chicago, lllinois, March 20,
1870, the second child of Major
D. W. and Abbie Hanson Whittle.
Mother Whittle was an independent,
determined, rather spunky woman
of Norwegian descent, while Father
Whittle was a charming New
England gentleman of commanding
presence. These qualities were
blended in balanced proportions in
their daughter,

The year before May’s birth,
Major Whittle had accepted a posi-
tion with the Elgin National Watch
Co., and by his industry was quickly
rising to the top. Not long after
May’s birth, the family was able to
move from their home on Chicago’s
west side to a lovely house, which
her father built, in Buena Park,
then a fine residential suburb on
Chicago’s fashionable north side.
Although an active and prosperous
businessman, Major Whittle devoted
all his spare time to Christian ser-
vice, much of it connected with what
he called “that bundle of electricity,
stcam, and dynamite combined —
D. L. Moody.”

Whittle and Moody had become
fast friends at their first meeting
when the former was on furlough in
1863 “with a wound received at
Vicksburg.” From then on, Moody
“followed” Whittle very closely. In
fact, so close was the association
that May testified “she could not
recall any time in her lifc when she
did not know D. L. Moody.”

“When 1 was a child, my mether
took me to one of his big meetings.
When it was over. I slipped through
the crowds and reached him where
he stood on the platform. 1 must
have been very young for I threw
my arms around his knees: 1 took
for granted he would be glud to see
me, and T can remember to this day
the warmth of the cxpression on his

fuce as he looked down on me.”
Just six days after May’s fourth
birthday, an cvent took place in her
father’s lifc which was to influence
the coursc of her own lifc pro-
foundly. D. W. Whittle decided to
leave his prosperous business carcer
and enter full-time evangelistic
work, For some time, Moody had
been urging him to take this step,
and then, as the result of the marked
success of his first three-day cam-
paign, he knew he must *‘preach
the gospel.” When he announced
his plans to the Elgin Company, he
was offered a salary double to that
he was rcceiving if only he would
remain with them. Instead, they had
to be content with giving him a gold
watch as the token of their esteem.
This decision held certain un-
pleasant aspects for the family, as it
included a greatly curtailed income
and prolonged periods of separation.
Already, however, there was a very
strong bond of affection between
warm, affectionate father and his
loving daughter, and this grew
stronger with each passing year, in
spite of his long absences from
home. Perhaps these times cven
scrved to strengthen their ties, for
little May’s thoughts were contin-
ually directed towards him, and
eagerly she looked for his letters
and his return to the hearth. Cer-
tain it was that she loved her father
with unusual devotion and that he
reciprocated in like manner.



When May was nine years old
(1879), still ancther event occurred
which was to affect her whole after-
ife deeply. “1 heard Mr. Moody
telling my father all about the girls’
school that he had just started at
Northfield,” she later recailed, *and
1 said to mysclf, ‘I shall go to that
school. a thousand miles away.””
But she would have to wait six long
vears before she could go, since the
school did not accept girls before
they were fifteen. Never once, how-
ever, did she waver in her deter-
mination to go to Northfield. Of
course, her father was “greatly
pieased with her desire.

Meanwhile, other important events
were to take place in her young
life. As yet, she was unconverted,
though the soil of her heart was
prepared for that event. “The great-
est thing my parents did for me was
to remind me constantly that Jesus
loved me, and that I could please
Him by doing right, and 1 could
hurt Him by doing wrong. Little
children can be taught so they really
can make a decision when they are
very young.”

That time came for May when
sne was cleven. Then it was that
“she gave her heart to Jesus,” and,
from that day forward, shc main-
tained that she never had a single
doubt about her experience or about
the literal interpretation of the Bible.

“What do you mean, you never
had a doubt?” years later her
daughters asked her as they grew
older, for to thcm it scemed unbe-
lizvable for her not to have ever had
even a single doubt. But the only
answer which they received was a
firm, “No.”

May believed the Bible litcrally
and had no intention of discussing,
much less arguing, about this fact,
though some of those she loved and
respected the most held widely
different views. “Don’t arguc with
your mother,” was her  beloved
husband’s  wise counsel to  their
daughters. “It doecsn’t do any good.”

When May was about fiftecn,
she attended one of D. L.
Mboedy's meetings in Chicago. At
th= close of the service, he invited

those desiring conversion to go to
the Inquiry Room. I wondercd
what he did there, until I followed
along and landed in at the door,”
she said. “He was talking to a girl
away up in the front. He saw me
and beckoned to me and said,
‘Come, May, I want you to help me.
This girl wants to bz a Christian,
and you are a Christian. Sit down
and tell her how to become a
Christian.” ”

Reflecting on this expericnce in
her Iatter years, May commented,
“That’s the way he helped thousands
of professing Christians who had
never done any active work for
Christ. From that time on, I was a
different person. I knew I had to
study my Bible to know how to help
a person become a Christian. So I
always felt deeply grateful to him
for that start.”

At last, May’s dream was realized,
and, in the fall of 1885, she went
to the Girls’ School at Northfield.
The school at that time “opened
with a week of preaching from
someone Mr. Moody trusted to lead
the new students to Christ if they
hadn’t made their dacision. So, we
had a wonderful week every year,”
May recalled. Now she put to use
her study in soul-winning and
“loved working” in the inquiry
meeting — “a second meeting after
the preaching. If you believe in the
Holy Spirit and if He is lcading in
the meeting, it's so easy and so
difficrent. There's such power there
when the Word is preached. It’s not
too hard to bring people to
decistons.”

Very soon after May’s arrival at
Northficld, Moody called on her to
sing a hymn at a funeral which he
was having for a little girl. Alrecady.
it was recognized that she “pos-
sessed a voice of rarc sweetness
and richness of quality.” May, of
course, responded and “was so im-
pressed the way he conducted that
funeral for a litle girl.” Afier that,
throughout her Northfield vears, she
was “taken away from school to
sing at diffcrent things.”

Throughout this time, she took
the opportunity to observe the great

evangelist at very close range. She
Manted to know if he was really
sincere, and so she “watched him
very closely . .. everything he did
and said. I wanted to prove it was
sincerc.” And D. L. Moody morc
than stood the test! :

At the same time, unbeknown to
her, D. W. Moody’s oldest son,
William R., exactly a year older
than she, was obscrving her! The
two families, as indicated, had bzen
very close in Chicago years bafore,
but now the Moodys were making
their home in Northfield. During his
extensive campaigns in the British
Isles, the evangelist had taken his
family with him and had placed Will
in English boarding schools. Con-
sequently, May and Will had seen
little of cach other in the interven-
ing years. Then, two years after
May came to Northfield, Will left
for four years at Yale. and their
paths again diverged for several
years. However, it was evident that
May was in his heart, but rescrved
as he was, he gave no expression
to his thoughts as yet.

After finishing her three years at
Northfield, it was at this time that
May went to Oberlin College. After
that year, so gifted and promising
was May that her parents felt she
should pursue her musical educa-
tion, and therefore, in 1890, she
accompanicd her father to England
on one of his evangelistic trips,
where for the following year she
studied at the Royal Academy of
Music in London. Later, her mother
was to join them for a time.

May stayed on with her father
and attended many of Moody’s large
meetings in England, Scotland. and
Ireland. From time to time, she
rendered “special sclections.” After
Moody returned to America, Major
Whittle continued to hold evangel-
istic meetings throughout Ireland.
accompanicd by his daughter. Of
her participation in these, George
C. Stebbins, her father's song leader,
wrote in his memoirs that she “con-
tributed greatly to the blessing in
the miectings by her singing and her
work among the women in the
towns visited.”



Although D. L. Moody had held
a conference for Christian workers
a: Northficld in 1880, it was not
until 1885 that this became an an-
1aal gathering. The following year
(1886). the first Students’ Confer-
eace designed for the edification of
those aftiliated with the college de-
partment of the YMCA was held
ard continued yearly with increasing
atiendance and blessing. As May
Whittle observed its beneficial re-
sulis, she felt the girls of boarding
school age ought to be able to share
in a similar opportunity and benefit.
So she went to Mr. Moody and
said, “I think there should be a
conference for girls.”

“Go ahead and start one,” was
Mr. Moody's reply — so very
typical of the man and his methods.

And she did. The first one was
held in August of 1893 with an
enrollment of some three hundred
girls, and the organizer secured none
other than Mrs. A. J. Gordon, wife
of Boston’s famous pastor, to pre-
side over the sessions. So popular
was this Girls’ Conference that not
only did it become an annual affair,
but it had to be run in two two-week
sessions and came to be considered
the most successful of all the North-
ficid Conferences. As earlier indi-
cated, this was one of the outstand-
ing achievements of May’s life.
Many future leaders found Christ
and received their inspiration for
service in these conferences.

During this same year, indeed a
memorable one for May Whittle,
William R. Moody, then twenty-
four, proposed to her. Without
hesitation, she refused him because
he had not as yet joined the church,
thus giving concrete, public ex-
pression to the fact that hethad been
converted. Under no circumstances
would she marry @ man who was
ne converted and had not also
puzlicly confessed Christ. That was
her first consideration, and there
couid be no consideration of any
voung man, no matter how fine,
how educated, or even if he was
the son of the world's greatest
cvzngelist, until this was scttled.

Will Moody was a young man

‘William R. Moody

Oldest son of D.L. Moody and husband
of May Whittle.

of sterling character. As “D. L.’s”
son, the eyes of Christians the world
over were upon him, and much was
expected of him in every way. An
exemplary young man and one
who loved and respected his parents
highly, he, nevertheless, had his own
inner conflicts concerning spiritual
matters.” “D. L.” wisely left him to
the Lord — and his mother. She
repeatedly dealt with him and
prayed for him. But Will Moody
was not going to take any stand
that wasn’t his own. He was self-
conscious about being “D. L.’s” son
and was not going to let poople
assume that, simply because hs was
his father's son, he was going to be
converted.

At last, while at Yale, “D.L.” re-
ceived word that Will had “taken
a good stand for Christ.” And once
W. R. Moody took a stand about
anything, after carcful deliber-
ation, he never deviated from it.
(For example, he became convinced
it was wrong to travel on Sunday
or to take a Sunday newspaper, and
never did either thereafter. He lived
by his principles.) But although he
took a “stand for Christ,” he did
not join the church.

Rebuiffed by the one girl he loved
and wanted above all as his own,

Will Moody retired to think this
matter over. Again, he would not
join the church to gain May, but
at length after some months, he be-
came convinced that he should do
so. Then May accepted his proposal.
and on August 29, 1894, they were
married.

According to the unanimous testi-
mony of their children, the marriage
of May and Will Moody was “a
love afiair all their lives. Father ab-
solutely adored her. He was proud
of her.” He might not always agree
with her, but on only one occasion
was the family aware that there was
“a real standout” between them,
and that was over a conference
specaker whom Mrs. Moody wished.
Then she submitted to her husband’s
judgment. Otherwise, he was not
known to cross her on anything, so
highly did he respect her.

As for her father-in-law, D. L.
Moody, he was very happy over the
marriage, for he had always becn
exceedingly fond of May."And, now
that she was actually in the family,
she maintained the same uninhibited
attitude towards “D. L.” which she
had expressed as a little girl. She
respected him, of course, but she
didn’t stand in awe of him. But “D.
L.” seemed to enjoy her, for she was
fun, and he had a lot of fun in him.

In preparation for their marriage,
“D. L.” had built a large house for
May and Will at Mount Hermon,
just across the Connecticut River,
where he had located his school for
boys, corresponding to thc North-
ficld School for Girls. It was too
large for them, and so the young
couple took some of the students
into their home. There they lived
for five years.

Just a year after their marriage,
on August 20, 1895, their first
child, Irene, was born. She was the
first grandchild of both her grand-
parents, Major Whittle and D. L.
Moody, and how she captivated
these men and occupied their atten-
tion! In fact, there was pleasant
rivalry between them as evidenced
in a letter from Major Whiile to
the family, “We are glad to sce that
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Nir. Moody is home for a rest and
vwz:il see his little granddaughter . . .
[ saw Irene first. He saw her last.”

Two vears Jater a san was born,
rzmed for his grandfather, “D. L.)”
tua: from birth he suffered with
srinal meningocele and a little over
a vear later died from spinal menin-
giis. Under the circumstances, his
Jaath was really a blessing, but this
d:d not mitigate one whit the sufter-
ing of the family, especially the
mother's grief. k]

This death, however, was simply
thz beginning of sorrows for the
pzrents. Irene already was sick with
tuberculosis. Hoping that a change
of climate might help, “D. L.” took
Irzne and her mother to California.
Lzter, her mother took her to the
Adirondacks. Nothing availed ;o
estore her, and she went on to her
hzavenly home on August 22, 1899.
It was a terrible blow to “D. L.”
as well as to the parents, and while
they were confident she was with
Christ, her death was something her
mother, in particular, could never
forget.

May and Will Moody were very
fond of children and were exceed-
ir zlv happy when three months later
thzir third child, Mary Whittle, was
baorn. This joy, however, was, in one
szase, a burst of sunshine between
dark thunderstorms, for less than
six weeks later, D. L. Moody him-
s¢if entered the presence of the
Ning. At the close of his funeral
tzz Mount Hermon Quartet sang
a song which had been written
b Major Whittle with the music
b. May Whittle Moody, The Hope
o7 the Coming of the Lord.

At this time, Mav's .own father
w s suffering with the illness that
would result in his death on March
<. 1901. The intervening months
were filled with the oversight of
czre for his comfort. To do this,
Mzv and her family vacated their
~xn home and moved in for a time
with Mrs. D. L. Moody.

In uaccordance with his father's
-:oress wishes, Will assumed the

The Homestead

Originally the home of D.L. Moody, this became the home of Mr.

and Mrs. W.R. Moodyv. “D.L.>" died in the far right room on the

second floor. (This became one of the two “best guest rooms” of

the story.) The room at the far left of sume floor wus the bedroom
of Mr. and Mrs. W.R. Moody.

leadership of the Northfield School
and Conferences as well as Mount
Hermon after his death. With this
change, came greater responsibilities
both for him and for his beloved
wife.

The Northfield and Mount
Hermon schools were begun to
afford poor girls and boys an oppor-
tunity for a good education. Most
of the students in the early years
had to have financial assistance to
cnable them to attend. May Moody
took the keenest, personal interest
in this host which swarmed around
her and kept an eagle eye on the
lookout for those who merited or
needed special help.

Probably nobody knows how
many boys at Mount Hermon and
girls at Northfield were financed
through the efforts of Mrs. Moody.
When she saw some worthy student
that should be there. she would just
sit down and write to one of her
various well-to-do friends, “I need
five hundred dollars for a needy
boy,” or “I neced onc thousand
dollars. This girl descrves it.”

“And she'd get it.” remarked one
of her daughters. “I never knew her
to be turned down. She had a gift
for getting money out of pcople.”
Of course, this was always in the
interest of charitable causes. never
for herself. No wonder she was re-
membered with thankfulness by a

host of students.

In 1911, some years after Mrs.
D. L. Moody’s death, May and Will
Moody moved into The Homestead
where they were to live the rest of
their lives. There, especially, it was
that “May Moody created a home
that was not only warm and friendly
but was also a haven where the
great and the lowly werc equally
welcome and equally rewarded.
Through the years, the guest list at
The Homestead included people
from every environment — million-
aires and paupers, prominent clergy-
men and sinners, young aad old, the
fortunate and the unfortunate —
and all went away better for the
cxperience.

Throughout the years, four other
daughters were born to May and
Will Moody — Counstance, Emma
who was called Peggy, Beatrix or
Betty, and finally, Virginia who
lived only five years. It was a happy
family, brimful of vitality, with un-
derstanding love pervading  the
entire houschold.

Onc memory all the daughters
especially cherish is that of Christ-
mas morning. In their parents’ bed-
room was a fireplace on which the
four little girls hung their stockings.
Usually, they would waken about
four o'clock Christmas morning and
could not wait to sce what was in
their stockings. Excitedly, the quar-



terzz went down the hall to their
zzents’ room and sang outside the
door, “Away in a Manger.” As the
first notes of this song fell on his
eass. their father would jump out of
bed. shut the window, and light the
r= in the fireplace to get the room
wzrmed up. “They never rcbuffed
us for coming at that uncarthly
hour, and we all crept in bed with
them and opened our stockings,”
recalls one of these girls. Then
followed a jovous family celebration.

Al this does not mean that the
pareats did not discipline? their
lovad daughters. To assist her in
this, Mother Moody used a hair-
brush with roses engraved on it
Trose left their impression on the
naughty girl for some time after
the punishment was inflicted.

As for Father Moody, he had a
sense of justice which would result
in some stern word or  measure.
Waen the girls felt he was too strict,
they would resort to their mother
and say, “You've got to do some-
thiag about Father. He’s really im-
pessible.”

Mother Moody would make no
response to their entreaties. But
th=re was a little dressing room
next to their parents’ bedroom, and
of:zn one or morc of the girls would
steal in there and listen to their
bec-time conversation. “Will,” May
would quietly say, “I think you were
much too hard on Mary today.”

The next day at the right moment,
Fa:her Moody would look Mary up
and humbly say, “If I was hard on
vou yesterday, I'm sorry. I want to
apologize,” or. “I'm awfully sorry
thzt I spoke to you the way I did.”

No wonder Mary says today,
“We never could stay angry with
Fazher,” and has nothing but the
grzatest admiration for him — as
do all his daughters.

“None of you girls ever heard
yo zr father and me disagree in front
of vou.” Mother Moody said to
thzm.

~0Oh, no, but we heard you at
niz5t!” But they add for the record,
“Never, never in front of us did
thev ever disagree.”

0F course, the blessing was asked

at cach mecal, and then before break-
fast, there were family prayers.
Father Moody rcad something from
the Bible, and then everybody got
up from his seat and knelt at his
chair.

As the girls grew older and in-
vited their friends home for a week-
end, Mother Moody made it her
business to witness to all these
weekend guests. She would catch
them somewhere around the house
and ask them in good, direct
language about the spiritual condi-
tion of their souls. They usually
weren't used to such questioning,
but Mother Moody was determined
they should be confronted with the
gospel. She made opportunities for
this if they did not normally arise.

Mother Moody’s interest in her
visitors included not only their
spiritual welfare but also their
“social graces.” One of the Mount
Hermon boys came one day to visit
one of the Moody girls. Mrs. Moody
came into the room where they
were talking. The young fellow
greeted her with a polite, “How do
you do?” but did not stand up.
Later, Mrs. Moody got hold of him
and said, “When a lady comes into
a room, -especially an older lady,
you stand up!” Many years later,
this “boy™ returned to Northfield
for a visit and made a point of
calling on Mrs. Moody. In the
course of their conversation, he said,
“You know, Mrs. Moody, that was
one of the nicest things you ever
did for me. Nobody had ever told
me that T should stand up when a
lady comes into a room.”

Mrs. Moody’s attitude was, “A
friend is a friend. Somebody has to
do it, and if no one else does, 1
will.” Invariably, those she in-
structed expressed their gratitude
for someone who cared enough for
their welfare to do as she did.

Mrs. Moaody's personal interest
in people extended beyond her
daughters, their friends, the students
at Mount Hermon and Northfield,
the Conference dignitarics, and the
constant stream of visitors in The
Homestead. It included cveryone,
from the town idiot and ordinary

workmen to those who lived in New
York City’'s lower East Side.
Wherever a needy person  was
brought to her attention, she felt
impelled to do what she could to
help that person and do it herself.
Consequently, single-handedly she
ran her own personal social servicg
and rchabilitation center right in
The Homestead.

For many years, there were a crib
and a play pen in the kitchen of
The Homestead — evidence of the
fact that Mrs. Moody had taken in
some unfortunate unwed mother
along with her child."

Perhaps, the most outstanding
case was that of their English cook.
One day, she just took off in a huff,
which was unlike her. Why? Where
had she gone? What was the reason?

Two days later, Mrs, Moody did
a thing she rarely, if ever, had done
before. She was “led” to put the
dog in the barn for the night. When
she did so, she heard a strange
noisc. Following the sound, she
came to the family car where she
found a little, newborn baby
wrapped up in an old blanket. She
brought the baby in the house and
then sent it to the hospital in nearby
Greenficld. But she was determined
to find out where this baby had
come from.

So she went on a chase. The trail
led to the home of friends in a little
town not tco far away where their
cook had gone. Quickly she went
there and found the woman.

“Mrs. Moody, How's my baby?”
was the first question she asked.

“You come right straight back to
Northficld. What do you mecan by
taking off like that just because you
had this baby? You come back to
our housc and take care of vour
own baby.”

So Mrs. Moody took her back
to The Homestead and brought her
baby, Tommy, to live there. Later,
during the tragic flu epidemic, the
mother was stricken and died. Be-
fore she died, she committed her
child to the care of the family. Mrs.
Moody took Tommy into her own
room. and all the daughters had



“¥Moment by Moment”

tkeir duties in caring for him. So
lovad was he that the oldest
daughter wanted to quit school to
d2vote all her time to him! Wisely,
M ather Moody would not allow this,
bus secured his adoption by a doctor
and his wife in a town not too far
awiy. :

“Mother was always trying to re-
stcre somebody,” recalls one of her
dasghters. “She would go to bat
fur anyone she believed in. There
wzs the town idiot, for ecxample,
w0 lived at our home for a long,
lozz time. He had been in a mental
institution, but Mother didn’t be-
lieve he belonged there. So she got
him out, somehow or other, and
brought him to live in our home.

“He'd give you the creeps be-
cazse he would appear suddenly,
locking like just what he was. But
he had a mechanical flare and sent
to Sears Roebuck to get an inex-
paosive tape recorder when they
first cume out. You never knew
wizn he was under the sofa or
bezind a chair recording whatever
wes going on.

“Mother had a theory which she
told me about once when I had
ccrme home to have a refreshing
wezkend. (This wusually meant
spending most of the time following
Mecher around!) She brought me
down to the local jail to visit a
Mcunt Hermon boy who was there
for some really bad crime. With
her she had one rose.

"I have a theory,” Mother said,
‘thz it's the love of God that brings
pecpie to repentance. If a person
ki ws that somebody loves him and
belzgs him a beautiful rose; it will
be =z channel where He can get
through to him on what God can
de Tor him.” That was the thcory
shz operated on. So she would take
2 ¢ 71 put herself out, and go down
to :z¢ the prisoner. That was her
op:aing way.,

“She would  visit prisoners in
othzr jails, find out when they were
gerax out on parole. and go to
but for them with the parole board.
Ozi¢ a prisoner was released, she

would invite him to The Homestead,
Then she would meet him at the
railroad station with a car, bring
him home, and put him in one of
the two best guest rooms (one of
which had been ‘D. L.’ own,
overlooking the beautiful Connce-
ticut River Valley), and treat him
like the most honored guest in the
house. He would get the best sheets,
the best towels, the best burcau
scarf. This was done to help them
get on their feet and back into a
civilized world so that they could
go out and cope with the world
after having been in jail.

“Many of these were ‘rice Chris-
tians.” They would talk pious and
Mother would think she had made
a convert., But they would go back
to jail again and again, but she
would say, ‘If only one goes straight,
i’'s worth all the others.””

If Mrs. Moody was almost faith
and patience and hope personified,
there was a limit. If she found in-
tentional deception, she could be
firm in dismissing a “customer.”
But how her great heart yearned to
help the fallen.

“She didnt particularly enjoy
‘pious’ people and ‘petty’ people,”
continuing her daughters’ obscrva-
tions. “She knew multitudes of them,
but she loved the ‘bad’ people. I
remember her saying one day, ‘Bad
women arc so much more lovable
than good women because they’re
so generous. It’s because they’re too
generous that they arc bad.” She
had an understanding and an affec-
tion for a so-called ‘bad woman.’
And she liked a fertile ficld in which
to work. If it had already been tilled
by somcbody else, she didn't care
for it.

As the Northficld Conferences
and Schools had increased in num-
bers, it scemed desirable to have a
Northfield Hymmnal. The first was
edited by Mr. Stebbins in 1904,
followed by a sccond in 1916, also
edited under his supervision. Two
years later, the third appeared under
the joint cditorship of Mrs, Moody
and Charles M. Alexander who was
the Beverley Shea and Cliff Barrows
of his time combined in one.

For many ycars, Alexander led
the music at the Northficld General
Conferences. Later, he  travelled
around the world on evangelistic
trips with R. A. Torrey and J.
Wilbur Chapman. Of him Will
Moody said, “He was pecrhaps the
greatest leader in the sphere of
Gospel singing that America has
ever known.” A book produced by
these two could not fail to be in-
fluential and contain “the best” for
its purpose. Nine years later (1927),
a fourth Northfield Hyinnal was pre-
pared, this time under the sole
editorship of May Whittle Moody.
So she maintained throughout life
one of her first Joves — gospel
musie.

One day about 1920, when Mrs.
Moody was fifty, she reccived a
telephone call from her daughter,
Connie, who with Mary had gone to
New York. There they had become
active in the work of the New York
Herald Tribune Fresh Air Fund.
Part of their work was to “de-lousc
the kids” and get them ready to go
to the country for their two-weeks
vacation. At this time, something
had happened to the plans for the
vacation for a group of about
twenty-five girls that Connic was
working with. They had fallen
through, which meant the children
would be disappointed and de-
prived of a vacation.

“Send them up here,” was Mother
Moody’s immediate response, giving
little thought to all it involved. But
she would assume thc complete
responsibility. It was another chal-
lenge she could not resist. At once.
she requisitioned the small school
dormitory which was empty for the
summer, filled it with cots for
twenty-five, corralled her daughters.
Pcggy and Betty, as counsellors.
With lightning speed, she prepared
to greet this rough group of crying
girls, homesick for the asphalt jun-
gle of the city. “We knew nothing
about what you did for kids like
that,” recalls Betty, “We learnad
more from them than they ever
learned from us.”

This was the beginning of the Vir-
ginin Fresh Air Camp -— named



Virginia after the youngest daughter
of the Moodys. For a number of
years, Mrs. Moody was to sponsor
this camp virtually single-handed.
To direct it, she sccured the services
of Connie, but she raised the moncy.
At least four groups of twenty-five
came for two weeks every sumrmer.

“On the last day that cach group
was at camp,” recalls Mary, “it was
Mother’s custom to invite them all
to come down to her home, have
games and supper. Then she had
them come in and sit on the floor
of the drawing room while she told
them the story of Jesus, which she
did extremely well.

“As they were only eight and nine
years old, they became restless after
a while. Finally, when one little
child noticed the whisperings that
were going on, she piped up, ‘Shnt
up. you little . . .! The lady’s tatk-
ing about Jesus!” Mother . never
skipped a sentence. She went right
on. The interruption never pene-
trated.”

In 1925, Will Moody resigned as
head of the schools. The following
eight years were difficult ones, for
he became incrcasingly weak. For
all of her desire to help people, one
thing Mrs. Moody did not have was
a nursing instinct, but Connie re-
turned home to help during this
trying time. His death (October 12,
1933) was difficult for the devoted
wife, but her faith in God enabled
her to clear that “high hurdle.”

Thirty years remained to May
Whittle Moody’s life. As she grew
older, she said to Betty several
times, ““What is the matter with me?
All my family died in their sixtics,
and here I am in my cighties.” Then
she would add, “God riust have
some reason for letting me live so
long.” Then she would try to find
that purposc — some cause to
champion, some wrong to right, and
go at it with all her might.

One invaluable thing which she
did when she was cighty-cight was
to give reminiscences of her father,
her father-in-law, and herself to an
interviewer from Moody Bible In-
stitute. By this, she enriched our

knowledge of a period in evangelical
history which no cther living person
could have done. During the course
of this, she gave her own testimony:

“There’s nothing greater in your
life than realizing the love Jesus
has for us. That's been a stabilizing
factor and force all through the
years. It's a great comfort today.

“T'ts a wonderful thing in this life
to know Him as a personal Saviour,
in a personal way among all the un-
certainties of life in this day and
age, especially to know that we are
bound for heaven, our eternal home,
through the Lord Jesus Christ and
through His merits.

“And to know that He's alive! To
know that the Spirit of Jesus is alive
here with us today, that's a great
thing!”

Then she added something very
characteristic of her:

“We should live in the future, not
in the past, yes. The future is
glorious — all these hundreds that
have been lost and missed, we’re

going to soon have them back. And
we've got the whole Bible to lean
on, which is our authority. The
trouble in the world now is they
think too much about theology and
talk a great deal about religion, but
so many in the churches have never
had a personal experience.” ‘

Five months after her ninety-
third birthday, all four daughters
happened to be at The Homestead.
This seldom occurred, and Mother
Moody was “riding high” in the joy
of it all. Suddenly, she was taken
ill. In a few hours, she had left this
carthly scene.

“Heaven to her was just the up-
stairs of her house,” says her oldest
daughter. “It was a literal place.
She was going to see the other three
children. They were just as she
remembered them. She thought it
was going to be great to be with
so many friends up there, who were
waiting for her. She couldn’t wait
to get there!”

And she did, August 20, 1963!



