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MOODY'S 

Child Storie s 

The Los t Kis s 
I remember , a  fe w year s ago , tha t m y littl e gir l 

used t o b e i n th e habi t o f gettin g u p cros s som e 
mornings. Yo u kno w ho w i t i s whe n an y membe r 
of th e famil y doe s no t ge t u p i n a  swee t temper ; i t 
disturbs al l th e res t o f th e family . Well , on e morn -
ing sh e go t u p cross , an d spok e i n a  cros s way , an d 
finally, I  sai d t o her , "Emma , i f yo u spea k i n tha t 
way again , I  shal l hav e t o punis h you. " No w i t wa s 
not becaus e I  didn' t lov e her ; i t wa s becaus e I  di d 
love her , an d i f I  ha d t o correc t he r i t wa s fo r he r 
good. 

Well, that wen t of f al l right . On e morning sh e got 
up cros s again . I  sai d nothing , bu t whe n sh e wa s 
getting read y t o go to schoo l sh e cam e u p to me an d 
said, "Papa , kis s me. " I  sai d "Emma , I  canno t kis s 
you thi s morning. " Sh e said , "Why , Father? " "Be -
cause yo u hav e bee n cros s agai n thi s morning . I 
cannot kis s you. " Sh e said , "Why , Papa , yo u neve r 
refused t o kis s m e before. " "Well , yo u hav e bee n 
naughty thi s morning. " "Wh y don' t yo u kis s me? " 
she sai d again . "Becaus e yo u hav e bee n naughty . 
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You will have to go to school without your kiss." 
She went int o th e othe r roo m wher e he r mothe r 

was an d said , "Mamma , Pap a doesn' t lov e me. H e 
won't kis s me . I  wis h you would go and get hi m to 
kiss me." Bu t her mothe r said , "Yo u know, Emma, 
that you r fathe r love s you , bu t yo u hav e bee n 
naughty." S o she couldn' t b e kissed , an d sh e wen t 
downstairs cryin g as i f he r hear t woul d break; and 
I loved her so well that the tears came into my eyes. 
I coul d not help crying, and when I heard her going 
downstairs I  could not keep down my tears. I  think 
I love d he r the n bette r tha n I  ever did , and when I 
heard th e doo r clos e I wen t to the window and sa w 
her going down the stree t weeping . 

I didn' t fee l goo d al l tha t day . I  believ e I  fel t a 
good deal worse than the child did, and I was anxious 
for he r t o com e home. Ho w lon g tha t da y seeme d 
to me ! An d when she came home at night and came 
to me and asked me to forgive her , and told me how 
sorry sh e felt , ho w gladly I  took he r u p and kisse d 
her, and how happy she went upstairs to her bed ! 

It i s jus t s o with God . H e love s yo u an d whe n 
He chastise s you , i t i s fo r you r ow n good . I f yo u 
will onl y come to Him an d tel l Hi m ho w sorry you 
are, how gladly He will receive you and ho w happy 
you wil l make Him, and oh , how happy you wil l be 
yourself ! 

A Boy' s Victor y 
I remembe r whil e holdin g a  meetin g ou t i n 

Kansas, I  sa w a littl e bo y who came up to the win-
dow crying. I  went to him and said , "My little boy, 
what i s you r trouble? " "Wh y Mr . Moody , m y 
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mother's dead , and m y fathe r drinks , and they don' t 
love me , an d th e Lor d won' t hav e anythin g t o d o 
with me because I  am a  poor drunkard' s boy. " "Yo u 
have a  wron g idea , m y boy ; Jesus wil l lov e you an d 
save you , an d you r fathe r too, " an d I  tol d hi m a 
story o f a  little boy in an Easter n city . Th e boy sai d 
his fathe r woul d neve r allo w hypocrite s o f Chris -
tians t o com e int o hi s house , an d woul d neve r allo w 
his chil d t o g o t o Sunda y school . A  kind-hearte d 
man too k th e littl e bo y an d brough t hi m t o Christ . 
When Chris t get s int o a  man' s heart , h e cannot hel p 
but pray . Thi s fathe r ha d bee n drinkin g on e da y 
and comin g hom e h e hear d tha t bo y praying . H e 
went t o hi m an d said : " I don' t wan t yo u t o pra y 
any more . You'v e bee n alon g wit h som e o f thos e 
Christians. I f I  catc h yo u prayin g agai n I'l l flo g 
you." Bu t th e bo y wa s fille d wit h Go d an d h e 
couldn't hel p praying . Th e doo r o f communicatio n 
was opene d betwee n hi m an d Christ , an d hi s fathe r 
caught hi m prayin g again. H e went to him. "Didn' t 
I tel l yo u neve r t o pra y again ? I f I  catc h yo u a t i t 
once mor e yo u leav e m y house. " H e though t h e 
would sto p him . 

Not ver y lon g afte r thi s on e da y hi s fathe r ha d 
been drinkin g mor e than usual , and comin g in foun d 
the bo y offerin g a  prayer . H e caugh t th e bo y wit h 
a pus h an d said , "Didn' t I  tel l yo u neve r t o pra y 
again? Leav e thi s house . Ge t you r thing s packe d 
up an d go. " Th e littl e fello w hadn' t man y thing s t o 
get together— a drunkard' s bo y neve r has—an d h e 
went u p t o hi s mother' s room . "Good-by , mother. " 
"Where ar e yo u going? " " I don' t kno w wher e I'l l 
go, bu t fathe r say s I  canno t sta y her e an y lenger ; 
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I've bee n prayin g again, " h e said. Th e mother knew 
it wouldn' t d o t o tr y t o kee p th e bo y when he r hus -
band ha d ordere d hi m away , so she drew hi m to her 
bosom an d kisse d him , an d bad e hi m good-by . H e 
went t o hi s brother s an d sister s an d kisse d the m 
good-by. 

When h e cam e t o th e doo r hi s fathe r wa s ther e 
and th e little fellow reached ou t his hand : "Good-by, 
father; a s lon g a s I  liv e I  wil l pra y fo r you, " an d 
left th e house . H e hadn' t bee n gon e man y minute s 
when th e fathe r rushe d afte r him . "M y boy , i f tha t 
is religion , i f i t ca n driv e you awa y from fathe r an d 
mother an d home , I  wan t it. " 

Yes, mayb e som e othe r littl e bo y ha s a  drinkin g 
father an d mother . Lif t you r voic e t o heaven , an d 
the new s wil l b e carrie d u p t o heaven , "H e prays. " 

A Boy' s Stor y 
Some year s ago , a s I  wa s abou t t o clos e a praye r 

meeting, a  youn g ma n go t u p an d urge d al l thos e 
men presen t wh o ha d no t ye t accepte d Chris t t o 
do s o tha t night . An d i n closin g hi s speech , h e 
said: " I onc e ha d a  fathe r an d mothe r tha t care d 
more fo r m y sou l tha n fo r anythin g else . A t las t 
my fathe r die d ; and whe n m y fathe r wa s dea d an d 
gone, m y mothe r wa s mor e anxiou s tha n eve r fo r 
me, an d sometime s sh e woul d com e an d pu t he r 
loving arm s aroun d m y neck , an d sh e woul d jus t 
plead wit h m e t o g o to Christ . Sh e use d t o tel l me , 
after m y fathe r wa s dead , tha t sh e wa s lonesom e 
without havin g m e a  Christian . I  tol d he r I  sympa -
thized wit h her , bu t declare d I  wante d t o see a little 
of th e world . I  di d no t wan t t o becom e a  Christia n 
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in earl y life . Sometime s I  woul d wak e u p pas t mid -
night an d woul d hea r a  voic e i n m y mother' s bed -
room. I  woul d hea r tha t godl y mothe r cryin g t o 
God for he r boy . I  wa s he r onl y child an d ver y dea r 
to her. At las t I  felt I  must either become a Christia n 
or g o awa y fro m tha t mother' s influence ; an d I  ra n 
away. 

"After I  ha d bee n gon e a  lon g time , I  heard fro m 
home indirectl y tha t m y mothe r wa s sick . I  kne w 
that sh e wa s pinin g fo r me , tha t he r hear t wa s 
broken o n accoun t o f m e an d m y waywar d life . I 
thought I  woul d g o hom e an d as k m y mothe r t o 
forgive me . M y secon d though t was : I f I  did , I 
would hav e t o g o an d b e a  Christian . I  coul d no t 
stay unde r th e sam e roo f withou t becomin g a Chris -
tian. 

"My rebelliou s hear t said , º  wil l no t go. ' Whe n 
I hear d again , m y mothe r wa s muc h worse . Th e 
thought came : Supposin g m y mothe r shoul d di e 
and I  shoul d neve r se e he r again . 

"I neve r coul d forgiv e myself . I  started fo r home . 
There wa s no train t o my native village so I took th e 
coach an d go t i n jus t afte r dark . Th e moo n wa s 
shining. I  ha d t o g o abou t a  mil e an d a  hal f t o m y 
mother's house ; an d o n m y wa y I  though t I  woul d 
go b y th e villag e graveyard . I  though t I  woul d ge t 
over th e fenc e an d go  t o the grav e wher e m y fathe r 
was buried , t o se e i f ther e wa s a  new-mad e grave . 
It migh t b e tha t mothe r wa s gone . 

"When I  dre w nea r tha t grave , m y hear t bega n 
to bea t mor e quickly , a s b y th e ligh t o f th e moo n I 
saw the new-made grave. Th e whole story wa s clea r 
—my sainte d mothe r wa s gon e ! 
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"For th e first  tim e i n m y lif e thi s questio n cam e 
stealing ove r me : Wh o wa s goin g t o pra y fo r m y 
lost sou l now ? Fathe r an d mothe r ar e bot h gone . 
And, youn g men , I  woul d hav e give n th e worl d i f I 
could hav e calle d tha t mothe r bac k and hav e her pu t 
her arm s aroun d m y nec k an d breath e m y nam e i n 
prayer. Bu t he r voic e was silen t forever . 

"I knel t besid e tha t grav e cryin g tha t Go d migh t 
have merc y o n m e an d H e woul d forgiv e me . An d 
I di d no t leav e tha t grav e unti l th e mornin g dawn . 
But befor e mornin g I  believed tha t God , for Christ' s 
sake, ha d forgive n m y sins , an d tha t m y mother' s 
God had becom e m y God . 

"But youn g men , I  woul d neve r forgiv e myself . 
I neve r can . I  kille d tha t mother . I  trample d he r 
prayers an d he r entreatie s unde r m y feet . I  brok e 
her hear t an d sen t he r t o he r grave . Youn g man , 
if yo u hav e a  godl y mother , trea t he r kindly. " 

Over th e Rive r 
A ministe r wh o ha d los t hi s chil d aske d anothe r 

minister t o com e an d preac h fo r him . Th e ma n 
came an d tol d ho w h e live d o n on e sid e o f a  rive r 
and fel t ver y littl e interest i n the people on the othe r 
side, unti l hi s daughte r wa s marrie d an d wen t ove r 
there t o live ; the n ever y mornin g h e wen t t o th e 
window an d looke d ove r tha t river , an d fel t ver y 
much concerne d abou t tha t tow n an d al l th e peopl e 
there. "Now, " sai d he , " I thin k tha t a s thi s chil d 
has crosse d anothe r river , heave n wil l b e deare r t o 
him tha n eve r i t ha s bee n before. " 

Shall w e no t jus t le t eu r heart s an d affection s b e 
«et o n th e othe r sid e o f th e river ? I t i s bu t a  step ; 
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it i s bu t a  vai l ; we shal l soo n b e i n the othe r world . 

Moody an d th e Childre n 
The first  tw o o r thre e year s tha t I  attempte d t o 

talk i n th e meeting s I  sa w tha t th e olde r peopl e di d 
not lik e it . I  ha d sens e enoug h t o kno w tha t I  wa s 
a bor e t o them . Well , I  wen t ou t upo n th e stree t 
and I  go t eightee n littl e childre n t o follo w m e th e 
first Sunday , an d I  le d them int o the Sunda y school . 
I foun d tha t I  ha d somethin g t o do . I  wa s encour -
aged an d I  kep t a t tha t work . An d i f I  a m wort h 
anything to the Christia n church today,  i t i s as much 
due to tha t wor k a s anythin g else . 

I coul d no t explai n thes e Scriptura l passage s t o 
them fo r I  di d no t the n comprehen d them ; bu t I 
could tel l them stories . I  coul d tel l them tha t Chris t 
loved the m an d tha t H e die d fo r them . I  di d th e 
best I  could . I  use d th e littl e talen t I  had , an d Go d 
kept givin g m e mor e talents , an d se , le t m e say , 
find some work . 

See i f yo u ca n ge t a  Sunda y schoo l t o teach . I f 
you canno t ge t that , g o dow n int o th e dar k lane s 
and byway s o f th e cit y an d tal k t o the m an d sin g 
some gospe l hymns ; or , i f yo u canno t sing , tak e 
someone with yo u wh o ca n sin g som e o f thes e song s 
of praise . Sin g o r rea d th e Twenty-thir d Psalm , o r 
pray, an d yo u ca n ge t a  blessin g i n tha t way . Whe n 
you hav e wo n on e sou l t o Christ , yo u wil l wan t t o 
win tw o ; and whe n yo u ge t int o th e luxur y o f win -
ning soul s i t wil l b e a  ne w worl d t o you , an d yo u 
will not thin k o f goin g back to the world a t all . 
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A Child' s Reques t fo r Praye r 
At th e clos e o f on e o f th e afternoo n meeting s w e 

had i n th e Berkele y Stree t Churc h a  few week s ago , 
a littl e chil d brough t m e a  note . I  pu t i t i n m y 
pocket an d rea d i t whe n I  go t home . I t wa s this : 
"Won't yo u pra y tha t m y mothe r ma y com e home? " 
On inquir y I  foun d tha t th e chil d wa s a  littl e waif , 
her fathe r wa s dead , an d tha t he r mothe r ha d de -
serted he r an d gon e ou t t o Sa n Francisc o an d ha d 
been gon e mor e tha n a  year . Well , I  mus t confes s 
it staggere d m e to be asked to pray tha t tha t mothe r 
might com e back . 

But anothe r not e wa s hande d t o m e a  fe w 
days late r : "Yo u wil l remembe r th e littl e chil d wh o 
asked prayer s fo r he r mothe r t o retur n home , hav -
ing bee n absen t a  year ? Thi s mothe r ha s returned , 
and wa s a t th e meetin g wit h he r littl e chil d o n 
Friday night. " Th e littl e chil d no w want s u s t o 
pray tha t he r dea r mothe r ma y b e converted . 

The Littl e Bel l Bo y 
I remembe r a  mothe r wh o la y dying . Sh e ha d 

been marrie d th e secon d time , an d sh e ha d a  bo y 
that he r secon d husban d di d no t like ; thi s mothe r 
sent fo r m e an d sh e said , "No w I  a m dyin g fro m 
consumption. I  hav e bee n sic k a  lon g time , an d 
since I  hav e bee n lyin g her e I  hav e neglecte d tha t 
boy. H e ha s bee n i n ba d company , an d h e i s very , 
very unkin d an d h e i s give n t o swearing ; and , Mr . 
Moody, I  wan t yo u t o promis e m e tha t whe n I  a m 
gone an d h e ha s n o on e t o tak e car e o f him , tha t 
you wil l loo k afte r him. " I  promise d tha t I  would . 
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Soon afte r tha t mothe r died , an d n o soone r was 
she buried tha n tha t bo y ran awa y an d the y didn' t 
know wher e h e went . Th e nex t Sunda y I  spok e to 
the children in my Sunday school and asked them to 
look for hi m and i f the y found hi m to let me know. 
For some time I did not hear of him but one day one 
of m y pupil s tol d m e that th e bo y was a  bellbo y in 
a certai n hotel . I  wen t ther e an d foun d hi m an d 
talked with him. 

I remembe r i t perfectl y well ; i t wa s the third o f 
July. H e had no father o r mother, but a  stepfathe r 
who di d no t car e fo r him ; an d a s I  spok e t o hi m 
kindly about Chris t and what He had done for him , 
and ho w H e loved him , the tears trickle d dow n hi s 
cheeks. Whe n I  aske d hi m i f h e wante d t o kno w 
Christ, he told me he did ; a little boy that was with 
me got down upo n his knees and praye d wit h him ; 
and a t night—i t wa s the night befor e th e "Fourth " 
—he went up upon the flat roof, and they were firing 
off canno n an d sky-rockets , an d ther e upo n tha t 
roof a t midnight , tha t bo y was praying an d callin g 
upon Go d for light , fo r hel p and fo r comfort . No w 
he i s a n activ e Christia n youn g ma n an d superin -
tendent o f a  Sunda y school . H e was taken righ t u p 
and held on, and he is leading others to Christ . 

There i s a  work fo r you . Tak e these children by 
the hand and lead them to the cross of Christ . The y 
can be gathered int o our churches, and be a blessing 
to the Church of God. 

Reaping th e Whirlwin d 
I remembe r in the North o f England a  prominent 

citizen tol d a  sa d cas e tha t happene d ther e i n th e 
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city o f Newcastle-on-Tyne . I t wa s abou t a  youn g 
boy, a n onl y child . Th e fathe r an d mothe r though t 
everything o f hi m an d di d al l the y coul d fo r him . 
But h e fel l int o ba d ways . H e too k u p wit h evi l 
characters an d finall y go t t o runnin g wit h thieves . 
He didn' t le t hi s parent s kno w abou t it . By-and-b y 
the gan g h e wa s wit h brok e int o th e house , an d h e 
with them . Yes , h e ha d t o d o i t all . The y stoppe d 
outside o f th e building, while he crept in and starte d 
to ro b th e mone y drawer . H e wa s caugh t i n th e 
act, take n int o court , tried , convicted , an d sen t t o 
the penitentiar y fo r te n years . H e worke d o n an d 
on i n th e convict' s cell , til l a t las t hi s ter m wa s out , 
and a t onc e starte d fo r home . An d whe n h e cam e 
back t o th e tow n h e starte d dow n th e stree t wher e 
his fathe r an d mothe r use d t o live . H e wen t t o th e 
house an d rapped . A  strange r cam e t o th e doo r 
and stare d hi m i n the face . 

"No, there' s n o suc h perso n live s here . Wher e 
your parent s ar e I  don' t know, " wa s th e onl y wel -
come he received . The n h e turned throug h th e gate , 
and wen t dow n th e street , askin g eve n th e childre n 
that h e me t abou t hi s folks, wher e the y wer e living , 
and i f the y wer e well . Bu t everybod y looke d blank . 
Ten year s ha d rolle d by , an d thoug h tha t seeme d a 
short time , ho w man y change s ha d take n place ! 
There wher e h e wa s bor n an d brough t u p h e wa s 
now a n alien , an d unknow n eve n i n th e ol d haunts . 
But a t las t h e foun d a  couple  o f townsme n tha t re -
membered hi s father an d mother , bu t the y tol d hi m 
the ol d hous e ha d bee n deserte d lon g year s ago ; 
that h e ha d bee n gon e bu t a  fe w month s befor e hi s 
father wa s confined t o his house, and very soo n afte r 
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died brokenhearted , an d tha t hi s mothe r ha d gon e 
out o f he r mind . 

He wen t t o th e madhous e wher e hi s mothe r was , 
and wen t u p to her an d said , "Mother , mother , don' t 
you kno w me ? I  a m you r son. " Bu t sh e rave d an d 
slapped hi m o n the fac e an d shrieked , "Yo u ar e no t 
my son, " an d the n rave d agai n an d tor e he r hair . 
He lef t th e asylu m mor e dea d tha n alive , s o com -
pletely brokenhearte d tha t h e die d i n a  few months . 

Yes, th e frui t wa s lon g growing , bu t a t th e las t i t 
ripened t o th e harves t lik e a  Whirlwind . 

The Speakin g Car d 
There wa s a  friend o f min e i n Philadelphi a goin g 

by a  drinkin g saloo n on e night , an d h e sa w i n tha t 
saloon a  professe d Christia n playin g cards . H e jus t 
took a  pencil , wrot e o n a  card , an d sa w a  littl e bo y 
and said : "M y boy , her e i s som e money . I  wan t 
you t o d o a n erran d fo r me . Yo u se e tha t tal l ma n 
on the sid e o f th e tabl e wher e thos e thre e ar e play -
ing cards? " Sai d he , "Yes , I  do. " "Well, " sai d m y 
friend, "jus t tak e tha t car d t o him. " 

The bo y started , an d m y frien d watche d hi m 
when h e hande d th e car d t o him . Writte n o n th e 
card wa s "Y e ar e m y witnesses. " Th e ma n too k 
the card , looke d a t it , an d spran g t o hi s feet ; h e 
rushed ou t int o th e stree t an d aske d th e bo y wher e 
the car d cam e from . Th e bo y said , " A ma n ove r 
there gav e i t t o me." Bu t the man had slippe d away , 
and th e poo r card-playe r die d a  fe w month s after -
wards. 

"Ye ar e m y witnesses. " Whereve r yo u find a  pro-
fessed Christia n goin g i n ba d company , yo u ma y 
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look fo r somethin g worse . 
Moodf's Mothe r an d He r Prodiga l So n 

I ca n giv e yo u a  littl e experienc e o f m y ow n 
family. Befor e I  wa s fourtee n year s ol d th e firs t 
thing I  remembe r wa s th e deat h o f m y father . H e 
had bee n unfortunat e i n business , an d ha d failed . 
Soon afte r hi s deat h th e creditor s cam e i n an d too k 
everything. M y mother wa s lef t wit h a  large famil y 
of children . On e calamit y afte r anothe r swep t ove r 
the entir e household . Twin s wer e adde d t o th e 
family, an d m y mothe r wa s take n sick . Tii e eldes t 
boy wa s fiftee n year s o f age , and t o him m y mothe r 
looked a s a  sta y i n he r calamity , bu t al l a t onc e tha t 
boy becam e a  wanderer . H e ha d bee n reading som e 
trashy novels , an d th e belie f ha d seize d hi m tha t 
he ha d onl y t o g o awa y t o mak e a  fortune . Awa y 
he went . 1  can remembe r ho w eagerl y sh e use d t o 
look fo r tiding s o f tha t boy ; ho w sh e use d t o sen d 
to th e pos t oiiic e t o se e i f ther e wa s a  lette r fro m 
him, an d recollec t ho w w e use d t o com e bac k wit h 
the sa d tidings , "N o letter. " 

i remembe r ho w i n th e evening s w e use d t o si t 
beside ner i n that Ne w Kngland home, and w e would 
talk abou t ou r father ; bu t th e momen t th e nam e o f 
that bo y wa s mentione d sh e woul d hus h u s int o si -
lence. born e night s whe n th e win d wa s ver y high , 
and th e house , which wa s upo n a  hill , would trembl e 
at ever y gust , th e voic e o f m y mother wa s raise d i n 
prayer fo r tha t wandere r wh o ha d treate d he r s o 
unkindly. I  use d t o thin k sh e love d hi m mor e tha n 
all the res t o f u s put together , an d I  believe she did . 

On a  Thanksgivin g day—yo u kno w tha t i s a 
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family da y i n Ne w England—sh e use d t o se t a 
chair fo r him , thinking he would return home . He r 
family gre w u p an d he r boy s lef t home . Whe n I 
could write , I  sen t letter s al l ove r the country , bu t 
could find n o trace of him. On e day while in Boston 
the new s reache d m e tha t h e ha d returned . While 
in that city , I  remember how I used to look for hi m 
in ever y store—h e ha d a  mar k o n hi s face—bu t I 
never go t any trace. 

One da y whil e m y mothe r wa s sittin g a t th e 
door, a stranger was  seen coming toward the house, 
and whe n h e cam e t o th e doo r h e stopped . M y 
mother didn' t kno w he r boy . H e stoo d ther e wit h 
folded arm s an d grea t bear d flowing  dow n hi s 
breast, hi s tears trickling down his face. Whe n my 
mother sa w those tears she cried, "Oh , i t i s my lost 
son," an d entreate d hi m t o com e in . Bu t h e stoo d 
still. "No , mother, " h e said , " I wil l not  com e in , 
till I  hea r firs t yo u hav e forgiven me. " D o you be-
lieve sh e was  not  willin g t o forgiv e him ? D o you 
think sh e wa s likel y t o kee p hi m standin g there ? 
She rushe d t o th e threshold , an d thre w he r arm s 
around him , an d breathe d forgiveness . 

God will forgive you . 
· * « 

The Saloonkeepe r an d Hi s Childre n 
I remembe r whe n I  firs t bega n t o wor k fo r th e 

Lord, fifteen o r sixteen years ago, there was a Boston 
businessman wh o was  converte d ther e an d staye d 
three months . Whe n h e wa s leavin g h e tol d m e 
there was  a ma n i n whom he was very much inter -
ested, whos e bo y wa s i n th e hig h school ; h e ha d 
said there were two brothers and a  little sister who 
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