
Sankey's Story

nity offered I sang the familiar hymn, " There is a

fountain filled with blood." The congregation joined

heartily and a brighter aspect seemed to be given to

the meeting.

At the conclusion of the meeting Mr. McMillan

said to me : "Let me introduce you to Mr. Moody,"

We joined the little procession of persons who were

going up to shake hands with him, and thus I met for

the first time the man with whom, in the providence

of God, I was to be associated for the remainder of

his life, or nearly thirty years.

Moody's first words to me, after my introduction,

were, " Where are you from ? Are you married ?

What is your business ? " Upon telling him that I

Hved in Pennsylvania, was married, had two children,

and was in the government employ, he said abruptly,

" You will have to give that up."

I stood amazed, at a loss to understand why the

man told me that I would have to give up what I con-

sidered a good position. " What for ?" I exclaimed.

" To come to Chicago and help me in my work,"

was the answer.

When I told him that I could not leave my busi-

ness, he retorted, "You must ; I have been looking

for you for the last eight years."

I answered that I would think the matter over;

but as yet I had no thought of giving up my position.

Mr. Moody then asked me if I would go with him

and pray over the matter, and to this I consented

—

out of politeness. After the prayer we parted, and

I returned to my room, much impressed by Mr.

Moody's prayer, but still undecided.
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