
Fanny Crosby
And Her Great Love for Jesus

On March 24, 
1820, Fanny 
Crosby was born 
to Christian 
parents in a 
humble home in 
New York State, 
USA.

Waa!

Congratulations, 

Mrs. Crosby! You’re 

the mother of a 

beautiful baby girl.

May the good Lord 

bless this child and use 

her life for His glory.

Amen.

She has 

beautiful blue 

eyes, just like 

her mother.

But when Fanny was only six weeks old, 
she became very sick.

W-will she 

recover?

Yes, she’s going to recover. 

But her eyesight seems to 

have been affected. I-I’m 

afraid that…that…

She 
seems to 

be…

Blind?

Jesus, please 

help us.

I’m sorry.

blind.



One year later 
the Crosbys 
suffered another 
tragedy. Fanny’s 
father was 
suddenly taken 
ill.

Please don’t weep for me, dearest. 

I will soon be with Jesus! My only 

concern is for you and Fanny.

My darling, don’t worry. You know that 

God will take care of us.

Please ask my 

mother to come 

and live with you. 

Mother can help 

you take care of 

Fanny.

Please take … take 

good care of her.… 

She’s such a …

special 

child.…

Oh! 

Dear 

John!

After her father’s death, Fanny’s 
grandmother came to live with them. What a darling 

little girl!

Ga’ma!

Thank 

you so 

much for 

coming.



I’ve wanted to spend 

more time with Fanny and 

be her “eyes” for her.

I’d like to tell her 

how everything 

looks. But I must 

go to work to earn 

the income we need 

to live on.

Don’t worry, 

my dear. I 

will be little 

Fanny’s eyes.

As Fanny grew, her grandmother spent much time with 
her, telling her about the beauties of God’s creation. 
Together they would explore the woods and listen to 
the birds, or sit on top of a hill.

What are clouds like, 

Grandma?

They’re beautiful! Like fluffy 

cotton puffs in the sky that, 

as if by magic, keep changing 

shape and form.

What else 

did God 

put in 

the sky, 

Grandma?

Well, after a 

storm there 

is often a 

beautiful 

rainbow. I’ll 

draw it on your 

hand so you can 

imagine it. Ooooh!



Sit on my lap and I’ll 

tell you the story of 

Noah, and how God 

made the first rainbow 

as a sign that He would 

never again cover the 

earth with a flood.

Fanny liked the times that her grandma told her 
stories from the Bible best of all.

The stories are so 

beautiful, Grandma! Oh, 

how I wish I could read 

them too.

Fanny, I have 

a splendid 

idea!

Since you can’t 

see to read the 

verses in the 

Bible, I’m going 

to help you 

memorize them.

Oh, yes 

please, 

Grandma! 

Then I can 

have the 

Bible with me 

always.

Soon Fanny had learned many verses, Psalms, and Proverbs, and the whole book 
of Ruth by heart.

On her eighth birthday.

Happy 

birthday, 

dear 

Fanny!

Thank you, Mama! 

May I help light the 

candles, please?

Oh, if God would 

grant me one wish 

for next year, it 

would be that I 

could see!

My sweet one, so many 

times we’ve prayed 

for your eyesight. 

Although now you 

do not understand 

why God has let this 

happen, one day you 

surely will.



Did you know, Fanny, 

that many famous 

people of the past were 

blind, like John Milton? 

He was a great poet that 

lived in the seventeenth 

century.

Really?

In fact, many of the world’s 

most famous people had 

serious handicaps. Beethoven 

composed some of his 

greatest symphonies after he 

became deaf.

It’s a masterpiece! 

What a genius! What 

depth of feeling.

Why doesn’t he turn 

around when we clap?

 He doesn’t 

know that we 

are applauding. 

Remember, he’s 

now deaf.

You see, Fanny, 

sometimes when God 

has allowed one gift to 

be lost, He gives us a 

better one.

Yes, 

Grandma.

The next day.

Good 

morning, 

Mommy!

Mommy, last night I was thinking about what Grandma said 

about Beethoven and John Milton, the poet, and I decided 

to compose a poem. Would you like to hear it?

Oh, that’s sweet. 

Yes, please, 

dear!

Good morning, 

Fanny! You look 

happy!



O, what a happy soul I am,

Although I cannot see,

I am resolved that in this world

Contented I will be.

How many blessings I enjoy

That other people don’t.

To weep and sigh because I’m blind,

I cannot, and I won’t!

Mama, I can hear you 

crying. Did I make you 

sad?

Oh no, my dear. I’m 

just crying because 

it’s so beautiful!—
Just so beautiful!

Mama, last night I promised 

God that I will never again be 

bitter about my blindness, but 

rather accept it as a special 

gift from Him.

 It was not until Fanny was fifteen that her mother had saved enough money for her to be able to 
study at the Institute for the Blind in New York. It was there that she began to write more poetry.

Excuse me, Teacher! I 

composed a poem last 

night. Would you please 

write it down for me?

Another poem? Oh, well 

… er … yes, Fanny, I’ll try 

to find the time later.



At first her teachers and friends tried to discourage 
her.

If I thought, I 

mean—knew—that 

a word of mine…

Thinking up more 

poetry? Really, 

Fanny, what’s the 

point?

I mean, what 

good will 

they ever do 

anyone?

Oh dear! Maybe 

they’re right. I’m 

just wasting my 

time.

Then one day a doctor came to examine the students.

Fanny, it says here that 

you like to write poems. 

I’d very much like to 

hear one.

You would? Well … er … this 

one is called, well, I don’t 

have a name for it yet. …

… If I knew that a word of mine,
A word not kind and true,

Might leave its trace
On a loved one’s face,

I’d never speak harshly,

Would you?

If I knew that the light of a smile
Might linger the whole day through,

And lighten some heart
With a heavier part,

I wouldn’t withhold it.
Would you?



You have a real poetess here, Mr. Cleveland! 

You should give her every possible 

encouragement. You will hear great things 

from this lady one day.

Clap! 

Oh, thank you, 

Doctor! I’ve felt 

for a long time that 

poetry writing is to 

be my calling. I just 

needed someone to 

encourage me in it.

This praise and encouragement was just what Fanny needed.

The school principal, Mr. Grover Cleveland, 
offered his help.

Fanny, I’d 

like to help 

you by 

writing your 

poems down 

for you.

Thank you! 

I composed 

another 40.

Forty poems?! You 

mean, all at once?! 

In your mind? 

Without writing 

them down?

Yes. God 

allowed me to 

lose my sight, 

but He gave me 

other gifts, like 

a good memory.

You’re a remarkable young 

woman, Fanny! I promise to 

help you all that I can.

Clap! 

Clap! Clap! 

Clap! Clap! Clap! 

Clap! Clap!



Fanny Crosby spent twenty-three years 
at the Institute, first as a student, and 
then as a teacher. She married a blind 
singer named Alexander Van Alstyne.

Fanny, my 

dearest, I’m 

determined 

to have your 

poems set to 

music. They will 

make the most 

beautiful hymns!

God gave them a little baby who 
soon went to be with Jesus.

I know we’re 

going to miss 

our dear son!

I’ll miss 

cuddling 

him in my 

arms! But I 

know that 

he’s safe in 

the arms of 

Jesus now!

The Lord 

gave me this 

poem for 

our departed 

little one.

Safe in the arms of Jesus, 
Safe on His gentle breast,

There by His love o’ershaded
Sweetly my soul shall rest!
Safe in the arms of Jesus,
Safe from corroding care,

Safe from the world’s temptations,
Sin cannot harm me there!1

1 “Safe in the Arms of Jesus” was to 
become one of Fanny’s best-known 
hymns.

One day Fanny 
received an exciting 
letter.

 It 

says,
My dearest Fanny,
When I left the Institute, I went into 
politics and am now a congressman.2 I’ve 
arranged for you to recite your poems 
before the U.S. Congress. Please come!

2 An important member of the United States’ 
government.

Your dear friend,
Grover Cleveland

http://nethymnal.org/htm/s/a/f/safearms.htm


As the congressmen 
listened to her beautiful 
poetry, many had to wipe 
away their tears.

Wonderful!

Heart-

touching!
So inspiring!

Beautiful!

Hark, ’tis the voice of angels, 
Borne in a song to me,
Over the fields of glory,

Over the jasper sea!

On behalf of the 

U.S. Congress, I’d 

like to thank you 

for inspiring us all 

with your wonderful 

poems! It’s amazing 

how you’ve managed 

to overcome your 

handicap.

Thank you, Mr. 

Cleveland! But 

really it is no 

handicap.

I am thankful for my 

blindness, because 

it gives me so much 

time for prayer and 

quiet thought. There 

will be time enough in 

heaven for me to see 

After the meeting.

Lady, anyone who 

can move those 

hard-headed 

politicians by 

reading them 

poetry must be 

amazing!

How did 

you do 

it?

It’s 

simply a 

gift from 

God.

everything!



Is all your poetry religious?

Most of it 

is inspired 

by the 

beautiful 

Bible 

stories I 

memorized 

as a child.

All that I am, and 

all that I expect 

to be, is due to the 

Bible!

As a result of her visit to Congress, Fanny Crosby made many friends in the 
government. Later she was thrilled when her friend Grover Cleveland became 
president of the United States!

The gifted poetess 
was always busy. 
When she wasn’t 
writing, she was 
busy witnessing 
in missions and 
churches.

Fanny, for 

a sinner 

like me, 

how far 

away is 

heaven?
It’s only 

one step, 

Joey! 

Wouldn’t 

you like to 

take it now?

Many of her hymns were inspired by her witnessing experiences, great hymns 
like “Rescue the Perishing” and “Behold Me at the Door.”

Ira D. Sankey, the 
great gospel singer 
at Moody-Sankey3 
revivals, helped 
to make Fanny’s 
songs world 
famous.

3 Dwight L. Moody was an American 
evangelist in the nineteenth 
century who won many to Jesus.

I would like to close with 

this great hymn written 

by our beloved sister, 

Fanny Crosby.

“Draw Me 

Nearer.”



I am Thine, O Lord, I have heard Thy voice,
And it told Thy love to me;

But I long to rise in the arms of faith,
And be closer drawn to Thee.

Draw me nearer, nearer, blessed Lord,
To the cross where Thou hast died;

Draw me nearer, nearer, nearer, blessed Lord,
To Thy precious bleeding side.

Fanny had a great love for children. They included her in their games, told her of 
their joys, and came to her for comfort.

Hello, 

children!

Aunt Fanny! 

Please 

come out 

and play 

with us!

Aunt 

Fanny, 

you’re our 

very best 

friend!

Aunt 

Fanny, 

you’re so 

much fun 

to talk to!

Please, 

Aunt 

Fanny, 

tell us a 

story?

I hear your 

sweet voices 

ask me that 

so many times 

a day! So I’ve 

written you a 

special song 

that goes:

Tell me the story of Jesus,
Write on my heart every word.
Tell me the story most precious,
Sweetest that ever was heard.

Tell how the angels in chorus
Sang as they welcomed His birth.

“Glory to God in the highest!
Peace and good tidings to earth.”

Tell of the cross where they nailed Him,
Writhing in anguish and pain.

Tell of the grave where they laid Him,
But tell how He liveth again.

http://www.cyberhymnal.org/htm/t/e/tellmsoj.htm


One 
day.

Excuse 
me, ma’am. 
There’s a 

Mr. Sankey 
here to see 

you.

Please show 

him in.

Ira! What 

a pleasant 

surprise!

Dear Fanny, I’ve 

come to you for 

comfort! Recently 

I became ill, and…

…now I, too, have 

become blind!
It must be a time of great 

difficulty for you, Ira.

But out of life’s 

sufferings come some 

of our richest rewards.

Together the two blind 
workers for the Lord sang 
the hymns which the one 
had written and the other 
had made famous around 
the world.

Take the world, 
but give me 

Jesus!

A toast! To a truly gifted 

woman, Fanny Crosby!
Amen!

Yes!

On the evening 
of her ninetieth 
birthday, 
Fanny’s friends 
had a party in 
her honor.



Fanny, I think it’s a great 

misfortune that the Lord did not 

give you sight when He showered 

so many other gifts upon you!

Not at all! You see, Pastor, God 

has the power to transform all 

“misfortunes” into godsends.

In fact, do you know that if before 

birth I had been able to make one 

request, it would have been that I 

should be born blind.

But 

why?

Because when I get to 

heaven, the first face that 

shall ever gladden my 

sight will be that of my 

Savior, Jesus!

On February 11, 1915, at the age of 95, Fanny Crosby went to be with the Lord. 
Long before the funeral service began, the church was packed with ministers, 
statesmen, songwriters, boys and girls.—All of them Fanny’s friends!

She had 8,000 
published hymns, 
and many were 
sung that day.

And now we’ll 

sing a hymn 

that expressed 

Fanny’s heart’s 

desire, “To See 

My Savior First 

of All!”

http://nethymnal.org/htm/m/y/mysavior.htm
http://nethymnal.org/htm/m/y/mysavior.htm
http://nethymnal.org/htm/m/y/mysavior.htm
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When my life’s work is ended
And I cross the swelling tide,

When the bright and glorious morning I shall see;
I shall know my Redeemer

When I reach the other side,
And His smile will be the first to welcome me.

Oh, Jesus! I can 

see! I can see 

Your sweet face!

	 Oh, the soul-thrilling rapture
	 When I view His blessed face,
	 And the luster of His kindly beaming eye!
	 How my full heart will praise Him,
	 For the mercy, love and grace
	 That prepare for me
	 A mansion in the sky!

Come!

Oh, the dear ones in glory,
How they beckon me to come,

And our parting by the river I recall!
To the sweet vales of Eden

They will sing my welcome home;
But I long to see my Savior first of all.

Fanny! We love 

you! Welcome 

home!

Mommy!

Through the gates of the City
In a robe of spotless white,

He will lead me where no tears will ever fall.
In the glad song of ages

I shall mingle with delight;
But I long to see my Savior first of all.

Come, live 

with Me 

forever, 

dear Fanny 

Crosby!

http://www.mywonderstudio.com

