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The appealing and wvel-known hymri,

«IJesus, and shali it ever be!
A mortal inan ashaxned of Thie!"

was written by a boy, named Josephi Grigg, when only ten
years old. fis early life was passed in humble circumqtances.
He becaine a Presbyterian minister, but littie i3 known of his
personal history.

The muchi-used hynin beginning, "~Guide me, 0 Thou great
Jehovah,"' wvas written by William Williams, a Welsh preacher,
in the times of Whitfield and Lady fiuntington. He hias been
called the Watts of Wales. Hie possessed the warui heart and
glowing imagination of a truc Welshman. fie wrote the iinspir-

ing ords 'lO'cr the gloc:uy hllls of darkness,
Look-, iny sotl, be sthl and gaze,

Ail tRie promises do travail
"%Vitii a gloric>us day of grace,

Blessed Jubilee,
Let thc glorious rnorning dawn,"

(Tiiere are twvo other stanzas>

long before the begrinningr of :Foreign missionary enterprises, and
while hie wvas yet traversing, the lonely mountains of Wales, and
lookingf for the dawn of a brigliter religious day. Welshimen
sung the hymn as a prophecy, and felt their hearts gladdened
witl ope years before the church begrun her aggressive march
into pagan and heathen lands.

If «"Guide me, O Thou great Jelîovah," 13 Welsh, "'The
Lord>s my Shephierd," is of ail peoples, and yet peculiarly
Scotchi. Every %vord o? it lias been engyraven for generations on
Scott.ish hearts: lias accoinpauied them froni childhood to age,
from their homes to ail the seas and lands wvhere they have
wandered, and lias been to a multitude tc, mani can nuînber a
guide in dark vallys and at last throughi tlîe darkest. 0f its
hielpfulness in times of trouble maany instances are given, of
which the inost touching is the story of Marion Hiarvey, the
servant Iass of twenty, whio -%vas executed at Edinburgh, with,
Isabel Alison. for having attended the preaching of Donald
Cargili, and for lielping his escape. As the brave lasses w'ere
being led to the scaffold, a curate pestered them with bis
prayers. "Couie, Isabel," said Marion, -"let us sine the 953rd.


