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wvas near by, I xvas sonuewliat
afraid. At the nuidnighit hour,
whien ail vas; stili, I was feeling
homesick and miserable. So to
sve to in an paanclîeer my faltering spirits, I re-

* distinctLly rernember smnging this
hymn:

" Ail rny trust on Tlieo is stayed,
Ail my help fronx Tliee 1 bring,~.Cover my defenceless hecad,
XVitli the shadow of Thy wing.'

Inîmediately a strange peace came
upon nue, and I felt no more fear
the long nighit tlîrougli."1

TMien said the first speaker,
"Let me tell nuy part in the in-

cident of tluat memorable night.
I was a Union officer, in chargeè o!
a scoutingy party. We wvere in the
wood near you at the time. I saw
your form, but flot your face. M\y
mien hiad covered you wvith thueir
rifles, and wvere waiting for the
word to fire. But wiuen your
rich, trustful voice sana- out

" Cover xny defenceles hecad,
XVith the shadow of Thy wing,'

I said, 'Boys, lower your rifles.
\Ve will go back to .camp.',

The world's artists wvin undyiiîg
fanue tliroughi years of ploddingf
toil; but the -,vorld's poets ofteni
secure imniortality fronu the in-
spiration of an hour. Tlhis wvas
specially true in the case of
Reginald Heber, t'he poet-bisliop
of Inidia. Amuong- the nîany
agelucies thuat hiave z:teiuded to in-
spire and inaugurate tue present
"*Forward 'Movenient for Mis-
sions," the huymn, " Fromi Green-
land's icy mountaiius,"1 occupies a
forenuost place. IFor nearly three
quarters of a century Heber's im-
mortal Iîymn lias beexu stirring the
great lueart of the Clîurclî to bear
the message of salvatiou to dving
mnuu tue wvide wvorId over.

At the timne of writing thuis
liymn, Heber wvas rector of a
Sàropslîire clhurch, in Bngland,
and wvas invited by luis fathuer-iuu-
lawv, Dr. Shîipley, of Wrexham, to

deliver the first of a series of Sab-
bath evening missionary dis-
courses, at Whitsuntide, in lus
parisli churchi. On the Saturday
afternoon previous to luis engage-
nient, Heber was enjoying a
pleasant hour wvith congenial
friends in Dr. Shipley's rectory,
whien the Dean, suddenly remem-
bering lus son-in-1awv's poetic
genius, said, Reginald, wvrite
something for us to sing at the
service to-morrow."1

Retiring to another part of the
room, from, a heart fuill of love for
perishingo souls and longin " to,
bringý them the lighit, lie speedily
w~rote the flrst three verses of
this nowv worki-fanious missionary
lyric. Having read tluem, tie
dean and lus friends were loud in
thieir praise, and wvishied him to
leave the luymn untouclied. But
in the mind of the author it lacked
conupletion of thouglit, 50 lie
addecl the fourtu thoughit, which
lias been the clarion eall to nus-
sionary givings and groings,
tlirough ail tue passing ycars.
That niglit the hymn wvas printed,
anîd at the next morxîingy service
was flrst outbreatlîed in Christian
sono,. Little did Heber realize in
tlîat morning luour tlîat lue wvas
listeniniîg to the first strains of lus
owni immortality.

Four years later lue Nvas ap-
pointed Bisliop of Iiîdia, and sailed
for that far-off land, wlîence
"ispicy breezes» lierald to tue
voyager approachi to fragrant
plains and fruitful groves. For
tlîree short years onIîy wvas it per-
mitted thîis great heart to proclaim
the joyful tidiings " to men be-
niigluted," wlien hie xvas translated
into the truer immiortality of the
skies. But Ilis ardenît nuissionarv
spirit, breatlîed in every lune of lus
lîynn, shial yet inspire the Clîris-
tian Cliurclî to send fortli the
Gospel message,

««Till eurth's rcmotcst nation
Has lcarnt Messiah's name."
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