“MONTREAL, JULY 14, 1890;

The Incomparable Christ.
‘Tl;e“ 'w'ihbl'é creation can afford - ‘
- But some.faint shadows of my Lord; - . ’
. Nature to make His beauties known
. 'Must mingle colors not her own.

The valleys bless thie Tich perfume.

" '0]"tet 4 lasting umion jotn . . .
" My soul.to’ Christ, the living vine..

IsHea fire?  He'll purge my dross:
But the true gold susféliﬁs' no loss;
Like a refiner .shall He s\it‘ »
_And tread the refuse with His feet.

Is He g rock ? How firm He proves !
The Rock of Ages never moves:

_ Yet the sweet streams that from Him flow -
Attend us all the desert through. -~

Is He a sun ? - His beams:are grace.
His course is joy and righteousness:
. Na.t_ions"_i'ejyoice‘ when ‘He appears
" To chase the clouds and dry. their tears o

Nor earth, .nor seas, nor “sun, nor stars,
Nor, heaven, His full resemblance bears;
- His beauties we can never trace; - -
" Till we behold Him face to face. -
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