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A PROMISE.
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lifting bigh the 1''alice fuir,
I wiIl take the v'ow you mu rmnnred,

And Will gently place it there.

It will ilningk* with the life.hlood
Whieli Our Saiviour mhed for thlee

lto the shady olive-glarden
Of the lotie <.thmeleae.

Or lis Mien it dyed Ilus rainent
Like the red juice of the vinle,

Or ais sparkling on the. cirelet
Wilich JuiS royal1 brows cntwine.

It was sprinkled on the pathway
Which Ilis sacred footsteps trod,

-And Ilis careless mratures traînpled
In the prelou4 blood of G;od.

One there was who faintly inurmured
Siglis of pity, words of praise,

As to hier sweet eyes it 4parkled
J.iglated by faithas golden rays.

In te thee lng oursstremin
From those wounided feet and ]lands,Lie ime gl rss t reaing


