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aler than thoss pule fovwers is thy calm brow,

And cold as ntountiin snotw~wreath’s frozen orest,

For in the sha&ov'y vala thy spivit now -
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Doth re st, doth rest!
Sunday Magazire.

THE PRAIRIE SUNDAY-SCHOOL.

'Tis built in the rmidst of the prairie ;
Of rude 2nd quaint design,

The vériest box of a school-house,
But seventeen feet by nine.

Down by the leaf§ Avkatnsas,
In the glorious nights of June,

By hands thet were weary but willing,
The cottonwood-beams were hewn.

They were raised in the raoonlit midnight,
When the horses and ploughs were still;
The worlers had only their hearts {o give,
But those they gave with a will!
I think that an echo is lingering
Of the songs thet they sang at night,
As gladly they fastened the refters
By the pele and guivering light ;

For still, when the Sabbath mornings
The jubilent footsteps bring,
Angd the children gather i clssses,
I wish you could hear them sing!
Forth on the air of the preirie
The melody flosts and soers,
Till the mothers xwho cannot join them
Smils glad from their cabin doors.

Once, when o blos-eyed darling
Drooped vrith the summer fotwers,
Called by & love raore peiiect
To = better homos then curs—
When her specoh omd ey sight were failing,
.. “Mother!” che softly s2id, :
“ Let the children come when they carry
Me hencs o my graveyard bed.
Leb them sing in their sweet young voices
Those hymmns of the Saviour’s love,
T will comfort your hesrd's desp yearning .

Till the dey when ws meef chove 1”



