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THDR BRRING.

BY JCLIA A, PLETCHAR.

“Think geatly of the arring!
Wo gnow not of tho power
With which tho dork somiptation dsmo,
In somo unguerded hour.
Yec may nat know how cnmcaﬂy
They struggled, or haw well,
Uatil IK\!' tour of wehkness tdtne,
Aund sadly thus thoy fell,

Think gently of thé erting !

H Qb do t:lot ;ﬁou Iomo(tx,b .
owover darkly atqnea py 610y
Ho }(s thy bm’; cx?lydt.

Hair oF tho stif-same betitigoe'!
Child ofithe self3amo-Goid ¢t
He hath, but stumbled in the path,
Thou st Ta ‘wenknedstrod,

Speak gegtly 1o tho erzing! |

For is it not enoug

‘ That insotence anid peace’have gone,

! Witholit thy ‘censure rough?
1t sura mpst bo a-woary Jot .,

That sin-crushed heart to bear,
And they who share a happiorifate,
o eie chidings well moy sparc:

Speak kindly to the crring £
Thou yet may’st lead them back,
With holy words, and toncssof lgve,
Proty misery's thorny freck.
‘Forget not thou has! oftéwsinntd,
Aud sitfol yet must ba,—
Deat gontly with the crring ono,
As God hath dealt with thee !

Mo,

Read at the Aunual Heview.
THE STRPAM OF TIME—VALEDIOTORY.

Frox primeval nothingness a stream gushed fortli— droad, deep,
no ohain*to bind its ovérwhelming Hood. On, on, this stredm
has rolled ; remorseleasty engulpling carih’s most glorious tro-
phies—and onward still ifs stayless, retkless waves shall glide,
till powerless, 'tis lost in the ocean of etornity.

elancholy it I8, t trace its course ; o tark the stranded
wrecks of empires, nations, which, like bubbles rosc—then sunk,
uncoffined gnd unknelled.

Among thé things that were, before us rises, in imperial glory,
loviathan Assyrin. She sinks. But cre the vislon passes, pyra-
mittal Egypt rises—and as, in imagitntion, we wander through
the ¢ thousapd doors, and thousand Winding ways” of her muzy
Iabyrinth; or contmplate her giant. Thebes, whose hundred
gates seemed scoffingly to moek ut Time's o’erwhelming fide—
wo exclaim, surely such strength must stand unimpaired amid the

mingles with the dust § afid though still stand & fow relice of her
ancient grandeur, yel her glory isdepatted, Meimnbn’s spitit of
music has flown. Yes! Egvpt, the supremacy of whose know-
ledge and power triumphed over all s *the cradle of the sciences
and arts ;' from the fuuntains of whose wisdom cven the immor-
tal Homor drank invigorating draughts}’hns susk bencath the
wave. And while yet, upon tho fur off hills, we ses the blazoned
flash of Cambyses’ scymeter, and hear the distant thunder of his
troops, majestic Versi rises.  Proudly she stonds. We gazo,
and turning, gaze pgain—but she is gone. Persepolis has dis-
appoared. ~ Alike with Darius and Xerxes, her noted founders,
she moulders with Persin’s clod,
dour, rise only a few grey colimns, which have withstood “Fime’s
crumbling hand. Yet, still they stand in ruins—for the water-
courses of the Tucht are choked—no longer do  the Kour Abb
supply its thousaund aqueducts ; and the plain which it overlooks
is but a wilderness; for the great ity which once poured its
population over Merducht’s wide expause, has sunk to nothing-
ness. Hitherto obscure, the Macedontans now rise, and undcr
the conqueriag Philip, that natien becomes at once the arbiter of
Greece; under his son the arbitor of all Asia,  But like her pre-
decessors, sho rises, only to fall.

wasto of nges.  But, her mdssy gates have fullen ; her tabyrinth *

And now. in solitary gran.y.

Rome~<Roman Rome-—the “iron kingdom,” Jeading kings
captive at her chariot ‘whedls, next shines forth the brightest star
in the galaxy of anciont empires. Once proud wistress of
the world ghe strotehied hor arms over all the nations, und riadly
believed herself “ eternal.”

But alas! the Jast of her loug line of Cwmsars has doffed his
crown to the universal loveller, and haughty Rome hns bowed
her hiead to kiss the iron sceptyre. No longer is the huge Coli-
seum staincd with the blood of “human “victims, butchered to
make a Romat holiday ;* for now, amid jts tottering ruins glide
the “familiatforms-of the world’s to.day,” anhd the yridllow moon.
beams glimmer through the ivy:crowned wulls and gloomy gal-
lerics. i o '

Such are some «of the wrecks of “Pime’s inipefuous stream.
But one we've passed of melancholy aspect, which, looming thro’
the gathering shades of many nges, compels the éxclamation
—Oh, Grecece, whithbr is thy spirit fledt  1n quick Yeview before
us pass ambition's fire, flashing from the cyes cf the competitors
for tho Olympic pilni; the heroes of ‘Thermopylae dnd Marathon,
struggling for the glory of their country 3 the word¥-of wisdom
sweetly falling from thn lips of Bverdfes ; and the folum shaken
by the cloquence of Demosthenes. Oh! Greece, pnce “the
Albion of thy studded sea,” jve weep thy downfall. 'Where now
ie thy Eleusis’ témple? Where now thy sturdy sons 1—the he.
rocs of thy battleficlds™? :

The mighty tide rushed on,andall-are gont.  T'hus all earth’s
glories pass away ; and, m;ﬂieir wavering shadows 1lit along, a
superstitious dredd steals o'er’ us; a dark forcboding, lest, in
some future hour, our own dear homos may be laid desolate ;
our own loved Canada mingle with the accumulated dust of ages
—lest where now sits our noble queen, on her, appurently, rock.
built throne,,and no less firmly seated in lier people’s hearts, be-
neath whose benign auspices the mother, in conscious security,
sweetly hums her lullaby, may, at some future day, be heard a
wail, for the desolation of Eng{hnd’s huppy homes,

Sad, sad, it is to jook ‘through -the dark vistn of the future.
We know not avhat awaits us. From the past, we can hope no-
thing ; and in thé present, every thing seems to batoken sorme .
awful crisis, _ .

What mean those earthquake heavings of politica) .commotion,
by which already has been hurled from his castellated throne,
that monarch, who, five months a~o, was saying in his blindness,
“1 have built my rvest on high, and never shall:-be moved 1"
To.day, a king; to.morrow, a fugitive, or a beggar—this is
man’s destiny—these are Time’s changes, He waves his sceptre
o’er the beautiful—and they--are not.  He treads the hall of re-
velry, where threng the bright and joyous-—and the .tearful wail
of stricken ones breaks.qn the air, where hitherto resounded
laughter’s merry peal. He passes o’cr the battleficld—and the
“serried hosts™iare passed awdy, and the green grads waves un-
stnined above the mauldering:.skeletons. He knows no pity ;
feels none ; and epch breath-though viewless, bears its millions
to their longyJast-home. .And cven .now, methinks yon moun-
tain.mist is wreathing -winding.sheots for many, whom that
mountain sceras o, shield. -

"Tis ever thus; men come and go ; whirled awey like “win-
nowing chaff” before the rude wind’s blast. Every thing here
is stamped.with the sigoet-of qmortality. Even nature heralds ||,
our speedy dissolution—the Jast leaf falls; the day smiles its de-
perting death-smile.; the yeargrows grey with age, and fades
from the earih farevers islessleap from sho ocsan, ond retirs to
their. mysterious caverns; cloud-capped mountains rear their
huge heads to heaven, and bow themscives to meet the lowly
plain.  Even the very stars, those brightest symbols of God’s
glory, glitter awhile in their “eternal depths,” then, like the
Plciad, loveliest of.their train, shoot away to *darkle in the
trackless void,” leaving no trace behind. ~ And thus shall carth
herself soon vanish, “as a dresm whon one awaketh,”

Aye, do not all things here adimonish us, that even now our
life 15 quivering towards its close ; and that ‘Time, ruthlessly as
he has brought this parting hour, shall sooa hu e borne away the
period for preparation? And is it reafly so, that the parting
hour has come ; that the period of our final separation has ar-
rived? Oh! would it were a dream. In a few hours more ¢




