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{‘Tnz following was written by a pupil of e, and Moa. VanNorman's school,
bofore its removal to Hamilton, and read at the Roviow of 1844.—Ed.}

*T'was a night of mirth
And ravolry. ‘The gay snd festive lamps
Weroe streaming from cach turrot——a thousand lords
Sat round the sumptuous board, Belshazzar rosc—
+ Now lot tho red wina foam!” There should be mirth
Whea conqueror's rovel!  Bab'lon’s immortal gods
Havo triumphed over Isracl ! and by their might
Wo 200n shall trample down'our latest for
And tamo their stubborn nocks to slavery’s yoko,
As my brave father did Jehovah's saints.
Bring forth the vessels which my father took
From Judah's fallen templo—now ¢ drink and praise
Gods of gold, cilver, iron, wood, and stone.”
O mad Belshazzer ! is there not
Enough of gin upon thy gty soul ?
Aro not tho visions of tho midnight couch
Now wild and dark enough, but thou must add
Insult to sacrilego.

If jusuce reigns on higb—for decds like these
‘Thero must bo fearful chastening!  Such awful guilt
Risin3 above theo to the judgment seat,

Shall calt a burst of gathering vongeance down

To sweep such crime from earth!  Ah, proud man!
Prince, ruler, conqueror, dost thou deem heaven sleeps ?
Or that the unscen unmortal ministers,

Ranging tho world to mark even purposed crime

In burming characters, havo laid amdo

Their everlasung attributos for thee ?

But know, vain worm ! that tAa¢ almighty power,

Whoso interdict is laid on seas and orbs
To whaln them from their wanderings, hath assigned

A hmit to thy tiumph! Ho. in whoso hands
The hghinings vibrate, holds them beck, until
The trampler on this goodly carth hath reached
His pyranud.height of gmle, that so his foll
May, with more fearful oracles, make pale
Presumptuous mortals!
How weak thy boasted swongth!  Know heaven doth work
By many agencies; snd in it its hour,
Thero is no insect, which the sumrer breezo
From the green lenf shakes trembling, but may serve
§s desp unsearchable purposes as well
As the great ocean, or tho etornal fires
Pentin carth's caves. *I'was by His power
« Thet suns wore stayad at noonday—stormy soas,
As a nll parted—nmail'd archangols, sont
To wither up the strength of kings with death,
And pumsh buman pride. How false thy peace !
How like s slumberer, crowned with flowors, and smiling
As 1n delighted vidons, on the brink
Of & droad chasm !  Qr, how 1t secms, as when
In bsouty bright, the blue transparent skios,
N And brihaunt sunboama pour a buoyant life
Through cach glad thallng vewn, and brighly chase
All thonghts of evil.  When tho very mir
Breathes of delight; and scatcely heralded
By one dosp wmoan, forth from his cavern depth
Tho eatthqueke bursts, and the whols splendid scons
Becomos cne cheos of all dreadful things.
So, on that festivo scone
Felt foarfulness and woe.
In that s2mo hour, upon ths palace wall,
“ In unknown characters, God's meseenger
Doth writa thy doom. That God whom thou hast mock'd—
Whose tomple thou hast rob'd —whoso name blasphemed—
Whoss pooplo murdered and oppross'd—that God—

Ths God of Jacob-—now it vengr..nco comes
To scourge tneo for thy sin?  Upon bis gods
Of gold and silver, now the trémbling king
Calls vainly, in his agony of fear,
To cover him from wrath.
Fear falls on all~—tames the proud tyrant’s heart—
Melts down stern spirita—pours terror and dismay
Through all the fiery blcod—as whon an icy dart
Hath touch'd the veins—unnerves the trombling knee,
And fotters tho strong arm.

*T'is an awful hour!
Upon its heavy stops deep horrors crowd
With such dark presage, there is left no room
For one pang more! Whore now ia fied the hope,
The strongth of this proud city ¥ Imagination now
Paiunts oll in gloomy terror.  Even the akies
O'crhang the desolate splendor of her domes
With an ill.omened aspect- and the winds
Swell with tho voice of danger—and heawily
Tho fearfulness and might of guilty dread
Presses the fainting heart.  Tho angry heavons
Presago dark ruint  Tho palhd sky puts forth
No cloar bright star, but ever and anon
A deep, dark, disma! mantle shadows all;
As when tho billows of the deep engulphed
The Egyptian armament.  Now the dread hour,
For which stern justice ne’er kept watch in van,
Is come. Cvrus, the man Jehovah had ordained,
Even now prepares the dark and solemn rnites
Of retribution.  On their disordered senso
Tho vision borste!—it maddens ! 'Tis the flash,
The hightning shock of lances, and the cloud
Of ruslung arrows, and the fearful blaze
Of gleaming sabres !

On! on they come!—
The heavy tread of mail-clad multitudes,
Liko thuuder showers nupon the forest paths.
Aye! gwlt knows well the omen of that sound,
And she hath voices like a scpulchre’s,
In all her seared hollows, to respond
Unto the step of death !

The conqueriag foe
Crowds on to drendful combat. Now the hosts
Rush on the revellers, in their blind debauch,
In nughty vengeance! Oh, there is now
A crash, & m:nghng of all things awful, i
Far, far more dreadful than the open field—
When batile's voice doth shake the ancient hills,
And peals through heaven’s great arch ; and rushing steeds
Trample the bife from ont tho mighty hearts
Of fallen heroes,

The morning light bresks on the scene, and shows
The dreadful harvest doath hath reaped. Those halls,
Where sangs of revelry arose so late, now smoke
With red hibations, poured profusely out
To heaven's insulted justice. 'The wrath of God
Hath mado o blasted vo:d, where once the sun '
Looked upon lovely dwelhinge—and from earth ‘
Razing all record, that on such = sfot
Heaven was insulted, or durb idols praised ¢

0, Babylon!

How art thou fallen 7 Where now is she who sat
As queen, and said, ] never shall see sorrow.”
Thy ponderous walls, which rosc in massive strength,
Aro crumbled mto dust.  Thy brazen gates are falien.
Thy stately forests, midway in the air,
Are withered down to carth—zand Belus® temple ¥

Whose sculptared top did reach high heavou's arch,
Is mingled in the wreck.

Proud Babylon!
Thy ecry was in thy ships” Bat now nor ships,




