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pointless cfforts of the pen : romances founded upon love and passion ; we need
something to speak to our inner natures, and while it mmusces, also to instruet
and warn.  We think good lessons are inculeated in the pages of' ¢« The School
for Fathers,” and that all may read it with interest and profit.

EARLY MEMORIES

Taey cune, aguin,—the shadows dim—
“The dreams of long ago
Like vaguc and formless ghosts that S\\lm,
Now brurht, NOW VAPOUTY ErAVC O Erit,—
With meuntory’s cbb and T .
Visions of glorious skies are there
Qer d':ulm-r plains of snow.
Or butter cups sand lilies fair
That carpet casth below.

0ld memorics, like a mighty host,
Float down the living “stream.
And the faces of the loved and Jost
Upon the senses beam,
And they flit through the brain hke the ghoath trarn
Of an opium- c1tcr’> dream.
"They come too in our waking hours,
When the battle of our life
U5 raging wild, and our spirit’s powers.
Are worn in the bitter strife;
They come like the music of our dreame.
They tell of a spirit land
They come like the fitful, fleeting gleas,
Of a former sphere, and with aootluufr Deaue.
They nerve the soul to stand,
Amid the strife that’s doom'd to all,
Nor start 10 sce the shroud and pall.

With minstrel strain those thoughts arise.
’Mid the balmy breath of spring,
Yicld dreans as bright as were the skics,
Erst spanning sunlit P aradise,
Aund scmphs rainbow bring.
Yet the Worldling feels no gush of vouth--
His soul is scar’d with mammon and ruth.

Yca, dreams there are as Eden bright,
That once our youny hearts cherish'd:

They burst upon our souls by night—

Yet leave therr traces with the 'wht-
Of visions that have perished.

Visions of brigrhter worlds than this—

Like gleums ofa wlerious woul. and Lliss.
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