
TI-IR GOLDEN AGE

The Golden Age.

BY J. M.

HIGolden Age is not a myth of the philosophers. Nor is
it a dream of poets. It cornes to mnan lin the care-free,

ýspoiSible days of childhood, whien " to-morrow " is buit a
ire of speech and existence is suinnied up in "to-day." -In
the tract of tinie there have been but one mani, and a wonani,
helpmeet. upon whom its sunlight bas not shone, But theyN

1 their compensations,
This is a tale of the Golden Days; and what is more the tale

rule.
Whether my story is uncommon I know not, but 1 thiink

telling of it may wake a chord of mnemory lin the iindffs of
ierb.

However that niay be, the hallucination that, sooner or
er, seizes upon all the sons of Adamn camne to nie--at the soie-

,at immature age of eight-with a vision of "Helen's beaiuty
a browr of Egypt." I fell in love.

It was an affection bon of an exchange of "conv\ers:ation

enges -- the legends on which were of a distiinctly aiatory
ture-and fostered 1 fear by a spirit of brav-ado.

Stili, in the beginning it was an uniselfish passion : freely
stowed, untrammelled by convention, idyllic .Later there

tered the Commercial Idea, which rings the death-kniell of
itimeent.

Her name was Jean; and we attended a school presided over
a inaiden lady, uncertain as to age and of rigid propriety, for

-iom the wine of life had turned to viniegar.
To ber pupils Miss Melville was the incarnation of the

ajesty of Law ; and the synibol of ber godhead was a stot
ne, with which she not infrequently -did us good." Never-

eless looking backward across the years, I think she regarded
;with a certain step-inotherly affection-and I know that she
as an excellent teacher.

With others, jean and I had been set to learn -twelve


