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PARADISE LOST.
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PARADISE LOST.

My knapsack was on my shoulder—

=30 sail Armand, o young aviist, when a|
Little company of us were sitting together |
ihe other evening.

—My knapsack was on my shoulder, my
ashen stick in hand; three leagues of dusty
read had whitened me like a miller, Whence 1|
eame, Whither I was going—what matters it 7|
L was not twenty years of age. My starting
point, therefore, was home; my goal was
Paradise—any earthly Paradise 1 could fiml.
The country was net particularly pictnresque ;
and the weather was very hot.  Great undula-
tions-of harvest-laden fields rolled irregularly
on all sides. Tlere was a hamlet; there a
solifary farm-house ; vonder a wood ; on each
eminence awindmill. Some peasants that were
in the fields, sang; and the birds chirped at
them ag if in mockery. One ox two wazgons,
dragged by oxen and hovses, slowly moved
along the tree-bordered roud. I sat down on
o heap of stones. A waggoner grufily asked|
me if T was. tired, and offered me “a lift”
L accepted ; and soon I was stretched, where
dung had-been; jolted into an uneasy, half-
slumber, not without its charm, with the:bells|
of the lazy team softly jingling in. my- ears,
until T thought: fifty silver voices were calling -
me away to a. home that must be bright,
and.a.Jand that must be beautiful.

I awoke in a. mood sufliciently benign to
receive an-apology.. The man had forgotten
me when he turned off the high road, and
had taken me half a league into the country.
Where was the havim, honest wagooner? I
am not going anywhere ;- “Lam only going to
Paradise.” There was no village of that name
in the neighbourhood, he said ; but hie had no
doubt T would be pleased to see the grounds
of the chateau. Of course, I had come on
purpose for that, I handed him his pouwr-.
toire. “Drink my health, good man, and injure
vour own. et us see these grounds.” The
man showed, me- throngh a meadow near the.
farm (to which he belonged) and left me, toss-
ing the silver pieee L Bad given him in his
hard hand. T soon observed that the place
was worth seeing.

A hasty glanee showed it to be a frag-
ment of wild nature, oecupied in its ori-
ginal state, and barricaded against civilisa-
tion. There were woods, and solitary trees,
and lakes, and sireams: of sufficient: dimen-
sions for grandeur ; and, when once the wall
disappeared amidst the heavy foliage, T'could
at first discern no traces whatever of the pre-
sence of man.  However, on closer exami-
nation, I discovered that nature had Teen;
improved upon ; that all objects which might

]
|
| the presence of the art which so industricusly
i endeavoured to conceal itself; but heine, at

ungraciously intercept the view, or deform a

and we now find ourselves, writer and readers, [landscape, had been removed, There were
like the materjals of which we have been | no sham ruins nor artificial cnzendes ; but the
spenking, brought baek, after all these vavious |

stronger’s steps were led, by some ingenious
process of plantation, insensibly to the best
peints of view. T felt, and was thankful, for

that tine, as most younge men are, inelined to
compare great things with small—thinking to
ba epigrammatie and knowine—I exelaimed
alond : “The toilette of this park has been
admimbly performed.”

“ A valgar idea, vulgarly expressed,” said a
clear firm voiee above e, I looked up,
thinking that somebody,was hiddenin a tree;
and, to my surprise, saw a youug woman
upon a. fine large horse, holding a riding-
whip playfully over my head. She had ap-
prorched across the turf unheard ; and had
heard my exclamation, which, I assure you,
was meant for no ears but my own.

“ Madam,” veplied I, when Thad recovered
from my confusion, “I think you misunder
stand me, There i3 no vulgarity in comparing
a prospect, in whick every superfluity is thus
tastefully praned away, to a woman; who,
instead of loading herself with ornaments,
uges the arts of the toilette to display all her
beanties to the best advantage.”

“The explanation will not do,” she re-
plied.. “Ip wants frankness. Your phrase
simply meant: that: you were ashamed of the
admiration this view had at firstexcited ;-and
that you. thought ib necessary to exert: the
manly privilege of centempt. If I had not:
seen you yonder using your sketch-beok, I
should take you for a travelling hair
dresser.”

The tone and manner of my new acquaint-
ance puzzled me exceedingly ; and T was at
fivst rather irritated by the hostile aititude
she assumed. on such shight grounds. It was
evident she wished to provoke an intellectual
contest 3 for, at the moment, I did not under-.
stand that her real desire was to suppress the
formalities of an introduction. T returned to
the charge; she replied. A broadside of
repartee was fired off on either side; bub
insensibly we met upon common ground ;
atfectation was discarded ; and, as we streamed’
irregularly along the swardy avenues, o
stopped ab the entrance of a long vista—she
gently walking her docile genet; I, with
my hand upon its mane,~we made more
aglvances towards familiarity. and: friendship
in an hour than would have been possible,
under any other circumstanees, in & season.

Let me deseribe my impressions as I
received them. Otherwise, how will the
narrative illustrate the theory ! T am cn-
deavouring to show; by example, what an
immense structure of happiness. may be built
upon a very flimsy cround; that the material
sequence of this life’s events need have mo
correspondenee with the sequence of oursenti-
ments; that——DBub I must not antieipate.

The lady, dressed in a green riding-habit,







