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T had only a clerk’s salary to depend on
then, and what little I had laid up for a

:om- lirainy day, was soon spent; had it not

foot Jbeen for what my wife earned by her pen,
we must have suffered for the necessaries

rery lof life.

hile She paid my doctor’s bill, a heavy one

[it was too, procured delicacies to tempt
§ my capricious appetite, provided for the
house, and had money to spare to keep

ned M the wolf from the door, until I was well
 enough to earnmore ; and in that time,

has ff no duty was neglected, nvthing slighted,

his l my home was, as it has ever Dbeen, com-

. it, | fortable and inviting. She still writes

ded [ occasionally, though I am thankful there

iew B is now no necessity for her dving so.”

wly The entrance of Mrs. Oddfield, abruptly

uly & closed the conversation, and soon after,

nd & Charles Hastings departed, uncomfortably

ay- @ in love wtth a blue-stocking.
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his § SRETCH FROM FRENCH HISTORY

DURING THE EIGHTEENTH

. CENTURY.
in- .
ng PROLOGUE.
he .

In looking back into the vista of by-
ud, B gone yoars, we cannot thoroughly realize
um & the secret springs which led to the facts

§ which history has embalmed for us. 'Tis
th @ true, the facts stand out in bold outline,
c¢ B but the lights and shadows which form the
ed B background of the picture are not so easy
to B of recognition, and in comparison as niore
‘¢, W@ light and less shadow, or more shadow
o, it and less light ave inserted so does the
— B picture assume the kaleidoscopic ten-
sh M dency.

e § It would not do for usto write the

2 History of our own age, it would of
§ necessity be biassed by one individuality,
B so we wander backward, and by chance,
B lichting upon the so called? age of chivalry
find food for thought and reflection.

"Tis an age fraught with Philosophies ;
‘tis the age duringwhichart, thegreathand-
maid of life, made her most rapid progress
in Western Europe, and alas! also
the age when religion lapsed into a state
of rabid fanaticism on the one hand, and
on the other was neglected entirely, or re-
placed by a philosophy which to charact-

erize as “heathenish ” would but meekly
express the virulence of its opposition to
all that good men have ever held sacred
and dear.
Our intention in giving SKETCHES of
this era, is not to systematically finnish a
copious history of the age, but in a de-
sultory and suggestive manner, to retell
the already oft told tale.
REIGN—LOUIS XV.—DATE 175%.
TIME,—EVENING.

A young man, shabbily dressed with
his head bowed down, walks with restless
activity the streets of Paris.

His dress il accords with the splendour
of the streets through which he passes,
nor do the allurements of the imitative
arts seem to attract his attention,though
it is the most luxurious ageof the world,
and every mansion he passes is prodigal
in its display of the most costly and
precious gems of art.

Yet he cannot be insensible or phle-
gmatic, for ever and anon, as he raises
his head, we see under densely shagg
eye-brows an cye that flashes, with a pent
up genius—It is easy to see however,
that he has not yet wrung from the
world, the meed of praise which his
genius deserves, but that he is determin-
ed to do, or die, is told by the fixed and
heroic expression of the mouth, and, as we
study the face which can only be seen
now and again, when he for a moment
raises his lLead and takes, as it were. a
“gniff of mundane affairs, we cannot at
once determine whether, if fortune should
smile upon him, he would thrive under
her too often enervating influence. Yet
the width of brow and length of head,
seem to betoken determination and en-
ergy, while the fitful smile and now, and
again the fierce baffted look, whi h flashes
across his face, speak of passions of no
ordinary force, and not easy of countrol.
It is a face which once seen is not easily
forgotten, and one that makes us long to
know more of the life and history of its
possessor.

That his course through life has been
eventful we are sure, but what the events
are we are allowed only to conjecture.
The spell is however upon us, and we

follow him till he comes to the Opera



