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vot wish to finda master in our father in-law, 
whom we hoped to have found a dutiful sub- 
ject.” 

LITERATURE, &o. 
EANER. 

ep 

now a shadow walking in the midst of the hve 
ng.’ 
At these words, pronounced 

for activity in the moral, fs like wind yo 
- i storm in the physical atmosphere—it fits 1tfor In a grave better things, by clearing away the impurities The British Magazines. At these words various emotions Were { tome, the youg man cast down his eyes 1n res- i that gather in the sun shine. 

—— 

From the London People’s Journal. 

LUCIE DE ROCHEFORT. 
A Tale of L117. 
CHAPTER I, 

The rain had fallen in torrents, and the larga 
drops beat aguinst the old fashioned windows 
of the royal abode, whose noble park refresh- 
ed by the grateful showers, looked even more 
verdant than before. A-young black-eyed girl 
wandered from window to window, hoping 10 
see from some of thems the blue sky peeping 
through the sombre clouds, bot in vain. = At 
Jength weary of waiting, and haediess of the 
damp, she went to the park in which was her 
favorite garden. Passionately fond of flowers 
she stooped to gather some, and amongstsothers 
a bunch of the lovely lilies so pecaliarly the 
flower of France, Their graceful heads had 
bent beneath the drops of rain, which, like 
pecals, hid themselves amid the recesses of 
their corelias. The maiden. thinking only of 
their beanty and fragrance, allowed the water 
to vim down her head and neck, thereby wet- 
ting her dress, 

‘ Lucie! Lucie!” erizd an angry voice; and 
raising har eyes towards the palace, the 

| unfortunate Lucie, a plainiive cry escaped her 

painted on the expressive countenance of the 
Count de’ Rochefort. Elizabeth tried to rise, ] 
but sank down again in her chair. As tothe 

—her eyes remained sad and fixed—nher anu- 
sually rosy cheeks were overspread with a 
deadly paleaess, and she resembled a marble 

{ statue. Poor young creature, thus rudely was 
! the cup of joy dashed from her lips!—thus van- 
{ ished, and for ever, her dreams of greatness 
+ and glory! Like her flowers, she had reigned 
but for a day. f 

« Take her away!* cried Elizabeth, ¢ she is 
fainting!’ . 
"The coiint advanced towards his daughter, 

and raised her ip his arms. The young queen 
bent her head over his shoulder, and grasped 
him convulsively, He bore her thus to her 
apartments, and laid her down beside her mo- 
ther, who embraced her in a transport of affec- 
tion. 

¢ My poor broken lily,” said she, * who can ! 
restore you to your former happiness!  Yoq ' 
were the pride of our gardens, the ornament | 
of onr fetes—already has a storm passed over | 
you.’ S : i 
The accents of the maternal voice pierced | 

Lucie’s heart, and falling on her knees beside 
the countess’s arm chair, she exclaimed in des- 

1] v 

pect and astonishment ; tear roll- | 
ed down his face. When he locked up the ; 
fair vision had vauished beneath the deep fo-! 
hage, amongst which he heard a fat rustling, | 

“his interview remained for a long time en- , 
graven on the heart of the young nobleman; he * sought for the young queen, wishing to offer 
va a pure and deeply seated love. He foun er; 
loss of a crown; and before long Lucie de | 
Rochefort became Lady de Beaujeu. 
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From the London People’s Journal. 

INDUSTRIOUS IDLERS. 
It is strange that in this world of care, bu- siness and pleasure, there should be many | who pine for the want of something 0 do— something to occupy their leisure, and fill the vacuum caused by too much wealth, Itis a common thing to hear these who labor from ¢ early mora to dewy eve’ wish (hay they had time to enjoy themselves; and 1t is nop unfre- 

quently the case that they whose forinate, or 
rather unfortunate, lot 1t 18 10 be born wo rich- 
es, pine for the health and strength that labor 
seldom fails to bring. 

‘ Industry,” says Bishop Berkeley, + iy the 

bis devoted affection consoled her for the | f 

a
 

With us, however, there 1s not much dan- 

ger of extreme idleness, for whichever way a 
man turns there is something calls for his 
interference—something invites his co-opera= 
tion: and, whether he spends his money ib 
dissipation, or wasies it in the thonsnnd-snd- 
one schemes invented for the amusement 8 

occupation of the wealthy, it matters little—, 
or anything is better than nothing: pleasures 

pall at last, and something good occasionally 
comes out of the vagaries of the industriond 
idle, if it be only a new method of getting 

through a thousund a year, without thought. 
Various nave been the plans adopted ‘of 

* killiag time,” with good or bad results as thé, 
case may be. Some men take to building. 
which is a very harmless, though frequently 
expensive method—Beckford found it sv, 00 
doubt when he built Fonthil Abbey by toreh- 
light: some have a fancy for collecting pictures 
and works of art; a laudable way of spendivg 
time and money, withous doubt, though 
sometimes curried 10 a ruinous excess : others, 
In gathering together heaps of knick-knacke- 
ries, like Horace Walpole, which is not aito= 
gether an useless occupation : while some 
again hunt up old books, old coins, old clothes, 
and old memories‘-the antiquarian idleness i : moth did not pre. | Naural sure way to wealth’ but what 1s in. pei, erhaps the least to be condemned: oth= young girl perceived her mother, the wife of eo Tot il ol blow on ry aden fipasy pees pos oc ra the whese- gry A fo) pend BF tho senate‘ar tele 

‘formed them into a bouquet, and held it up 
smiling, to her mother, then bounding, light 
and gracefal as an antelope, across the 
‘pwr, she hurried up stairs, where the Count 
83 de Rochefort awaited her. 3 

¢ ‘The flowers were for you, my mother,’ 
criod she, kneeling beside ths arm-chair of the 
Initer. 
Her mother was satisfied with the excuse, 

for wiping away the drops of rain which trick- 
Qled down Lucie’s silken tresses, ‘Come to 
wy heart,” she said, and then folding her in 
her arms, gazing on her with a look in which | 
pride was mingled with admiration, she adds 
ed, ‘Can it be that you are indeed queen of : 
Frances! you, who are only thirteen years of 
age, Queen of France ! Do yon know, Lu. 
rie, whut it is to be adored by a great nation, | 
and to have a husband sharing with you his 
throne 2 “Will you not be kind to your sub. 
jects, wy child ? and will you not dearly love ; 
your husband 2° : 

¢ Fear not,” my mother,” replied the young 
girl with emotion. * [ would that my hasband 
whould bless our union, and the people our 
voign. 1 would that their days, like the hours 

, a son dial, shonld be measured by suns 
shina. Oh mother, T am happy—so happy, 
that { ean scarcely believe in its reality.” 

‘Believe it, my child. God will watch 
over you; and your hasband’s father has been 
uoder 100 any obligations to yours to allow a 
of his #on’s being ungrateful to the Count de 
Rochefort.” 
One of the pages of the countess entered at 

this moment, bearing a letter from the Grand 
Seneschal: mooning the page to withdraw 
Lady de Rochefort sad alpud, as follows: 

¢ My dearly beloved, and very noble wife, | 
Elizabeth Crecy—IJ, Count de Rochefort, and 
Grend Seaeschal of France, have the honor to 
inform you that, before raising the siege of the 
town of which t bear the name, { could hava 
taken prisoners the Lords of Garlande and of 

without a crown.” 
Then, io the same attitude as on the day | 

when the countess spoke 10 her of her joyons 
prospects, she hid her face in the long folds 
of her veil, aod wept bitterly. Her tears, 
which she tried in vain to restrain, fell burn- | 
ing on her mother’s bosom, that" mother, * 
wounded in her affections, humbled in her 
pride, had not power to console her; she could 
only matter a few words, which revealed the 

{ deepness of the wound sha had received, 
CHAPTER 1I1.—A. D. 1115. 

! Paris resounded with the joyful acclamations 
of the people, and the ringing of the bells of 
Notre Dame, together with the agitation 
whizsh was everywhere perceptible, annoanced 
a fete, in which every inhabitant of the town 
was 10 share. “It was on the occasion of the 
king’s marriage with Adelaide de Maurienne, 
daughter of Humbert i, count of Savoy. The 
people enthusiastically ‘wel a nd- 

"an! of the great Charlemagne; she was adorn. 
{ed with a magnificence worthy of her noble 
i acestors; and the fickle multitude soon forgot 
i the solitary star, which had shone but for an 

! instant, and left, alas! no truce behind i 
; In the evening the -park was brilliantly jig. . 
: minated, and presented a splendid spectacle, 
The trees were ornamented with colored lamps | 
.insuch a manner as to give them the ap. 
{ pearance of being encircled by garlands of fire; 
' the walks were strewed with flowers, and 
: every one appeared pleased and happy. But f 
! no, mot all; 1a a lonely puth. the only one for- 
1 ssken by the crowd, a lady walked slowly 1 

i along, gmded by the moonbeams which 
pierced shrongh the trees: she appeared to lis- 

! ten sadly to the noise of the people, whose joy ! 
{ contrasted so painfully With her own sud 

t 

. thoughts. 

“Tbe present—the fotaie-—could they give 
+ her any pleasures, cowparithle to those which 
{ she had lost 2 The joy of her soul had fled! 
, —and yet she was but twenty, nnd might she 

+ daily occasions 3° 

Troyes; but remewering our near relationship | not yer, therefore, feel a sentiment capable of : 
10 our most gracious king Louis, I ventared = re-animating ber existence, and making her | 
without formally asking his majesty’s perwmis- * forget those gladsowe days when she thought | 
sion to grant them their liberty. Inform him, . her power was unlimited, because a look or 
however, of tha circumstance, on the part of | a word made every one yield their will to Des 
your devoted husband, Gail-le-Rouge, Lord of | But ¢h! how everything was now changed! 

{ or should be, the means of diffasing happiness 
among the sons of toil ; bus, unfortunately, there 
are many who possess wealth, and yet waat . the power or the inclination to render it uge. 

; ful to the world. 
Money, 1t has been cleverly said, is like 

manure, quite useless in a heap, but a very 
good thing when it is spread; and taey who 
keep it it locked up in coflers, or, what is much 
the same, expend it uselessly, are like the old 
miser in the fable, who, when he baried his treasure in the field, and coming to feast hig 
eyew on it, found it gone, bewuiled his har fate, and cursed the bief. Everybody heard the siory, bat it is worth fepeating, never- 
theless, for in the moral of it ig concealed a 
deep truth. Hearing she lamentations of the 
miser, a traveller who happened to be passing 
inquired the cause of his grief. * Look,’ said 
the old man, pointing to the empty hole, ¢ | 
lzid my riches there and they have been sto- 
len. «You laid your riches there,’ said the traveller, ¢ that was a very silly proceeding 
on your part; why not have kept them for your | 

) ¢ Duily occasions,” whined 
the miser; © what, do yoa think 1 meunt to 
epend my money 2’ * Oh,’ exclaimed the tra- 
veller, “1f that be all—-if you merely laid it 
there to look at, you have nothing more to do 
than to put a stone in its place, pay your. 
devotion to that, and you will never feel your | 
08< » 
But to the industrions idlers this fable does | not apply; for, whatever faults way laid to | their charge, that of inactivity is not among | the number; indeed it seems quite contrary to the genius of Britons to luzuriaie in idleness | —the climate is not fed for lying in the sun: ’ and, to our honor be it said, there are very few really idle people to be found amongst as. Even they who have no regular occupation or profession, no « daily occasions’ for “exertivn, { ever find means to rub off the dust of leisure, and become positively laborious in their plea- sures; aud 10 these the industrious idles be- long. 

To this feeling we owe, oftentimes, the ar- 
dour of the sportsman, the untiring curiosity of 
the traveller, the enthusiasm of the learned 
rich, and haply, the spendtbrift propensities of 

. this we observe as a fact, 

Montlhery, Count de Rochefort, and Grand 
Seneschal of France.® 

As soon as she had finished reading, Eliza- 
beth rose, and said to her daughter, * come, ! 
Jet us briog the letter 10 the king, and plead * 
the cause of the two rebels, in. order that he . 
way not blame the clemency of thg Count de : 
Rochefort.” . : 

“T'hus saying, she drew Lucie out of the hall, | 
and the marble pavement was strewed with 
the young queen's flowers. Those flow- 
ers go fresh, so lovely, soon faded— their reigu 
had lasied but a day. 

CHAPTER IT. 

Some timaafier this, the king held a coun- | 
cil in the great hall. 

¢ Command Lucie de Rochefort, and the 
wife of the Grand Seneschel to attend,” asgid 

. Louis to one of his pages. 
Elizabeth and Lucie soon appeared, agitated : 

by a vague uneasiness. The Count de Roche 
fort and the other noblemen wished 10 rise, in 
honor of the young queen, whose geatle coun- | 
tenance bespoke hor amiable disposition, 

i
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she was treated with coolness and contempt. 
"The inconstant crowd worshipped the divinity 
of the day, and loaded her with the incense ! 
which had formerly burned for another. At 
these thoughts a sigh escaped her, and tears 
flowed down her checks. A slight noise be- 

hind ronsed her from this painful reverie; she 
started involutary, aad then fapcied it was the 
wind playing amid the trees; but a young man 
approached. 

¢ Alone here, madame,’ said he, © can it 

be that you are weary of the amusements of 
the evening; or have you lost your way amongst 
these lonely walks 2’ 

* Amusements,” replied she in a trembling, 
| voice ¢ that 18 a word which awakens no echo 

in my heart; there was a time when each day 

brought with it new joys, when my lively 
¢ imagination held its sway over the stern reali- | 
ties of life; or when, like a fairy a touch of 
my wand would animate all aronnd! Oh, how 
pisasant is this power! how dreadfal to be 
obliged to renounce this empire,’ ¢ } | 

“This power,” said the young man, look- | 

our younger nobility ;—the rich parvenu who 
made the tour of Europe, and brought home 
nothing but a bag of noses chipped from the 

' faces of ancient siatues, is but a type of the 
! class—and the youth who has more woney | 
{ than wit, and expends his too much energy 1p | 
“driving thorough bred horses, and knocking 
about ivory balls_npon a green baize cloth, byt 

: another illustratidn. 
’ 

i Without something to engage his thoughts 
: the rich man is—must be, necessarily —a mpg 
| miserable being; and bearing in mind the dre. 
i riness that comes of want of occupation, 
i I often thank God that I am among the worlg’g | 
{ Ipborers- ~for honest labor is honorable no mat. 
{ ter of what degree How wretched it rust by | 
; to feel that siceping listlessncss,” 80 well deg. ] 
‘ eribed by the American poet, stealing over the | 
i frame, and cccupying the mind to the exclysi. 

Hear what the ton of all higher thonghts, 
| poet says : 

¢ How often, O how often, 
I have wished that the ebbing tide 

Wonld bear me away on its bosom 

| sigL 2 

§ 6nd waddle salely off, 

tulking or fighting—the lust, doubtless the 
least usefal a all, 

Some take to ornamental farming, some 10 
novel writing —the ladies ezpecially ; some 10 
mere pleasure, which 1s an unsatis(aciory ap 
tring mode of idling ; and some to hard drink 
Ing ; some sgning (o gambling ; and others 10 
taxing the chair at public meetings and city 
dinners, or busying themselves about the erecs 
tion of bathe and wash-houges, and writing fof 
‘ The Times > These last, by the way are elt 
ways indusirions aad never 1dje, aod would be 
buss if they were confined within four #1000 
walls, upon a straw bed—they, thereiorés 
scarcely belong 10 tins class, but as we have 
placed them iu the List they must be content 
to abide there. Goldsmith was ap eminent 
spreimen of industrious idlers ; he always put 
off writiag till he was positively withoar mos 
ny ; but the best of it was that he had nob 
sufficient wealth to be idle alogether ; and 18 
world had neéd be thankful fort ; for had he 

“been a rich man the * Vicar of Wakefield” 
would never have been written, andjwe shou'd 

| have lot the finest novel‘io the Janguage. To 
» eoncinde—(or the charm of an essay is in 18 
brevity—ihe wndustrios idiers are & very usefol 
class tn their way, {or they help to illustrate 
the value of constent activity. ~~ Idleness, we 
are Lold, is the devils plaything, and riches i@ the root of all evil: we long tor the first and 

i sive for the last, Better pray to be preserve 
ed from both. 

WONDERG IN NATURAL HIS- 
TORY. 

The greyhound runs by eyesight only, and 
Toe. carrier pi- 

geon flies ts two hundred and Ay miles 
bomewurd by eyesight, namely, from poiat to 
point of objects which ne has marked ; buy this 
18 only our conjecture. The tierce dragonfly, 
with twelve thousand lenses in hig eye, dure 
from angle to angle with the rapidity of a flu-h- 

_ ing sword, and as rapidly darts back, wot 
turning an roe air, buc with a clash reversing 
the action of his tour wings—the only known 
vreature that possesses this faculty. Hyg sight 
then, both forwards and backwards, must be 
proportionately rapid with his wings, and ins 
slantaneously caleulativg the disiance of ob= 
jects, or he would dash himselt to pieces But 
in what conformation of his eye does this cou 

No one can answer. A cloud of ten 
thousand goats dances ap and dowa in the sus, 

‘ the grats being so close together that yoo ead 
scarce see between them, yet po one kpock® 
ano:her headlong vpan the grass, or breaks 8 
leg or a wing, long and delicate as these ures 
Suddenly admiost your admiration of this 
maichless dunce, a peculiarly high shouldered 
vicious goat, with long, pale, pendant nose, darts out of the rising and telling cloud, and 
settling on your neck inscrie 8 poleonous stings 
What possessed the litle wretch to do this © 
Did tre smell your blovd 10 the mozy gunce 3 
No one kuows. A four horse coach comes suddenly wpon u flock of geese on a parrow 
rove, and drives through the ‘middle of them. 
8 goose wus never yeuiairly run over; nor & duck. They are vader the very wheels aud 
hoofs, and yet someaow they copirive to flap 

Habiwally stapid, heavy and indolent, they are pevertheless equa 
lo any emergency. by does the lonely d ing with admiration at the pale, but noble | O’er the ecean wild and wide! woodpecker when he descends and goes 10 » Remain seated, gentlemen,” said Louis foitures of the lady who addressed him, © this ; For my heart is not and restless, drink, stop several times on hye way, lieen, ! Vi, coldly; « mY council peed not rise 0 a power is the power of beauty; to attract by a ; And my lite is {ull of care, ‘and look round before he takes his draogh? coanters.’ 3 { look, to'ensiave by a smile, 10 captivate every i And the barden laid upon me § No ove knows, How 18 it that the species of 5 The Countess blushed with anger. * What!” ' heart, such is your fate, ang oh is it not a | Secs greater than [can bear, t pol ns. po taken in baple by ote ans thought she, ¢ do they refuse the title of quaen sweet and pleasant destiny | Bat the indastrious idle are seldom troubled [40s timed N “Ves should be the black, or ne- Lucie ? She’ legiti- ¢ Ther id ee ve 4 ike these; for, thanks t ; 8ro ant? No one koows, A large epecies ] 

ww my 3, however, the leg There are women,” she teplied, ‘who have jp thoughts like these; for, 0 the | starfish posesses i}, - : mate wife of Lovis in the sight of God and never been loved; they have been cast aside . restless activity of our natare, there is no | MlEidis Jameots wore of breaking it- ) 
wen.’ ; like a broken toy; and youth and beauty have | guunding still in the crowd, and if they { ror, rage, or ad the influence of ork. 

¢ A tene rolled down (he cheek of the young remained powerless before caprice and fashivi. | cannot occupy themselves in matters use. raily break up,” sayy uk it bi of pr : 
queen. as the king rose and said: | Life is like a crystal, whose yianmerable faces | ui heir (surplus energies are expended iA | fore it jg raised Sars ky fr LLL Dak 1 « We, Louis V1., King of France, by the © produce a variety of different colors; bat would | trifling, frivolous, rs ot ve rr wischio~ | cautionsly and BuXiouely 1 sunk my bucket, grace of God and the saints, declare thay we | DO! the brightest appear dull when lpoked 8 { yous pursuits; and od 0 is puiag and proceeded ig the mos ganids mine? tb repudiate Lacie de Rochefort, daughter of iD the ight of the noonday sup 2* ' ble members of society become the dupes ob inireduce Luidig \ 
Gui-le-Ronge, Count de Rochefort, and Grand | 

Seneschal of France, and of Elizabeth de Cre- | 
ev; and that the warringe be declared pall | 

and void, and that the sepurstion be prenona.- | 
ced in ome loyal town of Troyes; as we do 

« Who are yon 2" replied the young man in 
amazement. © that speaks thus buterly of the 
world and of life 2 

« A victim of fate, an overthrown idol—Ln- 

cie de Rochefort, formerly Queen of France, 

intriguing sharpers, and others of the same 
kidney. If the bias lie towards things that are X 
laudable and good for thew species, wali; and ; 
if pot, why it is better to be industrious in ; 
little things thao be positively and really idle; 

'0 the purer element. Whe 
i ¥8 0 much for him or the 

eight of the bucket 104 Terrific. 1 hob w not: 

but in a moment he d:gyolved his corporation, 
and at every mesh of the dredge bis (ragmenis 
Weie seen escaping, 


