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earoline Murry as bis bride, and hier good
8ense, and winning gentleness of character, in-
OUP-eced Anna, and effectual] y counterectod the
fais0 notions which were beginning to corrupt
'&good hert and to ovcrshadow a sound judg-
'tlent. It was flot long before sbe was fully
Seensible of the real differonce wbich there w'as
hetween the characters of ber two friends, and
thut of lier brother's wifo; and also betwoon
ttle and false gentility. Aithougli Caroline
Murry had been proscribed by a certain circle
'iI whiclh false pride, ingtcad of principle, was
the govcrning motive, she bcd still boen os-
4r5ecd among those who knew bow to look
beYond the surface. As the wife of Enfield,

%lat once tuok a position in circles whero
th(0 se who had passed lier by as unwortby
'*ouid have souglit in vain for admission, and
't' those circles she shone as a bright particular
Item.

For The Amarantb.

UINES WRITTEN ON LEAJVING THE
LAND 0F MY BIRTH.

Wýhen I think of old Engçland, my countrY) MY
home,

grieve o'or the cause that induced me to roam;
Antd thougli in my travels new friends I bave

Sfound,
<et mny heart to old England for ever is bound.

>rPis the land of my birth, 'tis the home of my
sires,

kvalaur and froedom my bosomn inspires;
Tilougli depress'd by misfortune, sbe weathers

the storin,
Tlhough assail'd. on alI sides--in every form.

1ýi0ve thee, old England, and neer cen forge
~espot where old friends I so often have

~ Oemy country, ber laves and her fame,
d1t deep in my mem'ry is graven lier name.

''.John, June- HAMLET.

nOautiful is the dying of theogreat suni; wbcn
1%e las song of the birds fades into, the lapse
tr Silence; wben the islands of clouds are bath-

i liglit, and tise firat star springs up over
th grave of day.

Ieo(Ple wbo are always innocently cheerful
%qgood bumoured, are very useful in the

W'ot1d; tliey maintain peace and happiness,
qdSpread a thankfui temper amongst ail wlio
14 aounJ them.

THE TUILERIES.
]BY MR$. LYDIA H. 5IGOUIRNIY.

AmoNrG the palaces that decorate the capital
of France, that of the Tuileries naturaîly at-
tracts the attention of the traveller. Stretch-
ing along the banks of the Seine, it is connect-
cd with the Louvre, by a gallery commenced
during the reign of Henry IV., and completed
under the auspices of Louis XIV. Thresidea
of an immense parallekgr am are thua for'mue&
and it was the intention of Bonaparte to have
added the fourth, and thus to have completed
the most magnificent edifice of the kind liat
modemn Europe can boast.

As the oye fixes, involuntarily, upon the cen-
tral pavilion, past scenes, and events of other
days, sweep by, like living pictures. Francis
I. seemns to pass by, proudly, in bis royai robes,
and leaning upon bis armý bis, intriguing mo-
thcr, Louise of Savoy, for wboni lie purchased
the hotel, which origirnally occupied the site of
this palace, somewbat more than tliree centu-
ries since.

Ninety years after, wîe see Henry III. liurry-
ing from its walls, to escape a tumult of the
people. Assisted by bis groom, lie bastily
mounts bis horse, bis dress disarraaged, and
the spurs but half fastened to bis boots. For-
ty arquebusiers take aim at hlmn, as he pase
out by the Ponte Neuve, and when hie finds
bimseLf free from the perilous neiglibourliood
of the city, lie turns towards it, and extends
bis hand, witli wratliful gestures, and impreca-
tions of vengeance. This reminds one of thse
kniglit of Sir Walter Scott, the haughty Mar-
mion, wbo on quitting the constrained liospita-
lity of the Douglas Castie,

"Turned and rais'd bis clencbed hand,
And shout of loud defiance pours,
And sliook bis gauntiet at the toNvers."1

IVe sbrink, as we imagine, gliding among
these scenes, the form of the ambitious Catha-
rine do Medicis, who built, for lier son' s resi-
dence, this very central pavilion, with its wings.
There, there, is the window, from wbence thse
infamous Charles IX. whom bis mnotlier fije,
zebel stirred up," fired upon bis own peopie, on
the terrible August 24th, 1572, and while tbe
groans of the murdered Protestants were re-
sounding in bis cars, continued to excite bis ruf-
fian soldiers wîth the boarse and horrible cry
of " Kill! KZl £11,

At the summer solstice, two liundred and
twenty years e.fter the massacre of St. Bar-
tbolomew, thse Tuileries again ro-echoed with


