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From Hogg’s Tnstractor.
INSTINCT OF CHILDHOOD.
BY JOHN NEAL.

A BeavuTtiruL child stood near a largs
open window. The window was completely
overshadowed by wild grape and blossoming
honeysuackle, and the drooping branches of a
prodigious elm-—the largest and handsomest
you ever saw. The child was leaning for-
ward with half open mouth and thoughtfal
eyes, looking into the firmament of green
leaves for ever at play, that appeared to over-
hang the whole neighbourhood; and her loose,
bright hair, as it broke away n the cheerful
moraing  wind, ghtterea like stray sunshine
ameng the branches and blossoms. Just un-
derneath her feet, and almost within reach of
her little haad swung a large and prattily co«
vered bird-cage, all open to the sky! The
broad plentiful grape leaves lay upon it in
heaps—the morning wind blew pleasantly
through it, wmaking the very music that birds
and children love best—and the ' delicate
branches of the drooping elm swept over it —
and the glow of blossoming herbage round a-
bout fell with a sort of shadowy lustre upon
the basin of bright water, and the floor of
glittering sand within the cage.

» Well, #f ever!” said the child; and then
she stooped and pulled away the trailing branch-
es and looked into the cage; and then her
lips began to tremble, and her soft eyes filled
with tears.

Within the cage was the mother bird, fiat-
tering and whistling—not cheerfully, but
mournfully—and beating herself to death a-
gainst the delicate wires; and three httle bits
of birds watching her, open-mouthed, and
trying to follow her from perch te perch, as
she opened and shut her golden wings, like
sudden flashes of sunshine, and darted hither
and thither, as if hnnted by some invisible
thing—or a cat foraging in the shrubbery.

¢ There, now! there you go again! you fool-
ish thiag, you! Why, what is the matter? 1|
shoald be ashamed of myself! I should
so! Hav’nt we booght the prettiest cage in
the world for you? Hav’nt you had enough
to eat, and the best that could be had for leve
or meney—sponge-cake—loat sugar, and all
soris. of seed ? Did’nt father put up a nes
wiih his own hands; and bavn’t 1 watched
over you, you ungrateful little thing, till the
eggs they put there had all turned to birds, no
bigzer than grasshoppers, and so moisy—ah,
you can’t think! Just leok at the beanotiful
clear water there—and the clean white sand—
where do you think you eceuld find snch wa-
ter as that, or such a pretty glass dish, or
such beautifal bright sand, if we were to take
vou at your word, and let you out, with that
little neat full of young enes, to shift for your-
selves, hey ?°

The door opened, and a tall benevolant-
looking man stepped up to her side.

¢ Oh, father, I’m so glad you cama.
do you think is the matter with poor litt
dy?

The father looked down among the gras
and shrubbery, and up into the top branches,
and then into the cage—the countenance of
the poor little gittle girl growing mere and
more perplexed and nore sorrowful every mo-
ment.

¢ Well, father, what is it ? does it s
thing ’

¢ No, my love, nothing to frighten her; but
where is the father bird 2°

¢ He’s in the other cage. He made
to-do when the birds began to chipper this
inorning, that I was obliged to let him out,
and brother Bobby, he frigntened him into the
cage aud carried him off.’

¢ Was that right, my love ?

¢ Why not, father ! He wouldn’t be quiet,
you know ; and what was [ to.do 2’

¢ But, Moggy, dear, these little birds ma
want their father to_ help to feed them
the poor mother bird may want him to
cure of them, or sing to her.’

What
1

le bir-

3

any-

cl

)

¢ Or, perhaps, to show them bow to fiy,
father 2’

¢ Yes, d And to separate them just nos
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cage has been scoured with soap and sand; the
fountain filled; and the seed-box—and-—and
—I declare I camnot think what ails them.’

¢ My love, may it not be the very things
you speak of 2 Things which you think ought
to make them happy, are the very cause of
all their trouble, you see. The father and
mother are separated. How can they teach
their young to fly in that cage? How teach
them to provide for themselves ?’

* But father, cear father!” laying her little
hand on the spring of the cage-door, ° dear
father! would you ?’

¢ And why not, my dear chiid?* and the
father’s eyes fi'led with tears, and he stooped
dewn and kissed the bright face upturned to
his, and glowing as if illuminated with in~
ward sunshine. ¢ Why not ?°

¢I was only thinking, father, if I should
let them out, who will feed them 2’

¢ Who feeds the young ravens, dear ? Who
feeds the ten thousand little birds that are fly-
ing about us now ?’

¢ True, father; but they have never been
imprisoned, you know, and have already learn-
ed to take care of themselves.”

The father looked up and smiled. Worthy
ef profound consideration, my dear; I admit
your plea; but have a care lest you overrate
the danger and difficulty in your unwilling--
ness to part with your beautiful little birds.”

¢ Father!” and the little hand preseed wpon
the spring, and the door flew open—wide
open.

¢ Stay, my caild! What you do must be
done thoughtfully, conscientiously, so that you
may be satisfied with yourself hereafter, and
allow wme to hear all your objections.’

¢ 1 was thinking, father, about the cold
rains, and the long winters, and how the poor
little birds that have been so long confined
would never be able to find a place to sleep
in, or water to wash in, or seeds for their lit-
tle ones.’

¢ In eur climate, my love, the winters are
very short and the rainy season iself does not
drive the birds away; and then, you know,
birds always follow the su., if our climate is
100 cold for them, they have only to go farther
south. Butin a word, my love, you are to
do as you would be done by. As you would
not like to have me separated from your moth-
er and you—as you would not be imprison-
ed for life, though your cage were , cram-
med with leaf-sugar and sponge-cake—as

you’

¢ That’ll do father! that’s enongh! Brother
Bobby! hither Bobby! bring the little cage
with vou; there’s a dear!

Brother Bobby sang out in reply; and after a
moiment or two of anwious inquiry, appeared at
the window with a little cage. The prison
doors were opened: the father bird escaped;
the mother bird immediately followed with
a cry of joy; and came back and tolled her
little ones forth among the bright green leaves.
The children clapped their hands in an ecsta-
cy, and the father fell upon—their necks and
kissed them; and the mother, who sat by,
sobbed over them both for a whole hour, as
if her heart would break; and told her neigh-
bours with tears in ber eyes.

« The ungratefal hussy! What! afier all
that we have done for her; giving her the best
room that we could spare; feeding her from
our own table; clothing her from our own
wardrobe; giving  her the handsomest and
shrewdest fellow for a husband within twenty
miles of us; allowing them to live together
till a child is bora; and now, bccause we

have thought proper tosend him away for a |
»he may earn his keep—now, for- |

while, whe

sooth, weare to find my lady discontented
with her sitaation!”

¢ Dear father?”

¢ Hush, child! Ay, discontented—that’s

the word--actnally dissatisfied with her conc
the jade! with the best of everything
e her happy—comforts and luxuries
could never dream of obtaining if she were
ee to-morrow—and always contented; never
ng to be discontented till now.’

« And what does she complain of, father ?
¢ Why, wmy dear child, the unreasonable
I ; just because we have sent her
and away to the other plantation for a few
months, he was idle_here, and might bave
grown discontented, too, if we had not picked
him off. And then, instead of being happier,
and more thankful—more thankful te her hea-
venly Father, for the gift of @ man child, Mar-
tha tells me that she found her crying over if,
calling it a little slave, and wished the Lord
would take it away from her—the ungratefal
wench! when the death of that child would be
/0 handred dollars out of my pocket—every
it of it!’

ave done for her too!’ sighed

Y 1 wo
¢ After all we

the mother.

re I have no patience with the jude!’
1 the father.

—-~dear father!’

3e quiet, Moggy ? don’t teaze. me now.’
; and, as she spoke, the child
ran up to her tather and drew him to the win~
dow, and threw back her suashiny tresses, and

, father?

{ looked up into his eyes with the face of an an-

gel, and pointed to the cage as it still hung at
the window, with door the wide open.

The father understood her, and coloured to
the eves, and then, as if half ashamed of the

kness, bent over and kissed her forehead

sisoothed down her silky hair—and told her
she was a child now, and must not talk about
such matters till she bad grown older

*Why not, father ?

¢ Why not 2. Why, bless your little heart!
sel w

we

ber adrift, with her child at her

urn

breast, what woald become of her? Who
would take care of her? who feed her ?’

¢ Who feeds the ravens, father? Who
takes care of all white mothers, and all white
the babes we see ?’

¢ Yes, child—but then—I know what you
are thinking of; but then—-there’s a mighty
difference, let me tell you, hetween a slave
mother and a white mother—between a slave
chiid and a white child.’

¢ Yes, father.’

¢ Don’t interrupt me. You drive every-
thing out of my head. What was I going to
say 2 Oh! ah! that in our long winters and
cold rains, these poor things who have
been brought up m our houses, and who know
nothing about the anxieties of life, and have
n::ver learned to take of themselves—and—
Q7 ———

¢ Yes, father; but couldn’t they follow the
sun,too ? or go farther south ?’

¢ And why not be happy here 2’

* But, father—dear father! How can they
teach their little ones to fly in a cage ?’

¢ Child, you are getting troublesome!’

¢ And how teach their young to provide
for themselves, father 2

¢ Pat the little imp to bed, directly; do you
hear 2’

¢ Goed night, father! Good night, mother!
Do as you would be done by.’
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From Lyrics and Miscellaneous Poems.
MY CHILDHOOD TUNE.
BY FRANCIS BROWN.
Anp hast thou found my soul again,
Though many a shadowy year hath past
Across its chequered path since when
I heard thy low notes last?

They come with the old pleasant sound,
Long sileat, but remembered soon—
With all the fresh green memories wound

About my childhood’s tune!

I lef: thee far among the flowers—

My hand shall seek as wealth no more—
The lost ligat of those morning hours

No sunrise can restore.

And life hath many an early cloud
That darkness asit nears the noon—

But all their broken rainbows crowd
Back with my childhood’s tune!

Thou hast the whisper of young leaves
That told my heart of spring begun,

The bird’s song by our hamlet eaves
Poured to the setting sun,

And voices heard, how long ago,
By winter’s hearth or autumn’s moon!—
They have grown old and altered nowe
All but my childhood’s tune !
At our last meeting, Time had much
To teach, and I to learn ; for then
Mine was a trusting wisdom—such
As will not come again.

silly enough to open my doors |

I bad not seen life’s harvest fade
Before me in the days of June ;
But thou—how hath the spring time stayed

With thee, my childhoods tune !

I had notlearned that love, which seemed
So priceless, might be poer and cold ;

Nor found whom oace I angels deemed
Of coarse and common mould.

{ I knew not that the world’s hard gold

Could far outweigh the heart’s best boon ;
And yet thou speakest as of eld—

My chikdhood’s pleasant tune!

1 greet thee as the dove that crossed

My path among T'ime’s breaking waves,
With olive leaves of memory lost,

Or shed, perchance, on graves.

The tree hath grown up wild aad rank,

i With blighted boughs that time may prane—
But bleseed were the dews it drank

§ From thee—my childhood’s tune!

{ Where rose the stranger city’s hum,
By many a princely mart and dome,
Tl«ou comest—even as volces come
To hearts that have no home.

A simple strain to other ears,
And lost amid che tumult soon ;

But dreams of love, and truth, and tears,
Gome with my childhood’s tuns!

From Chambers® Edinburgh Jeurnel,
SUMNER ON TRUE GLORY.
CHARLES SUMNER, whose essay cn War

wag noticed by us some years ago, has added
to nisreputation by an addresson ¢ Fame and
Glory,” delivered before the Literary Societies
of Amherst Coll-ge, August 11, 1847, a copy
of which, printed at Boston, has just reached
us, Mr Sumner’s address appears in Engs
lgnd at an appropriate time, When 2 por-
tion of the people, misled by a pretended
fearoa tne score of military defeaces, would

military array. Itis time that the © fame8
glory’ usually accorded to warlike expl
were set down at their true value. ;

We cenanot, in these limited pages, fnll"_'%
Mt Sumuer through his eomprehensive O
on, but counfining ourseives chiefly to lffﬁ;i"
prominest points, we ehall present, as faf @8
possible, a condensed view of his line of &%
soning.
Fame and Glory may, for the present piss
pose, be considered synonomous. They &
the expression of a favourable public opial
ou ceriain actions, but asy value to be atl
ed to tnis opinion must depend on the deg
of enlightenment and conscientiousaess
those who express it. ‘¢ In early and bar
rous periods, homage is exclusively renderes
achievements of physical strength, chiefljit
slaying wild beasts, or humen beings, who 885
termed enemies. The feais of Hercules, whiess
fill the fables and mythology of early Greets
were triumphs of brute force. Congquaeror @
the Nemean lion and the many-headed hydf®
strangler of the giant Aont®us, illustrious S8
venger of the Augesn stables, grand abater€s
of the nuisances of the age in which he i
he was hailed as a hero, and commemorsi®
as a God. And at a later time, honour
still continued to mere muscular strength®
erm. One of the most polite and emio®
chiefs at the siege of Troy, is distinguished
Homer for the ease with which he hurled!
rock, guch as could not be lifted even by !
strong men in our day. And this wasg
in an age which had not yet learned to reg
the moral and intellectual nature of man,
that which distinguishes him from the b
that perish, as the only source of cond
worthy of enlightened renown.” :

In after times, in Greece, glory was gl
by expert wrestling and chariot-driving, #
contests of this kind, as vulgur as modern hoF
racing, were the frequent theme of the Gré!
poets. Rome did not improve on the Gr
notions of glory. The much prized crowns
honour were all awarded to tne successful
dier. Thetitle to a trinmph, that loftisst obj®
of ambition, was determined by the pud
of enemies destroyed. Founded and perp
ated in military aggression, without a &b
redeeming instance of justice, the Roman 5
pire finally sunk under the vengeance whi€
it had provoked, The successful robber
in turn a prey to the spoiler. The same ¥
may be told of all the nations of the mie
ages. The glorification of animal etreff®
and cowrage was universal. Chivalry
only polished brutality. *The lift of the
lient Cespedez, a Spanish kpight of high B
nown, by l.ope de Vega, reveals a success®
of exploits which were the performances @
rude npatare gatefied at will Sanl
pary revenge and inhvman harshness
" his hononrable pursvit. With a furious bl
of his clenched fist, in the very palace
emperor at Augsburg, he knocked out
teeth of a heretic—an achievement W
was hailed with honour and cengratulatio?
his master, Charles V., and the duke of A¥
Thus did a Spanish gentleman acquire
in the sixteenth century.

The ¢ glories of chivalry’ are matched
states of society a knight would have
fected to despise. ¢ The North America®
vage commemorates the chiefl who is abl®
hang at the door of his wigwam a het
string of scalps, the spoils of war. The
Zelander honours the sturdy champion
slays, and ther eats nie enemies. The
nibal in the Fejee islands—only recentlf®
plored by an expeditien from our shorefs
praised for his adroitness in lying, for 1heS8
zen men he has killed with his own hapts
his riumphant capiure in battle of a piee®
tapa cloth aftached to a staff, not ualike 8
ot our flag; and when he is dead, his clob
placed in his hand, and extended acrosss
breast, to indicate in the next world that
deceased was a chief and a warrior, TH
barbarous glory,” But how little does alt§
differ from the frantic esgerness of KMy
to capture the flag of an enemy, or the §5
of being commemorated in stone, wit
lege crossed, and the body clothed ja ar
Whata mob of fools mankind haye bE
all ages and covntries.

Carrying his eye over the present condi®’
of society, Mr Sumner admits that a [0¥8
fame or glory—that is, a love of approbtas
carried to am extreme length—is peithel
moral or blameable when directed 10
acts which promote human happiaess. AIS
same time thieepecies of personsl amols
sdetracts from the bounty even of gooo W2
In our opinion the mas who does not d0
good is 1n his power, without regard 1934
man applause, is not jatitled to be G5
great.  The popalarity to be aimed a8
cording to the cerrect definition of
Mansfield that which. follows, not
which is run after; it is that popularity ¥5g
sooner or later never lails to do justice 195
pursuit of noble enda by noble means.' =8

Mr Sumaoer is next led to draw a +coMESE
son between fame derived from the phf“l“f

18

peacsful and uselul arts and that trom s¥¢
ful war. * Itisfrom the lips of % suce
soldier, cradied in war, the very pink T8

appreciate literary fame, which, thous
elevated than that derived from disiat®
acts of beneficence, is yet truer an
permanent far than apy bloody glerys b
Inde to Wolfe the conquer of Quebe® 2y
hus attracied perhaps a larger share of M5
rie interest than any of the gallant gen®
vehold him yes,

FEuglish history. W«

foree the country into what would virtually be
a war, such a discourse must have a peculiare
ly useful tendency. Too long has the world

peen deldded with the glitter and pomp of
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in years, at the head of an adventorous® ;'y"' iney,
dition, destined to prostrate the Frent® 8 1 great,
pire in Canada—guidiog and n'.u:uurn:!ld ; bloucum
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