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Portland Correspondence.

Pottrrann, August 12th, 1864,

Dyaw Cruren :—Recently reterning from a week’s veg-
etation in the vicinity of Portland, Maine, 1 eagerly
searched your eolumns tor whatever of news, wit or
faney, they might contain. A Horm Point correspon-
dint occupied a large corner, and the fdea struck mo as
¥ read, that a communication from & friend at Portland,
might mot be without+inferest ta Portlanders, at least,

.Jho are proverbial ot the Naval School, I have been
mnformed, for & maniacal attachment to their metropolis,
snd & somewhat frequent use of the word Portland in
gonversation.

Now, though we have no Hora Point, we boast very
many good points of head and heart, not classified in
Pliysical Geograpby under headlands, though, in some
instances, they might be considered as dluf. Of late,
Bowever, points, whether of land or character, have been
severely tried,—even by fire. As a friend with forsign
aceent remarked, it has been a time to dry men’s souls.’
Sea-side houses. have beew erowded, and the maniases
Bave pevelled in Teland parties, chowders, and clam
Bakes. But, at last, we have had rain, for which; Dame
Fature, man and beast, with renewed cleanliness and
eourage, unite in one general thanksgiving.

During the past two days, Portlanders have outdene
Hiemsgelves in paying honor to the Congressional Com-
mittee, whoge mefbers, striking s happy compromise be-
tween plessure and duty, are esamiming our ceast de-
fénces. There has been a clam-bske extraordinary,
thrget shooting with bundred pound Parrotts, and a
Ibvee graced by all the fashion and beanty of Portland
Belles, to say nothisg of whiskerandos and shoulder-
givaps. To-day, their Honors—who, by the way, we
ol fully eonvinced are men of wonderful ecapacity, de-
paut on an' exploring expedition, determined to find the
andof “down East.”” Success to shem !

Qur €anadian friends, who, some think, love us so
well they would fain grapple us to their hearts *‘ with
Books of steel,” are kindly locking afer our welfare,
amd cooling their heels in oursalt water, If they really

JBexe designe upon us, we shounld reecommend, as a pre-
Eminary step, a.general repair of the Grand Trunk Boad,
which is in a truly shocking condition to one’s merves.
@uz friends are no less remarkable for personal appear-
ance than for their notorious sympsthy with traitors.—
The gentlemen are readily distinguished by their alder-
man like propertions, and & rubicund complexion pro-
wokingly suggestive of hoiled lobster. Tt does one good

_ tosee them walk the street, ds though they felt the diguity
of all Englond on their shoulders. A soldier is said to
Bave politely tippad his hat to one of them lately and to
have inguired i the gentleman would be so kind as to
tell hins who lived on the corner. The gentleman drew
Back in undisguised wratl, exclaiming, * Confound
your impudenee ! who lives on the eornor? How should
Iknew 7’ The soldier iz said to have again tipped his
But, and to have replied with & perceptible grin, that he
thought he conld tell him, &f dourse, for he walked ag
though he owned the whole street.

©ne of our daily papers vecently contdined m paragraph
which attracted my attention by the heading, “Returned

Heroines.)? Where so much is said of returned heroes,
Bersine has become almost obsolete in our language, and
Feagerly read to learn what new honor Portland enjoyed.
Imagine my Surprise at finding the Treroines were returned |
Hospital nurges from the Naval Schoel. There was quite
an array of names, and I could but feel & twinge of re-
gret that I had not been & patient under their minister-
fng cave, that I might personally have knowmn a heroine.
Since reading the above mentioned article, I have learned
it the * Returned Heroines' have frequent reunions,
and have resolved themselyes into a mutual admiration
spciety. Many of their salutations, such as “U. S, Sister

Minstvels,’ “ Wan' to go “cross,” &c., are avowedly
cubalistic.

I have spoken thus particularly of them, thinking
many of your readers might feel aninterest in those who
had been 80 long in their midst. ~As for myself, Fam a
retarned. Aero, in other words, a “condemned Yank,”
on duty at €amp Berry, Through you, I send greeting
o my eondemned brothers at Annapolis, hoping “ When
this cruel war is ever,” to enjoy many a friendly chat
with some now there, who ¢ hailed from Portland,

Maiue." Yours, Maniac.
Yor' the Crutch,
The Power of 8 Song.
It wagon an October eve, of 1863. The Harvest moon

had thrown her silver light over the frost-tinted forests
of New England, and the cool night wind hastens'the fall
of the dying leaves, But reader, close your eyes on
these, (it may be) your native scencs, and come with me
to the sunny South-land, where ruder breeze than this
will never sweep. Come even to the far off State of
Texas. The same bright moon is shining oa her rolling
prairies, and silvering her groves of orange and sye-
amore. Sixty miles from the mouth of the Brazos, about
forty vods from the river, stands the stately mansion of
Doctor Allen. - Tn the background may be seen the white
huts of the negroes, while the wild plaintive melodies of
their inhabitants, come floating to our ears. DBut Tet us
in the deep shadows of the trees, steal through the [ux-
uriant shubbery, ap to a window from which, the heavy
enrtains still looped back—there unseeh we may lookin
upon the family circle—Doctor Allen, his son and daugh-
ter, compose the group. The Doctor isan old man. It
is more tham thirty years, singe having graduated at
Harvard, he took his yeung wife and set out to seek a
future in the South. .

As a skillful Physician, he has had an extensive prac-
tice, having resided in each ef the Gulf states with the
exception of Florida. He rendered valuable services as
agurgeon, during the Mexizan war. Now, with a princely
fortune he has retired to spend the remainder of his days
in the state of his adoption.

There is a striking contrast between the sonand daugh
ter. In this fair girl, you see my cousin Edith Allen.
She 19 the image of that mother, who years ago, plactd
ber band upon that sunny head, and gave it her dying
blessing. Eugene, her half brether, for Dottor Allen
hag been twice married, also strangely resembles his
mother, who was ihe pride of one of the first familfes of
Virginia.

A theughtful mood seems to have fallen upon the little
circle, and I have the key to the thoughts of ene of them,
to cousin Edith’s. She is thinking of the present rebel-
liom, bat with what feelings. neither father nor brother
have the right conception. True, she has never express-
eit dny sympathy with the treachery of the South, but
this they have attributed rather to her undemonsirative
nature, than to any lack of sympathy with them. Dector
Allen is & professed enemy of the Union, and Hugene
has just received the commission of €olonel in a rebel

regiment, bat Bdith, though beside the institation which

has been the main cause of the war, has never been blind
to its atrocities and debasing effects. She has never for-
gotten the words of her mother, ag she languished for
her earty home. ‘Let me go home to die, let me draw
my last breath in the free air of New England.”” Hav-
ing no sympathy with its canse, she can have none with
the rebellibm, but waits with anxions heart, for the blow
to be struck which shall palsy forever, the upraised hand
of treason. These sentiments she has hitherto conceal-
ed, thinking that their divalgement would only serve to
excite the animogity of her friends, but now the soil of
Texas seems about to receive its share of the bloody bap-
tism. General Banks is marching across the bayou to
Point Isabel. The Stars and Stripes are once more urn-
farled to the breeze of the rebel State, and the voice of
patriptism in the heart of my consin struggles for utter-
axnce. y

The young officer is the first ta break the silence.~=
 Qonre Bdith, don’t be heavy hearted because the Yan-
kees have landed em our voast, we'll soon set thema
going. This evening 75 the last I shall be with you,
'till the Confederate States are acknowledged indepen-
dent, so cheer up, and sing me & parting song that will
make a better soldier of me.'”

S —

A heavier cloud falls on the hedrt of Bdith. She feely
more deeply than ever the fatal mistake, which is Iuring
him on to ruin. @onscience forbids her Tonger to re-
main silent, yet she dares not think of the storm which
may be awakened. But, ashasbeen tralysaid, ‘‘Strength ,
is born of trial,”” now is the time for action, and that
brother going forth, to fall perhaps, in an unholy caufe,
shall know that there is one heart left in his Texan home,
that still beats true to the dear old flag of its country.—
Edith seats herself at the piano. Suddenly its rich tones
ring out in & prelude to the Star Spangled Banner, and
her sweet voice tremulous with feeling, sends those heart—
stirring words through the spacious parlors, even out
upon thestill nightair. Father and son seek each other’s:
eyes in amazement, but looking in that palé face, they
know that her soul is in the song. There is a pathetic
pleading in those melting tones, which disarm them of”
their anger, and that old man bows his head upon his
hand, and listens. Old memories come thronging up
the memory of his boyhood, of his youth, the hour of
pacting with his aged parents, and the words of his gray--
haired father, as be took his hand for the last time, and
said = “ Ewerett, beware of the love of gold, and never,
I beseech thee, stain thy heart with the price of humani-
ty” And howhad that parting injuction been fulfilled 7
Alas, he had gradually yielded to the force of surround-
ing influences; moving among the wealthiest classes, his
eyes were dazzled by mammon, and he lived a wor-
shiper at his feet. He was soon ealled upon te part with
hig loved companion. He made her grave in the cres-
cent eity, within reach of ihe sound of the auctioneer’s
hammer, as he knoeked off his victims, to the highest bid-
der, for the toil, and death of the ricé swamps. These
are the thoughts whigh throng the soul of Everett Allen,
ag he listens to the voeice of his daughter. It seems as
theugh she were calling to him from the spirit land,
warning him to pause, to take back the words, though
he may not undo the deeds, which have stamped him ag
a traitor te his country.

These are moments to us aﬂ, ‘when some unseen power

'4 seems tearing the veil from our eyes, when concience wilk

nol be silenced, and the truth is revealed with startling
distinctness. Thus is it, with Doctor Allen. These few
moments have wrought a revolution in his soul, which-
years could not have expected to accomplish. The
song ceases—the silence is stirred by the vojce of the old
man, deep and selemn—** God bless the Star Spangled
Banner ! Oh! my children, if we were back once more’
under its protecting folds, &nd free from the soul-with-

ering curse of slayery, I could sarrender the fragments
of my lest manhood in peace, fo the King of Ter-
rors.”’ E.

Tug Fiourng Quaker:—A patrictic young Quaker
enlisted atthe commencement of the war to help fight
the battles of his country. :

The Elders were shocked, and called in to see him at
once, suggesting that they had serious charges to make
wgainst him.

“ Proceed,” said the young soldier.

¢Triend Jpmes, we hear that thou hast joined a wicked
aud worldly society called Masons. We also hear that
thou hast volunteered to go and shéd the blood of thy
fellow-men.”! '

““ Proceed,”’ again said the fighting Quaker,

“That is all, Friend James. What dost thou say to
these charges 27

“That I wish you had a hundred more of the same
kind to bing against me, said the noble young patriet.

Our Quaker friend is now a major, and his name
appears among the wounded in the late great battles.—
A letter now before us states that heis one of the bravest.
officers that ever handled a sword.

Exrexsige fALE oF AN Ex-Smaxgrmiriax Oonriig
A, — T don't think,”” said a would-be literary Duke,
ttyon can find a singledrish character in all the works
of Shakespeare,” '

¢ Yeg, you ean,”’ boldly ejaculafed young Edmond,
tfor 1 enn cite two—Miss O’ Phelia and Corry O’Lanug,’”

The noble Duke instantly started for Manchester.’—
Punch., ‘




