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SELECT TALE. 
Tie POWER OP FICTION. 

-OR- 

Dfacon Prescott and his Daishtcr. 

BY T. s. ARTHUR. 

Than Deacon Job Prescott a more unyield- 
ing opponent of fiction, in all its forms, was 

nowhere to be found. He denounced all com- j 
posed histories as lies, and referred the origin 
of this particular order of literature to the Fa- 
ther of Lies. It was but rarely that Deacon 
Prescott had patience to reason with any one 

on the subject. To him, the tTuth of his posi- 
tion was so clear, that he felt irritated when 
others attempted to sustain an opposite opinion. 
Knock-down arguments were his weapons in 

dealing with the Monster of Iniquity, as he 
was pleased to call it. 

Unfortunately for the peace of Deacon Pres- 
cott's household, his sons and daughters by no 

means agreed with him as to the sinfulness of 
fiction. In spite of his most watchful care, 
novels and tales were obtained and read by 
them in secret, with an avidity increased by 
the fact that the pleasure was a stolen one.— 

Mary, quiet, thoughtful, loving Mary Prescott, 
who, from the time her sweet young mouth 
could take a kiss from her father's lips, up to 

the period when the bud of girlish beautv ex- 

panded into the lovely young woman, had been 
acknow ledged by the Deacon as lus most pre- 
cious gift from Heaven—saving, always, her 
mother—even Mary, in the solitude of her lit- 
tle chamber, long alter all the houshold had re- 

tired for the night, would often lose herself for ; 

hours in the deep spell that lies in Ivanlioe, 
Waverlv, Kenilworth, and other master-pieces 
of fictitious history, from the pen of gifted nov- i 

elists. Often, as the light of morning came 

stealthily in. and blending with, at length des- 
troyed the dim rays of the feeble lamp, has 

Mary started with surprise to find that the 

night was past; and hiding away the fascinat- 
ing book, that had caused her to take no note | 
of time, thrown herself upon the bed to catch 
an hour's sleep before joining the family, and 

entering into the regular duties of the dav. 
Sometimes Deacon Prescott would discover 

a stray volume of romance, and then came 

trouble to the guilty one who had dared intro- 
duce the 1 moral jaiison.’ Hut it all did not 

do. Mrs. Radclifie, Scott, Cooper, and dozens 
of others, were familiar names among the 
younger members of the family. The ewl re- 

sulting from Deacon Prescott's rigid views and 
practice on the subject of fiction, was, that he 

censed to be the rational guide of his children. 
Had he w isely discriminated on this subject he 

would have understood that there was a wide 
difference between a mere fictitious history, in 
which imaginary characters are made to appear 
and act out to their ultimate consequence certain 

good or evil principles, and a deliberate false- 
hood uttered with the end to deceive, lie 
would have seen that there was a power in fic- 

tion that might be made to subserve good as 

well as evil purposes: and instead of interdict- 

ing light reading, as it is called, altogether, 
have introduced that which was elevating to 

his children, and thus been their guide where 

one was so much needed. But instead of this, 
lie condemned all as had : and the inevitable 

consequence was, that his children, unable to 

see that he was right, obtained novels and ro- 

mances. and read them in secret. Two evils 
were the result. In the first place, they diso- 
beyed their father, and lost respect for his 

judgment; and, in the second place, with no 

guide to a selection of books, read the good 
and the bad indiscriminately. Nor was a per- 
version of taste, so far as had books were read, 
the only consequence. Mary's health—she 
was of a delicate constitution—from sitting up 
late at night, and often in a cold room, to de- 

vour, rather than read the fascinating works of 
fiction that she was able to obtain from one 

source or another, was seriously injured; and 
her parents remarked, with anxiety, her alter- 
ed appearance, without in the least suspecting 
the cause. 

Thus matters went on, until Mary, so deep- j 
ly loved by her father, was addressed by a j 
young man for whom Deacon Prescott enter- ! 
tained a dislike almost equal to what he felt 
for novels and tales of fiction. The rigid, un- 

compromising old Puritan, the moment he saw 

what was going on, acted with his usual deci- 
sion. There was no temporizing in his policy. I 

Mary, it that young man comes here J 
again, I shall request him not to repeat the j 
visit,’ said the father, on the occasion of Ed- I 
ward Baldwin's first formal visit to the lovelv 
maiden. 

Tears came to the eyes of Mary, and a 

bright flush to her cheeks. Her head drooped, 
and her bosom heaved strongly; but she made 
no answer, and as soon as it was respectful to 

do so, arose and left her father's presence. 
Deacon Prescott considered the matter as 

settled. Mary had always been a loving, obe- 
dient child, and the thought that she would 
go directly counter to his wishes, did not once 

cross his mind. But he erred. The very fact of 

opposition to the young man caused her to think 
of him with more favor. She could not under- 
stand the objection as anything but an unfound- 
ed prejudice. 

Baldwin eame again, and the Deacon, true 

to his purpose, desired him not to repeat the 
visit. The manner in w hich this was done 
was offensive, and the young man was indig- 
nant; but it did not in the least touch his re- 

gard for Mary, to whom he wrote a long letter, 
fully declaring the nature of his feelings for 
her, and begging her to give him an interview. 
They met according to his wish, when pledges 
of affection were exchanged. From that hour 
Edward Baldwin was all the world to the true 

hearted Mary. They met frequently, at the 
house of a friend. In due time, thoughts of 
marriage came. and the lovers began to look 
forward to a union, The desire, on both sides, 
to conciliate the father and gain his consent, 
was very strong, and an attempt was made by 
the young man to effect this. He called upon 
the old gentleman, and frankly stated the rela- 
tion that existed between him and Mary, and 

earnestly desired his approbation and consent 

! to a marriage union. But all availed not.— 

The young man he looked upon as carnal-mind- 
ed. and given to worldly follies. In his eyes 
he was a mere pleasure-seeker; one who, with- 
out religious principles, was afloat upon the 

great ocean of life possessed of neither chart 
nor compass. To resign his daughter into the 
hands of such a man, he considered little bet- 
ter than an act of insanity, and he would never 

consent to do it. 
The final result was, that Mary left her fa- 

ther's house secretly, and was married to Bald- 
win. When she wrote home, conjointly with 
her husband announcing the fact, and earnestly 
desiring opposition to what was inevitable 
might no longer exist, the old man returned no 

answer. They wrote again, but he remained 
silent. With her hand upon her heart to re- 

press its agitated pulsations, Mary then went 

back to her father's house, and sought forgive- 
ness. But her tearful, imploring face could not 

move the inflexible old man. Sternly he wav- 

ed her away, uttering as he did so, the words— 
* You have dissolved the tie between us; you 

are no longer my child ! 

With a fainting spirit, Mary went back to 

her home, and fell, with a gush of tears and a 

erv of pain, upon the breast of her husband, 
lie asked no questions, l’or he understood all 
too well. But he held her tightly to his 

bosom, while he cursed the evil spirit of unfor- 

givness that had so wronged his innocent, lov- 

ing, gentle-hearted bride. 
No further attempt was made, on the part of 

the young couple, to bend the old man from his 
stem spirit of resentment. Months passed, 
nay, even years went by, and Deacon Prescott, 
in all that time, had not once seen his daughter 
who, shortly after her marriage, removed to 

another city with her husband. Mary eorres- 

IMindeil with her sister and mother, hut her fa- 
ther would not sec her letters, nor hear with 

patience any allusion that was made to her.— 1 

But he was not permitted to indulge his humor ! 
unopposed. The mother often strove with ! 

him. and sought, hv every means in her power, 
to restore Mary to Iter old place in her father's 
heart. She did not know how desolate his 
heart was without the smiling image of liis 
favorite ehild. nor how strongly nature pleaded 
for her to lie brought baek again into his ac- 

knowledged affections. Hut he could not for- 

give an act of disobedience like that. Mary 
had chosen her own way. She had gone from 
his side, and taken for her eompanmn one 

whom he utterly disliked and disapproved.— 
The act was wrong, and she must suffer the 
full penalty. 

It happened, two years or so from the time 
that Mary left her father's house, ami while 
her father still retained Ins unbending position | 
towards her. that the old mail was ill company 
where some one spoke favorably of moral fic- 
tions.' The person who did so was a stranger 
to the Deacon, and knew nothing of his family 
history. 

Moral falsehood, you had better say,' was 

half-rttdely uttered by the Deacon. 
No,' stud the person to whom this was ad- 

dressed, 4 moral fictions; or rather, imaginary 
histories, in which we see, as it were, the hid- 
den impulses of the heart uuliodied in living 
action: and thence are able more truly to un- : 

derstand and svmpalhize wilh our fellow-men.' | 
tSheer nonsense ! replied the Deacon.— 

No wire-draw n apologies like that will do. 

They cannot make a lie the truth. It is lying, 
sir, lying! and you can make nothing else out 

of it.’ 
What is a lie 1 was asked. 
Anything that is not true.’ 
And uttered with an intent to deceive? 
Certainly.’ 

* Then, a fictitious history, written w ith in- 
telligent skill, and a regard to just principles, 
is not a lie, for it is a true picture of human 
nature, and seeks not to deceive any one. The 
end in view is to do good, and the means em- 

ployed injure no one, nor violate a single law 
in the Decalogue.’ 

Is not lying a violation of the Decalogue? j 
said the Deacon. 

In what commandment is it forbidden 7 
Thou shall not bear false witness against 

thy neighbor.' 
Very well. Now, I wish to illustrate a 

moral truth, and bring it directly home to the ; 

minds of the people. 1 know that principles ! 
only have power when they influence our ac- 

tions; and that when seen in their ultimate 
effects, their quality is more fully understood. 
Hut I have no pertinent example to hold up to 

the people; or, if I have, the doing so, by 
dragging forth persons, or families, and direct- 
ing toward them the public eye, would result 
in far more harm than good. I therefore im- 

agine a series of acts, from causes in the mind, 
introducing actors, of course, and carrying 
them on through a variety of scenes, all legit- 
imately resulting from the principles that gov- 
ern them. Now, if, in doing this, I am care- 
ful to show the difference between good and 
evil, and as carefully refrain from presenting 
t ice in any attractive form, but rather make 

; 11 rt;Puhive as it really is, am 1 guilty of bear- 
ing false witness against my neighlior! Am 
I guilty of a moral wrong 7 

\ ou are guilty of having given utterance 
to what is not true; and you can't make any- 
thing else out of it. argue as you w ill,' replied 
Deacon Prescott, dogmatically. 

Pardon me for disagreeing with you,' said 
the person. * If I have presented false views 
of life : if I have made my story unnatural and 
improbable, and given it, at the same time, a 

power to mislead the mind and deceive it in 
regard to the legitimate tendency of either true 
or false principles, then I have been guilty of 
uttering what is untrue; but not otherwise.— 
There is no attempt to deceive on my part. 
No one doubts that my history of a life, or my 
representation of a passage in life, is a com- 

posed history, and not a literal detail of what 
has actually taken place.’ 

Very ingenious, but mere sophistry,' re- 

turned the Deacon. ‘And as to the good these 

things do, I always had my doubts on that 
head ; while the harm stares us in the face at 

every turn. Reading of this kind enervates 

the mmd, and makes it unfit for sober reflec- 

tion, or active duties.’ 

‘To that I will by no means assent, as a 

general principle,’ was answered to this decla- 
ration. ‘A bad novel or tale will do more harm 
in the world than a bad book of philosophy ; 
and on the other hand, a good novel or tale will 
accomplish more good than a grave, moral dis- 

quisition, I care not how true may be its teach- 
ings.’ 

‘Preposterous ! Such a position is an insult 
to the human reason,' said Deacon Prescott. 

‘Oh, no. Not by any means. The moral 

essay is a cold enunciation of truths, but the 
fictitious history not only declares the same 

principles, but shows tis their power in action. 
It takes hold of our sympathies—it makes our 

understandings clear by warming our affec- 
tions. 

‘Precious few such histories are there!’ 
said the Deacon. 

‘I think I have something,’ said the stranger 
resuming, ‘that will illustrate whatl have said. 
I met with a touching little story to-day, and 
as I fortunately have it with me, I will, with 
the permission of the company, read it. It 
will take but a very few minutes. 

All asked for the story but the Deacon, and 

he did not object to its being read. The story 
was brief, but earnest. Singularly enough for 
the individual who read it knew nothing, as we 

have already intimated, of the family affairs of 
Deacon Prescott, it was the history of a pa- 
rent's estrangement from his child in conse- 

quence of her marrying in direct opposition to 

his wishes. The struggles in the father's 
mind between pride and affection, between 
the stern reasonings with which he sustained 
himself, and the lender ap]>eaU that his heart 

made for his child, were finely portrayed : and 

the Deacon was startled at the picture of him- 

self so suddenly and unexpectedly conjured up 
before him. He sat and listened with the most 

intense interest. To him it was no fiction, but 
a veritable history, for he recognized its truth 
in everv line. 

From a description of the father's unbending 
spirit, the writer next turned to the loving 
child he had thrown from him with so rude a 

hand that she had fallen to the earth, lie 

opened the door of her heart, and showed 

the father's image still there. He pictured 
her as she really was, true to her husband, yet 
sad for the loss of a parent's love, and yearn- 
ing to lie again upon the bosom where her head 

had rested in eonfiding love since the early 
dawn of childhood. He took the reader into 
the chamber where she sat alone, blotting with 

tears the paper upon which she was writing 
an earnest appeal to her father to be taken 
hack into his affections; and then he showed j 
him the unrelenting and unforgiving old man. | 
as ho spurned the tear-stained missive, and 

sent it kick unopened. 
But the writer's end in composing this his- 

tory was to fill the heart with the blessed spirit 
of forgiveness, and in the conclusion of his sto- 

ry, he introduced a fitting combination of cir- 
cumstances to produce the effect desired—that 

is, a reconciliation of the father and daughter. 
‘Now," said the individual who had read the 

finely-told storv. addressing Deacon Prescott, 
‘do you not see that a picture like this would 
have double the power over the heart of a fa- 
ther, who stood ill such a relation to his child, 
that any appeals to his reason that cold didac- 

tics could make 1 Do you not—’ 

The speaker suddenly became silent, and 

looked wonderingly at the individual he was 

addressing. The picture had come home to 

Deacon Prescott w ith a power that he could 

not withstand. Fiction had done what reason 

had failed to accomplish—it had softened his 
heart towards his child, and set free the long 
pent-lip streams of affection. He started up 

guiekly, and to hide (he emotion he felt, he 
hurried away from the company, most of whom 

understood what was passing in his mind. 

Mary, or rather, Mrs. Baldwin, was sitting 
alone, with a sleeping babe on her lap, her 

thoughts tracing in the delicate features of her 
babe's face a likeness to her father, when there 
came a tap at the door. 

‘Come in.’ 
J he door opened, and a torm, tne least ex- 

pected, came in hurriedly. 
‘Father!’ she exclaimed. 

‘Mary ! my child !' was responded in a quiv- 
ering voice. 

A moment more, and the father and child 
were in each other's arms. 

Since that happy hour, the old man has less 
to say against works of fiction. He is not their 
advocate, for old prejudices are still strong and 
old habits of thinking confirmed. The fact of 
their not being true is the stumbling-block with 

him. He cannot clearly discriminate lietween 

writing a story and telling a lie. ‘They are 

not true,' is the mental position he takes. And 

yet they are true, in the sense that the image 
in the mirror is true—they are true reflections 

of what occur in real life. Deacon Prescott 
saw and knew himself in a story, and perceiv- 
ing w hat manner of man he w as, put off the 
evil that had so lung clung to him, and made 
himself and others unhappy for years. Hun- 
dreds and thousands in this world are benefited 
in like manner. There is no calculating the 
amount of good that a well-wrought fiction, 
based upon true principles, may effect in the 
world. 

Those who, from a narrow prejudice, would 
blot this form of writing from the page of liter- 

ature, are about as wise as a man would be if 
he dashed a mirror to pieces because it merely 
reflected what was around it, instead of con- 

taining things within itself that it pictured to 

the eye. 

New Mexico and Slavery.—The consti- 
tution just published "forever prohibits sla- 
very” in the following manner, according to 

the first section :— 

‘Sec. 1. All men being born equally free 
ami independent, and having certain natural 
inherent and inalienable rights, amongst 
which are the enjoyment and defending ot 
life and liberty, the acquirement, possession 
and protection of property, and the pursuit 
of and attainment of happiness: therefore, 
no male person shall be held by law to serve 

any person as a servant, slave or apprentice, 
after he arrives at the age of twenty-one years, 
nor female in like manner, after she arrives 
at the age ot eighteen years, unless they he 
bound by their men consent after they arrive at 
surh age, or are bound by late for punishment of 
crime. 

MISCELLANY. 
Written for the Eastern Times. 

Genius—Learning. 
BY HASSON D. WHITE. 

Genic c'cst It travail, says Monsieur Buffon. 
Genius is but the repeated efforts of thinking. 
It is not the gift of inspiration, but the result 
wrought out by a powerful mind whose con- 

centrated energies are applied to the realiza- 
tion of a given object. Newton, in a conver- 
sation with Bishop Pearce, informed that pre- 
late that he had spent thirty years, at intervals, 
in reading over all the authors, or parts of au- 
thors, that could furnish materials for hi3 
‘Chronology of ancient Kingdoms,' and that 
he had copied or rew ritten the work no less 
than sixteen times with his own hand. 

‘The great art to learn much,’ says Locke, 
‘is to undertake a little at a time.’ Dr. John- 
son remarks that ‘All the performances at 
which we look with praise or wonder, are in- 
stances of the resistless force of perseverance. 
It is by this that the quarry becomes a pyramid, 
and that distant countries are united by canals, 
ll a man was to compare the effect of a single 
stroke of the pick axe, or of one impression of 
the spade with the general design and last re- 

sult, he would be overwhelmed with the sense 

of their disproportion ; yet those petty opera- 
tions, incessantly continued, in time surmount 

the greatest difficulties ; and mountains are 

levelled, and oceans bounded by the slender 
force of human beings. It is therefore of the 
utmost importance that those who have any in- 
tention of deviating from the beaten roads of 
life, and acquiring a reputation superior to 

names hourly swept away by time among the 
refuse of fame, should add to their reason and 
their spirit, the power of persisting in their 
purposes; acquire the art of sapping what they 
cannot batter; and the habit of vanquishing 
obstinate resistance by obstinate attacks.’ Ap- 
pelles was once reproached for the paucity of 
his pictures, and the indefatigable anxiety with 
which he retouched his works. The only re- 

ply which the artist vouchsafed was—‘I paint 
for posterity.’ The truly noble and elevated 
intellect realizes a pleasure in the exercise of 
its faculties proportionate to the magnitude of 
the obstacles it encounters; and it is this di- 
vine faculty that causes the waste places of the 
earth to blossom as the rose—converts the 
reeking morass into a delightful landscape, and 
gives fame to genius, and immortality to the 
arts. 

‘More is to Ik- expected,’ says the judicious 
Chalmers, ‘from laborious mediocrity than 
from the erratic efforts of wayward genius.— 
There may Ik- a harlequin in mind as well as in 

body; and F always consider him to have been 
one of this character, who boasted that he 
could throw off' a hundred verses w hile stand- 
ing on one leg. It is not to such a source as 

this that wc arc indebted for good poetry.— 
Apart from the effort indispensable to the pro- 
vision of the staple of genius, or learning, the 

profession of authorship would appear to be 

by no means an easy one. All our celebrated 
works, or tlmse to which a classical position 
has been assigned, whether belonging to the 

department of knowh*dge or fancy, have been 
the fruit of preat intellectual exertion— 

‘‘The wt-ll-ripmed fruits of wise delay." 

Demosthenes, who rose to the highest emi- 
nence bv perseverance in vanquishing the ap- 
parently insurmountable obstacles which op- 
posed his progress, elaborated sentence after 
sentence, thus elevating himself to the highest 
heaven—the empyrean of eloquence as the au- 

thor of the Principia rose to that of the mate- 

rial universe, step bv step. 
Pope was an indefatigable corrector. His 

proof sheets were rendered almost illegible by 
his numerous erasures and interlineations.— 
The author of the ‘Vicar of Wakefield" consid- 
ered four lines a day, good work. He was 

seven years in composing the Deserted village 
—a work in which the pure gold of intellect 
radiates from every sentence and every line.— 
The general presumption is, that men are sig- 
nalized less by industry than talent ; it is felt 
to lie little less than downright sacrilege to at- 

tribute genius to any thing short of direct in- 
spiration ; but there is not an individual in the 
priesthood of genius who has not left as a rich 
legacy, the assurance that his elevation was at- 

tained, less by dint of this ‘heaven-born pow- 
er"—unattainable by the manv—than by the 
agency of a homely and lowly virtue, within 
the reach of all. 

When Anlisthenes was asked what he got 
by his learning, his reply was, that he could 

converse w ith himself, without being indebted 
to others for good society. This privilege 
have also the illiterate ; but then what a fear- 
ful, humiliating discrepancy must there be be- 

tween the rich, glow ing thoughts of the learned, 
and the gross, turbid common jffaeeisms, and 
and stultified conceptionsof the unlearned man I 

Windham, July 21, 1830. 

Adventures of n Starving- Clergy- 
man in Vermont. 

We are often reminded of the man who 
lioasted lhat he had been a-forty years, 
and he ‘thanked God it had never cost him a 

single cent.' Such people are too common in 
all religious denominations, and they need stir- 
ring up. The following extract from the Me- 
moir of Rev. N. Stacy, a pioneer of Universal- 
ism in Vermont and this State, gives a hint 
which we trust narrow 3oulsof whatever creed 
will understand as addressed to them :— 

“I had, at the solicitation of friends, particu- 
larly in Addison county, traveled two hundred 
miles to visit them, and deliver my message. 
They had manifested great satisfaclion in the 

opportunity of hearing me preach, had urged 
me, w ith the utmost earnestness, to stay long- 
er ; solicit!-d me with all apparent sincerity, 
to make them another visit as soon as possible ; 
thanked me times without number, and ex- 

pressed their gratitude in the warmest terms 

possible ; but alius! they never thought to in- 

quire how 1 was, pecuniarily prepared to meet 

the expenses of my journey : or if my horse 
would ever need a shoe, or myself a change of 

apparel. My ministerial labors had ever been 

.sparingly rewarded; and it was right, no 

doubt, for they were worth but little—1 so con- 
sidered them myself; all I had ever received, 
I esteemed as a charitable donation. But now 

I felt the need of something, more than I ever 
had before. My earnings in school teaching. 
the previous winter, had been exhausted in the ! 

payment of some small debts I had been obliged 
to contract, and in furnishing myself with a few I 
necessary articles of wearing apparel; and the 
few shillings I had started on mv journey with 
were nearly exhausted. I had the confidence 
to name to them my destitute condition, but 
not one of them put a cent into my hand. I 
never was exactly like the unjust stew ard, who 
said, ‘Dig I cannot, and to beg I am ashamed.’ 
I was ever ashamed to beg ; but I could dig, 
with good will, if I had opportunity. But now 

I had no chance ; it would require the whole, 
or nearly the w hole time between this aud the 
next Sunday to reach the place of my appoint- 
ment. What was to be done? I felt very 
unwilling to cause a disappointment; I there- 
fore moved forward, though with rather a de- 
spairing heart, at first; but soon gathered cour- 

age and strength Irom the reflection, that if 
God had allotted me a work to perform, he j 
would either provide means to feed me on the 
way, or give me strength to perform the jour- 
ney w ithout it. It required me to be on the 
way two nights; and 1 had barelv change suf- 
ficient in my pocket to pay for my horse keep- 
ing and my lodging, and furnish me with a sin- 
gle meal. And with this I performed the jour- 
ney, without making my condition known to 

any person, or asking the charity of strangers. 
On the last day, long after every- cent was 

spent, in crossing the Green Mountains from 
Adams through Savoy to Williamsburgh, 1 
felt quite exhausted, and thought my poor beast 
felt faint and weary too; and, on looking 
around and beholding the abundance that re- 

warded the labors of the industrious husband- 
man, even in that cold and mountainous conn- ; 

try, I could scarcely refrain from repining at 

my lot, and thinking that, if this was an allot- 
ment of Providence, it was a severe one; and, 
lor a moment, a fearful despondency seized my 
soul! But it was momentary only ; tor, on 

looking around, I saw a fresh turnip by the 
w ayside, that somebody had dropped. 1 alight- 
ed, picked it up, and proceeded hut a few rods, j 
when I came to a sjiot of good fresh grass by J 
the way. I here let my horse feed, stretched 

my weary limbs on nature's verdant carpet, 
anil ate my turnip. I then arose refreshed 
both in body and mind. My desponding feel- j 
ing had entirely left me; and a holy calm- i 

ness, an unshaken confidence in an allwise and i 
bountiful Providence, with a conscientious 
conviction that I was in the wav of duty, ac- 

companied and cheered me to the end of my 
journey. I arrived at the house of Mr. Wash- 
bum, father of Mrs. Ballou, some time after 
noon ; but could wait, w ithout feeling any in- ! 
convience, until their usual tea-time; and then 1 

ate a hearty meal, w ithout experiencing any 
injury.’ 

Senator Foote. 

The correspondent of llieN. V. Tribune, 
thus describes Senator Foote, of Mississippi: ! 

It is a great mistake to undervalue Foote. 
Half the people at the north think him little 
better than a fool. I hare learned to tnv cost | 
in the course of my lile, the danger of eon- 

teaming just such fools ns he is. Foolish, I 
vain, and frivolous he may be at times; 
uncomfortably annoying and vexatious lie 
certainly is, either, I should think, ns a friend 
or an opponent. So much for drawbacks. 
The temptation is a strong one to end the 
inventory of a characteristic at that, and to 
shake him off as a nuisance. But here 
comes the rule: He won’t be shaken ofl'from 
any tody or any thing that he has formed 
either a friendly ora hostile attachment to. 
He is endowed with the |ieninacity of a gad- 
fly ; the harder you shake the closer he 
slicks. He belongs to the ‘never-say-die’ 
school of philosophers, out mentioned,! be- 
lieve, among the numerous schools of the 
classic Greeks, but a most |toient sect in 
modern times, at all events. Every tody 
else tires out sometimes;—your‘never-say- 
die’ philosopher never tires out. You may 
beat him in argument, and resume your seat 
with a smirk of self-complacency at the com- 

pleteness of your victory—up he pops again 
and fights unjust the same as if you hadn’t 
knocked his Drains out before. You may 
turn the laugh on him until unother man’s 
face would blister with blushes. He never 
knows it. but gets up and talks on just the 
same. Get mad and storm at him, and he 
will storm back again ; make up your mind 
to treat him with contempt and keep silent, 
and he will persecute you with continuous 
assaults until some day when a page lias just 
upset an inkstand, or some body trends un- 

luckily on your toes, at the nick of time, you j 
answer peevishly back again, and all your 
stock of dignity winch has been nccumulat- 
ing for a fortnight, is upset in a jitfy. It is 
quite ridiculous then to try it over again.— 
Make a blunder never so small in any matter 
ot political history, and your opponent, who 
knows every tiling, comes down upon you 
and utterly confounds you with copious ex- 
tracts Irom half a dozen of your old speeches 
which you had completely forgotten. In 
fine, do what you will, turn where you will, 
there he is. Fancy lie is of no importance, 
as much as you choose, you find that the fact 
is lie annoys you. He will to, with no leave 
asked, either your friend or your enemy, and 
finally, tired and worried out with such a 

pertinacious assailant, you surrender at dis- 
cretion, and admit him to be your friend.— 
As your friend, he must he your particular 
and confidential friend. He must know all 
your plans and be allowed to help you for- 
ward; and as lie already knows everyliody's 
else plans, he can really be of service to you. 
And there it is. You are saved and deliv- 
ered. You don’t belong to yourself any 
longer. Before you know it, you are a mere 

auxiliary ;o Mr. Foote. The dread of re- 

newing the old conflict will keep von at that. 
| So it is that half a dozen lubberly men of cal- 
ibre in the Senate, anil twice ns many little 
ones, are subsidized ;o Mr. Foote, to whom, 
perhaps, they would deny, if questioned, 
either the title ol ‘a great man’ or ol 'a man 
of talent.’ 

Air. foote is a man ol indefatigable imlns- 

try, with nil ilie watchfulness, though, per- j 
haps not the serrenveiiess of a cat. He lives 
ami breathes in the political atmosphere, 
solely, and is devoted soul and body to what- 
ever are his political schemes lor the mo- 

ment. They may seem to change rapidly, 
but his madness lias method in it. lie has 
ten-fold more power to influence men by one 
means or another, than any other politician 
in Washington. It is just such men ns he I 
have seen succeed, while I have seen your so 
called men of talent, fail at the bar and else- 
where. If the Compromise bill don't pass, 
after all, it will not be the fault of Mr. Foote. 

— 

Fur the Eastern Tunes 

Impromptu. 
How true it is, that not a place or circum- 

stance alone can confer happiness. A content- 
ed heart bears its own home with it, under ev- 

ery change and trial. The following impromp- 
tu from a young friend well expresses this hap 
py quality. It was occasioned by the surprise 
of an acquaintance, that amid the wearisome 
cares and laborious duties of every-day life she 
ever carried a cheerful spirit and made it light 
and sunshine around her : 

You ask, “why light my way attends r" 
How could I call it dark, 

When I have health, and home and friends. 
All that can cheer the heart. 

'Tis true, the clouds do sometimes rise, 
And falls the cold, dark rain ; 

But brighter after, seem the skies, 
The sunshine is the same. 

Or think ye labor, e’er can make 
This world look dark to me ? 

Xo, while I’ve health to earn my bread, 
My crust will steeetcr be. 

Sometimes if those we think our fiicnds 
Our enemies should prove. 

We do not lose our "sunshine” then ; 
Theirs could not be true love. 

But when true friends more dear and dear. 
Are taken from our sight ; 

We seem to lose our sunshine here, 
But theirs is fairer light. 

A glorious day. more pure and bright. 
Which God to us has given ; 

Tlio' here onr sunshine ends in night, 
’Tis always light in Heaven. 

THE WINE CUP. 

BY ME*. C. M.N.WYYER. 

Dash down the sparkling cup ! its gleam 
Like the pale corpse-light o'er the tomb, 

Is but a false, deceitful beam 
To lure thee onward to thy doom. 

The sparkling gleam will fade away, 
And round thy lost, bewildered feet, 

’Mid darkness, terror and dismay. 
The ghastly shapes of death will meet. 

Dash down the eup ! a poison sleeps 
In every drop thy lips would drain. 

To make thy life-blood seethe and leap, 
A fiery flood, through every vein— 

A fiery flood that will efface, 
By slow degrees, thy (iodlike mind, 

Till 'mid its ashes, not a trace 

Of reason shall be left behind. 

Dash down the cup ! a serpent starts. 
Beneath the flower which crowns its brim, 

Whose deadly pangs will strike thy heart. 
And make thy flashing eye grow dim. 

Before whose hot and maddening breath— 
More fatal than the simoon blast— 

Thy manhood, in unhonored death, 
Will sink a worthless wreck at last. 

Dash down the cup ! thy father stands. 
And pleads in accents deep and low. 

Thine anguished mother clasps her hands 
With quivering lips and wordless woe. 

They who have borne thee on their breast 
And shielded thee through many a year; 

Oh, would’st thou make their bosoms blest, 
Their life a joy,—their pleading hear. 

Dash down the cup ! thy young wife kneels : 

Her eyes, whose drops have often guslud, 
Are turned with mute and soft appeal, 

Upon thy babe in slumber hushed. 
Didst thou not woo her in her youth 

With many a fond and solemn vow ? 
Oh turn again, and all her truth 

And love shall be rewarded now ! 

Dash down the cup ! and on thy brow, 
Though darkened o’er with many a stain, 

Thy manhood’s light, so feeble now, 

Shall, bright and steady, burn again. 
Thy strength shall, like the fabled bird, 

From its own ashes upward spring ; 
And fountains in thy breast be stirred. 

Whose waters living joy shall biing. 

The New President. 
Mr. Fillmore will scarcely repose, for ; 

some lime at least, ‘on a bed ol roses.’— 
Labors will continue to accumulate, and the 
organization of Ins Cabinet is his first great 
object. The care of assisting to adjust the 
great controversy which distracts the coun- 

try will prey upon him, and this July will 
nut be discharge>1 by folding his arms and /cor- 
ing the whole current of events to the exclusive 
discretion of Congress. Had the last admin- 
istration done nothing—had they not recom- 

mended a false policy to the adaption ol Con- 
gress—Mr. Fillmore might have had the 
better excuse for doing nothing himself.— 
But their action devolves upon him the duty 
of counteraction. Besides he is constitution- 
ally bound to give to the Congress infor- 
mation of the State of the Union, and re- 
commend to their consideration such meas- 
ures as he may judge necesscry and expedi- 
ent.' He comes in the midst of great diffi- 
culties, and these are manfully .net at once. 
We take it for granted that he icill vary the 
lack on which the Executive ship is steering. If 
he differs with the last Administration, is he 
not bound to declare it? If lie is opposed 
to the policy of leaving the other Territories 
without an organization by Congress, is lie 
not bound to avow his opinions til the most 

decided manner? If he disapptoves of a 

military officer interfering with the civil rights 
of the people of New Mexico, is he not under 
the most solemn obligation to look into his 
conduct and reprimand his interference? If 
New Mexico comes forward to lay a State 
Constitution before the Government, is the 
President not bound in communicating this 
proposition to Congress, to express his dis- 
sent?— to recommend to that body to organ- 
ize a Territorial Government for them siript 
of the Wilmot Proviso, and to determine 
die boundaries belweoii New Mexico and 
Texas, nnd thus prevent the shedding of 
broihers' blood? If military orders have 
been issued to march the troops of the Unit- 
ed Slates for the purpose of interfering be- 
tween Texas and New Mexico, does it not 
become his duty, to investigate the orders 
and countermand the inarch of the troops ! Ill 
the position to which our country has ar- 
rived, the people will look with the uimost 
aaxiety to the course of the new Administra- 
tion. The Union of {States- the Rights of 
the Slates—die happiness of their citizens— 
the best mode of maintaining die Union in 
that spirit of conciliation and compromise iu 
which the Constitution was formed—these 
will all enter, of course, as far ns the execu- 

tive is concerned, inio its earliest views and 
measures.— IVosA. I'nion. 

Madame Bishop has arrived in N. Y. from I 

Mexico, with $25,000 profit in her pockw. | 

Lobsters. 

The following facts concerning this ck 

:imis shell fish which is so common in oaf 

market daring the proper season, and which 
s becoming <|uilc an important article in traf- 
5c, are furnished by a correspondent of the 
Portland Transcript, who is himself an ex- 

perienced vender of the same. 

Thinking the statement of a few facts un- 
der tins head might lie interesting to some 
id the readers of the Transcript I submit the 
iolluwing for your disposal. There have 
been two hundred thousand lobsters caught 
in the towtis of Jlristol and Friendship tier- 
ing the past season, and nearly as many 
inure in the town of llarpswell" alone, and 
the probability is, that there have been four 
hundred thousand more caught in different 
parts of the State, making in all eight hun- 
dred thousand. This appears to be quite a 
large draught upon the species; we can, 
however, to some extent account for the re- 
plenishment of litis draught, troin the fact 
that a single temale lobster will produce in 
one year from forty to fifty thousand eggs. 
But it is reasonable to suppose that many of 
these ate destroyed. A large amount of the 
number of lobsters mentioned have been 
carried to New York. The New Yorkers 
are in the habit of coming to this State to 
procure their lobsters in the early part of the 
season, say till about the middle of May, af- 
ter which lime they are enabled to take them 
around Cape Cod, and other places farther 
South. This happens very convenient for 
them, as the lobsters of the cool waters of 
Muiue will not survive in New York alter 
warm weather sets in. There have been 
about two hundred thousand lobsters carried 
to Boston market this season, principally for 
the immediate consumption of that and ad- 
jacent cities and towns. 

There have been rising two hundred 
thousand lobsters brought to this city tbis 
season, principally for the preserving busi- 
ness, which, though yet in its infancy, seems 
to threaten destruction lo ihe species, as it 
enables those engaged in it to take almost 
any quantity, for which they find a quick sale, 
ami good profits. 

The manner in which they are taken gives 
no warning, ami affords hut little opportuni- 
ty of escape; hence if they are lost, as they 
sometimes are in large numbers, they are 

soon taken again, and sometimes they have 
been marked and let go, aud caught three or 

four times in the course of a few months. 
About an average wholesale price for these 

lobsters, when delivered in the several places 
mentioned, is forty-five dollars per thousand, 
thus upon the numlier which we have calcu- 
lated affording a revenue of thirty-six thous- 
and dollars to those engaged in procuring 
them, and taking them to market. 

A Brief Biography. 
We reproduce, from n biography publish- 

ed in 1S4S, says the Philadelphia Pennsylva- 
nian, the following sketch of tire new Pres- 
ident of the United States: 

lion. Millard Fillmore, Vice President of 
1 the United States, was horn in Summer Hill, 
| Ctiyuga cot.my, New Vork, Janrtary 7th, 

1800. His father, Nathaniel Fillmore is a 

farmer, still living in Erie county N. York. 
Mr. Fillmore spent four years in early lilt*, 
in working at the clothier’s trade, and dur- 
ing all that time devoted all his leisure hours 
to reading and study. At the sge of nine- 
teen lie attracted the notice of Judge Wood, 
of Cay uga County, who look brni into Ins 
office. In 1821. lie removed to Buffalo, mul 
entered a law office, teaching for his inain- 

lenaiice, until the year 1823, when he was 
licensed to practice in the court of common 

pleas. In 1327, he was admitted an attor- 

ney of the supreme court of the State of N. 
York. In 1820, lie was elected a member 
of die Assembly from Erie Co., N. Y., and 
was twice re-elected. He was elected to 

Congress in ilie fall of 1832, and after the 
expiration of his tetni resumed the practice 
ol his profession. In 1S36, he was again 
sent to Congress, and was subsequently re- 

elected for another term. During ibis ses- 
sion be was placed at the head of the Cotn- 
rniitec of Ways and Means, in 1S44, lie 
was nominaied by the Whig party of New 
\ork, ns their candidate for Governor. In 
1317, lie was elected Comptroller of that 
State. In 1S4S, he was elected Vice Tresi- 
defit of the United States, and on the 4tli of 
March 1S48 lie entered upon the duties of 
the office. 

Washing Made E»sj- for nothing. 
Washing Fluid.—Okie pint pure Alcohol, 

one pint Spirits Turpentine, two ounces of 
Ammonia, one Gun* Camphor. 

I’m the above in » tight bottle—keep tight 
—shake before using. 

Manner of Vsing.—Three table spoons full 
of the mixtures to 1 pint of soap, or iisequi- 
va lent of bar-soap dissolved in water. 

For five gallons of water this is enough.— 
Flit clothes to soak in waier to which you 
have added the mixture, and soap. Let them 
soak 20 10 30 minutes. Bring them out and 
boil in pure water, use no more soap. 

Rinse them and hang them out, no rubbing needed. 
N. 11.—Colored clothes put in the samo 

water in which the white were soaked. 
As dollars are not plenty with those who do 

the washing of this world, I offer this and 
vouch for it, for the good of the poor. 

Lowell, Mass. \V. 11. Brewster. 

Effect of shot and shell ox Iron Ves- 
sels.—The first experiment tor testing the 
effect of shot and shell on the sides of iron 
vessels took place lately, at Portsmouth, un- 
der the superintendence of Captain Chads, 
on board tiie Excellent. The Cotnmander- 
in-Chief, Admiral the Honourable Sir B. Ca- 
pel, Real-Admiral Prescott, and a number of 
naval and military officers, were on board of 
her. The result of the experiments was de- 
cidedly unfavorable to vessels constructed of 
iron, which are neither fit to cope against 
those made of wood, or to go against batte- 
ries, not only from the |rerformations. but 
from the dangerous wounds caused by the 
splinters. 

Fovrth of Jcly at Panama.—The ‘Cou- 
rier of the Two Oceans,' published at Panama, 
issued an extra edition on the 7th inst., devoted 
entirely to an account of the celebration of the 
Fourth in Panama. The day was ‘ushered in’ 
by a national salute from the battery, fired hv 
order of the New Grenada authorities. A lib- 
erty pole was erected in the Cathedral square, and a large concourse of people gathered a- 
round it; a procession was formed, an oration 
delivered, and a collation, toasts and speeches followed. 1 he New Grenada authorities, in- 
cluding the Governor of Panama, took part in 
all the ceremonies, and the utmost harmony and good feeling seems to have prevailed. 

Arrf.stkd,—We learn that Herr Alexan- 
der, the magician, was arrested Inst night by 
Mr. Crandall, of the Lock port Courier, and 
this morning taken to Lockport in irons. It 
appears that some i wo years since, while in 
that place, lie was performing the celebrated 
pistol feat, when the gentleman who was 

shooting put his hand before the muzzle, and 
when the weapon was discharged, Ins fingers 
were severely lacerated. He brought a suit 

against Alexander, mid had him arrested, 
when Mr. Crnndull hernme his bail for $400, 
hut failing to appear before the court at the 

appointed time, Mr. C. was of course held 

responsible. Alexander will now, we sup- 

pose, lie imprisoned umi! that sum is paid.— 
l!o'h> stir Atfrrrlistr. 

Monster Dividend.—The Pacific Mail 
Steamship Company, of which Messrs. How- 

laud iV Aspiliwall arc the representatives, have 

declared a dividend of fifty 7" rent.—their 
first dividend. This company started, we be 

|,eve, with a capital not exceeding $600,000. 
It has since purchased the steamships I'nirom, 
Tennessee. Chprokee. and Philadelphia, for 
which there must have been paid all of $700.- 
000. This fact, considered in connection with 
the dividend above mentioned, will afford some 

idea of the profits of the business.—Jour. CVwn 


