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A FRESHMAN'S LAMENT.

“‘MF' weary, obh! how WeAY,
Ego viter college vere!
Nostra pars quam dura est,
Study, stuily minus rest,
Aut we have about our aures,
Yrex, professors, aut tutores,
Ante diem we must rise,
Ere [===linus= rub our eyes,
Et ad preces hast we ire,
Eine quostion vell inquiry,
Shiverimg in omnis membria,
Mensa goludm Iecembiris,
Tunc ad locum regitation
hn <« pos must take our station
All crowding, sl squeezing,
Dentes chagtr i‘.ng‘ digiu freczing.
Nuge precepior nomioa legit,
Duity tres, yea multos egit,
Now be culls gur recitane,
Sitr: redeon ui of quare.
=twmdent stat—to trembles eorpit
He can't find the place or Keep it;
Magis magisque rubescit,
£t hic jam has to confess it—
That b has got leatn-d ks lesson,
Et ad ~ next ™ one it doth passion,
e, forte, nune is dreaming
Et ad domum he is sceming
Cum amicis remandre,
Aut cum sotue formosea fairy.
Oculi in vacuitatem,
Lines and tengruts don't he hate 'em !
Uuam difficelis from ideal
Transmuotare to the real.—
Breakfast next claime our attention,
Oblivescer non to mention,
That sure placet omnibus.
Faculty as well a% va,
Nen necesse o8 navrua
How the prundcam we do carry
Ad nostrum ventrum, mira modo,
I all otlsers do as L do;
Kot to ssy me esse glulton,
Aut me admicari mution,
Sod thag studies give me quite
A muigandam appetife. |
= BBy vWer Tunc von s
Ad collcginm ; studii primus;
Liocns meue Far ludibundum
In koc parvu cullege mundum.
Veniens ad collginm ~lowly.
ensd depond ns, mi-k and lowly,
Ere I've heard, or fhought or secn it,
Dnwn a pail of age venit !
Magna pluvis—notifrom coelum,—
1f I haid a magnum telum
Jiow I'd beut those Sophmore’s brains,
Et give them inctus for their pains!
~ibh, qoaua persecull sumus.
They sure ad mortem menn 1o Joom us;
8i quaquies est pro nobi iy
& qlm‘nlh-\ on the globe is—
Let us have jit—ve oL armils,
One et omnes, wlm'l the harm is,
Pugnis, digifis, altibusque,
Sen:l ‘em down to Pluto usyue.—
Fic hoee dies goes away,
La-ti nos when Sol’s last ray,
Lucet supm molitibus,
And frees us from the Sophmore’s curse.
Nons hora, venit: func
Torgueamus in our bunk,
Yalde courting #Qovom Soimoem,
Morphenus habet one et omoent.
Etelle omnibus lucentes,
Boothe cur animus et mentos
Nunc est media nox.  Per Jovem!
Erat tonitru? Scnmem novem?!
Jam salutat auribus.”
Quidnam nunc is best for us;
Furor! ignis! quis tumuline
Petrifies cur gaping vultus,
Cruor | zoubsds et zoundset cinders,
Sophs are smashing in the w indows’
Ink-bottles and rocks are plenty,
Quick, chum ! non “ festines lente,”
Aundis pon the glass a clinking,
Stultus—quars slas s winking
Light a lamp for heaven's sake !
Let's cause their capita to ache.
Lucit lux; but Sophs are—where?
Jamm, alas ! sunt nulli there.
0, nos miserabili!
Tormentus sumus il we die ;
Sure our noble Prex can fix it,
Won't they mind his ipse dixit?
1'ms decided—ao0on oF later,
- 1 sm bound for home and mmter;
Inflexible dixero,

ale! tunc—ao bere I go! -
e “(ONE WHO WAS TIERE.

SERENADING SONG.

Am—< The Raging Winds.”

Oh! thie college boys, what & l.lw:lr:
The college boys. what a show!
The professor stands pear, andd the le :

Oh! the college boys what a show!
The bell rings loudly as they go, as they g9,
Oh ! the bell rings loudly as they go.

s¢on isn't clesr,

The first “ called up " was the pert lttle Fresh,
And a standing collar had be,
be—I'vé & pape™ in the cufl of my cont,

Fdread it if Lonly could see.

The bell Fings londly as they g0, aa they g9,

©Oh! the bell rings toudly us they go.
The next u palled up " was the high-hecled Soph,

= glorious yushing ™ got he: .
a;.t-l‘w a swect-hoart at shume, and just now

glad that she does not see me.
7 The bell rings loudly as thex.go, &4 they g0,

Oh! the bell rings lutitily asfthey go.

The junior cAINC nrxt with his gold-beaded cane,
3 And a firstamite’” mhan was Yie,
Says he—"111 hadn't gone 8 Spar

reek would be ‘_ruiirr o me.”
s u‘ﬂn— 1l rings loudly as they go, 88 they go,

Ob ! the bell ringh londly as they £o.

king last night,

The Senicr came last with a fine moustache,

And = trifling show of goates, -

Bay ha—"1 care more for my Magngine's eclat,
s

Than ‘K t'ﬂ'kch—-u:—-—-i’—‘"jf"
' u'!:;ﬂnigllonﬂyutheyp,umqm
+ she bell rings loadly as they go.
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Fram the N, C. Univirsity Magnzine.

LUCY HARNETT.

= “ This will be a mournful tale,”—Graora.

“So you would hear an old man’s

tale 7" said he of the mournful look,
while a melancholy smile played on
thin [lips and
shrunk ‘n ¢heeks:

distorted his
“ Well, listen.”

The rumbling sea rolled at our feet,

his

filling with;its hoarse murmur- the
pauses in ¢ouversation ; the bleak
and hiils

Carolit

desolate sand char-
of the

reared their barren peaks tehind,

S0
acteristic mst,
and each passing oast whirled the
“ 1t
is hard,"” sai |l he, * fur vouth, in the

dry sand in clouds around us.

pride and joy of conscious strength
that the
days of age and trial will come.
The boy that trudges langhingly to

and freshness! to dream

school to«day, finds it difficult to
convince bumself of the fact that
days and years rolling over his
head will at last reduce hisstrength,
dry up his blood, amnd cause him to
resemble thie décrepid old man, who
apports his faltering steps with a
staft, held in
=murmurs hollowly of his rest in
Yer
of nature, and I, old and withered

a feceble hand, and

the grave, such is the course
as I am, was once as-youne and
joyoeus as the light-hearted school
boy of today. Of my early life,
it suits me pot to speak, nor would
its relation serve to interest or
amuse you. .One grand ¢vent of
my life, one grand scene in my ex-
istence obscures all minor events,
-and on that I would dwell. In the
village in which I dwelt resided a
rich merchant, who, having resigns-
ed his' business, sought 1n retire-
mwent and the society of an only
daughter somd recompense for the
years spent in toil and the accnmu-
Rich

spected, a happy conclusion to his

lation of ‘money. and re-
toilsome life secmed opened to him
in' the ease and retirement of our
little country town.* Bat could the

future have been laid before him

=

et

plough boy that moves slowly be-
hind his plough.

“ Living ‘next deor to, aud at-
tending the same school with the
lovédly Ludy Hurnett, it was not
surprising that an intimacy should
have sprung up between us, and
still less wonderful that Thy senti-
ments of regard for my little school-
fellow should have ripencd into a

warmer feeling. So far as Lucy
was concerned, I am unable to this
day to decide whether she loved me
She was gentle, Rind, and
her ¢haracter

or not.
affectionate, but in
was such & mixture of contradic-
tions that it was impossible to tell
at one moment what feeling would
agitate her the next. * Poor Luey 27
The smile that had before animated
his face faded into a look of unut-
terable- sadness, and a bitter tear
rolled slowly down his worn check.
« Well,” he continued after a slight
pause, ¢ I loved Lucy Harnett.
Her father, though wound up in
his daughter, appeared not to no-
tice our growing attachment, pro-
bably regarding us still as childien,
though Lidey was now seventeen,
and I had somé¢™ time since com-
pleted my| twenty-first year. IHe
nppuarml rather to like me, request-
ing my presence at his house fre-
quently, and seeming much amused
with my anecdotes of the!outer
world. Having graduated at a dis-
tinguished | college, and having vis-
ited most of the noted cities of the
United States, better
qualified to cotertain him with my

I was the

remarks. i
“ Things were at this stand when

one day the house of the old mer-
chant was thrown into confuxion
by the sudden arrival of a stranger.
We—Lucy, her father and myself—
were quictly seated in LPe parlor
when the soupd of horse’s feet was
heard on the gravel walk of the
yard, and the door bell rung vio-
lently. Before I could cross the
floor the folding door was thrown
open, and a young man of thirty-
five walked into the room. Tall
apd well made, with regular foa-

OUR STORY TELLER.

20, 1858.

tupes, and neatly dressed, the stiran-
wer would have been considered
eminently handsome, had not a
cold sneer lurked about the corners
of his mouth, giving a barsh ex-
pression to the whole face. Ad-
vancing with an easy nonchalant
air, he nodded slightly to Lucy,
and bowing gracefully to Mr. Har-
nett, presented a packet of letters.
Phe old merehant, without noticing
the salutation of the stranger, pro-

ceeded slowly to peruse-the letters,
glancing occasionally over his spec-
The gentle-

tacles at his viditor,

man in  question manifested no

embarrassment nt his rather cool
‘I‘Q(‘O]t{fllil. bat,
himselt’ of
inspect at his lejsure the different

t‘u-!”_\'

possessing

a chair, proceeded to

ornaments of the room.

“ Mr. Il:n'nc_‘lit having finished
reading the letters, fose, and, ad-
dressing the stranger as Mr. Collins,
cordially welcomed him tohis house,
mtroducing himi to his daughter,
who he treated | to a bow, and to
with a
well bred but rather impertinent
Scating himsdf by Luey,

myself, who he honored
sLare
and filling her head with the last
flatterios of the city, [ soon found
mysclt’ negleeted ; and angry with
her for allowing herself to be plea-
sed with sueh livs. I rose and left
abruptly.

“ Business reqpiving my presence
in the city, I was necessuarily absent
from home many wecks,—in that
time was accomplished the ruin of
my bopes.  An anonymous letter,
with hints of strange procecdings
at Mr. Harnett's, recalled me home,
and with a heart tortared by a
thousand fears, I found my =elf late
on Sunday cveling éntering the
gate of my mother’s cottage. The
first to greet me on my return was
a little
some seven years, who ran eagerly
his childish
ner he was lacenstomed to de-

to meet * bud,” as in
mairi
‘Oh! bud,” said he,

ri_;:‘llul\' mie.

“ I'm so glad you come. Ma’'s been
crying all day ; and Jim says Miss
Lucy Harnett's toad with you, and

all the }H}.\w ,'2.‘[.\' she's g“')il[;__'__’ {o

marry squint-cyéd cotling, and’
I heard nomore, but leaning againsg
the gate-post a moment to collect
n yscattered senses, hurried breath-
lessly to the héuse to enquire of

my mother the meaning of my
brother’s wordy. The tale was
soon told. = The dashing Henry

Collins had won  the affections of
the volatile Lucy, and by his artful
address had so [insinuated himself
into the good opinion of her father

that not only had he cons¢nted to -

his union with| his daughter, but
had actually confided the eare of
his estate to the hand of an almost
total stranger. e
paused; and while the hoarse bel-

Young man!”

lowings of the ocean rung in my
ear, laid his hand npon my arm in
an impressive maununer, and said :
“ Affliction and pain are the natural
concomitants of existence,—physi-
cal suffering a man ol strong nerves
can endure, byt the pain of the
wreteh who submits to the most
agonizing surgical operation was
pleasure to the mental torments I
endured that uiglat-” " The old man
rose from his seat on the sand and
rapidly paced tlie beach. The lone-
liness of the spot, the strangeness
of the man, and the sorrows he
scemed to have! sutfered, all served
to render me restless and uneasy,
and I was about to request him to
resume his story, when he observed
my impatience, and re-seating him-
self” proceeded thus @ “ I rose early
next mornine and walked towards
the llarnett House.
proached the door and applied for

The servant who an-

I slowly ap-

;uilll.ir-ihiul'l.
sweped my summons replied to my
question of ¢ Is Miss IHarnett at
home ¥ grafily in the negative. ¢Is
Mr. Harnett 77 ¢No! [ retired
sorrowfully to; my lonely home,
and addressed a note to Lucy. In
the course of an hour it was re.
turned unopened, and then I felt as
if my misery was complete. But
there was another pang in reserve
for me. Walking out a few even-
ings after, accompanied by my lit-
tle brother, in' a retired grove, |

rosy-checked brother of |

| year,’

S?as’

was surprisud at hearing the sound
of horse's leet behind me, and
turning beheld Lucy Harnett at-
tended by }lg:*u'r_v Collins. He rode
by with a ontemptuous sneer aqn
his lips, wh;c his companion turn-
ing her héad avoided my gaze. In
front of than my little brother was
standing directly in the path, and
instead of gyi) g iewe tothe horses
stood gazing with childish wonder
upon their rich trappings. Riding
up to the little fellow, the horsemsn
deliberately raised his whip, and;

turning towards me with a snecr

on his lips, brought it across my

I could stand no

To rob me of my love, de-

brother’s face.
more.
prive me of a friend, sneer at my
actions, and horsewhip my brother,
I could not endure it, but rushing
horse,

mateh for me In

forward tore him from his

(for he was

no
physleal strength,) and trampled
him in the dust.  Slowly resuming
his feat, hesdlrew a pistol and di-
rected it towards me. I sprang
forwart as the instrumentexploded,
and the ball, intended for my heart,
the “arm of

He fell with a éry, and I, I.hIilliiug

entered my brother.
him dead, was too overcome with
surprise and horror to prevent the
escape  of Colling, who

flad. I

my

mounted his steed and
raised the: bleeding form of
brother, and carefully bearing him
to, the next house, summoned the
best

wound was examined, and his life

medical aid. As soon as the
pronounced out of danger, L. col:
lected a few friends, and proceedad
towards the Iarnett P'lace, with
the intention of punishing Collins.

But 1 wgs tgp late—the bird had-
flown —and we found the old man -

in a frantic copdition ue\\'alilillg tha
foss of Liis dRMELTer who had elaped
with him. It was a cruel sight to
see that old man raising his thin
hands to heaven, and while bhis
white locks streamed in the'wind,
bitterly. call «down divine wrath
upon the head of the villain who
had robbed him of his daughter.
I carried him to my own humblie
home, and watched beside his sick

couch for many a weary weelk,*

though nearly as much in want of
attention myself.”” The old
paused, and 1 pondered ¢n his tale.

At length I ventured to obsérve
that it surprised me that lie should

min

never have endeavored to revenge
himself for these moments of pain.
“ Revenge V7 said be, and a hoarse
laugh burst from his lips ; * Listen,
[ will become a novelist for your
especial benedt, and give you the

sequel in true ortholox style—!

About one year from the éccurrence
of the above mentioned events two
young men were seated in a retired
room of one of our sccond elass

hotels. One was tall, handsome,

_and drunk; of the other I will not

speak. ¢ Here Henry,” said the
latter, ¢ take a horn,” and he passed
a glass of whisky towards his com-
panion, who stretched ont a drunk-
en hand to receive it. = ¢ Bill,’” said
Heury, ¢don’t frown so; I'll swear

you look so likea d— fool I met

, wheno L was down last

at C

¢ Come,” said | the other,
¢ give me an account of é,}'our trip to
C ? - You know yon promised
to tell me al about it. [ Well, Bill,
said Heénry, ¢ I haven't known you
six months, but you're a good fel-
low, and you shall bave the yarn,

but you must be *mum.’” You see
I forged some - letters;in the old
gentleman’s former partner’s style,
and down I went. My principal
object when I started was the old
bl;_y's gold, but he' had a right
pretty daughter, and I included her
in my plan of operations. I suc-
ceeded admirably,—I got hold of
of the old begy's secret funds and
got Lucy, ?Smt was the girl’s
name,) to loving me pretty strong.
It [ had had time I would have
made a fortune of him, but having
a little ¢ muss” with a d—d country
booby, I was obliged to move. But.
all tﬂings considered, it was a pro-
fitable trip.”” ‘What did you dp
with the giri? Marry her?” asked
the other. ¢Ha! ha! ha! laughed
Henry. ¢Bill, 1 didn’t think you
were 80 green. Marry indeed ! No,
I kept her about a month or two,
and then sold her to Charley, She
didn’t much like to go, but Charle

had paid for her, and she devilis

goon foupd ebe bad to” Doy e

hastily -

The old man paliscd, and looking
steadily at me continued thus:
“That man who boasted of his
villainy was Hanry Collins—the
woman he spoke pf, Luey Harnett,
and the man he addressed, mysclf'!
For months I had dogged his foot-

steps, sought his friendship,and i

sinuated myself {nto his good-will,
all for revenge,—and now the hour
bad come. I roge from my seat,
rushed upomn, him and bound him
hand and foot to the table. Ring-
ing a small bell, {which was a pre-
concerted signal,)) from a side door
the pale and ematiated form of tie
once beautiful Luycey Harnett enter-
ed the rpom, while from another
the fecble steps df her father were
heard as he tottered towards the
table. ¢ Henry Cbllins,” said I, ‘the
hour of your ddath is ncar. My
own hand would long since have
“freed the carth af such a monster,
but the greater wrongs inflicted
upon others give them a prior elaim
to vengeance.” The once gentle
and effeminate Iucy Harnett, now
the stern avenger of her outraged
innoecence, advaheed towards the
table, and plazed a loaded pistol at
the prisoncér's head. Rapid steps
were hedard-on the ! staircase, and
loud voices calling to one another ;
for the eries of Collins had alarmed
gthe house, and the !servants were
hastening to disgover the cause of
the disturbaned.. [These
caused a feeling of hope in the
“wreteh’s bosom, and he redonbled
his efforts to escape. In vain ! Even
~with a shont ypon his lips, the
- weapon explode(l, and the wall was
bespattered withihis brain. A back
way afforded us the means of es-
cape, and the sérvants rushing in
Frem the outer (door found but a
lifelosa corpe. | |

“The rest of my tale is shortly -

told. The green grass covers the
graves of Luey and her father, and
another season will. nnmberme with

1t 2 5 ]

those that have ! passed away:.

_ From the Cniversity Magazine,
"'l.-lﬁ:-‘rn.tn_re and College Literature.

IT has grown intoa proverb, that
an authar’s language is the.index
of his mind and heart, that what
he utters is what he' thinks and
feels. This we may adopt as a
true maxim; and althongh many
writers might he convicted of ex-
‘pounding theomes, -and teaching
lessons which they themselves have
never reduced to practice, yet the
pen will hardly be so unfaithful as
to fail to stamp the imagé of the
writer upon liis writings. The
bold allarements of vice or the
modest ¢all of virtue, the wild
excitement of busy life or the
quiet seclusion of a hermit’s home,
cannot so disturb the pool of his,
thoughts as that it shall not mirrp»
faithfully his character. In treat-
ing of authors in their relations to
life, we might be strnek with won-
der at the fact)that they have =o

—

“often eulogized, and sung so sweetly

of joys that they. have never tasted;
that they have cried out so loudly
against vices t¢ which they were
themselves a “prey, and extolled
virtues which thev never possessed.
This wou'd seem to say. that one
must not pass, gentence upon an
author's character from his wri-
tings; but upoh close examination
the truth will manifest itself. The
philosophy of the human heart
teaches us that we most desire that
which is denied us. It was to sat-
isfy this craving after what is not
our own, that caused our first pa-
rents -to. eat the forbidden fruit.
This principlé will aceount for that
seeming in¢onsistency, which ave
s0 often remark between a man and
his actions.| An.auther sits down
to write with the fumes of his own
debauchery | si¢kening his senses,
and as he looks around ‘him and
sees the happy countenances of
those wlo are [pursuing ‘“the sun-
paths of virtu¢,” free hearted and
joyiul, he cannot refrain from burst-
ing forth in an indignant wiiling
against vice, and aneloguent appeal
in behalf' ‘of wirtue. Well might
Thackeray,in§* Vanity Fair,” make
the direful copsequences of drink-
ing too much Vauxhall punch turn
poor James Sedley into a philoso-
pher in his next day’s reflections.
It is for this reason that moral
teachers are not always moral do-
ers; it is for this reason that he,
whose eyes “‘roll in vain” to catch
the cheering sunlight, can sing so
sweetly of the beauties of the land-
scape, and that he whose vices have
disgusted his pwn self, can use his
sad experience as the warning ahd
the guide of his fellow man.

We see then, that literature par--

takes as much of the peculiarchar-
aeter and disppsition of its authors,
as the. tree doés of the soil to which
it owes its growth. 'An author can-
not wander so far out of himself,
in the reflections of his closet, as
that his every-day tastes and incli-
nations shall not give their tone to
the characteriof his thoughts; the
rages of his petty -prejudices, his
likes and dislikes, will peep through

the badly-fittihg outer garment of

his assumed philosophy. The va-
Jious mytayjous through which iit-

sounds”

erature has passed in the world and
in different countries, present this
fact in a clear light, showing that
anthors, after all, are not so much
raised, in. their moral character,
above the rest of mankind. If we
will look at the history of letters,
we shall find that they have had
their ebbs and flows, dependent
upon the elevation or depression of
the moral and mental faculties of
their masters, in as striking, yet
solemn succession, as the rise and
fall of nations: Literature, the pré-
cedent of eivilization, still continues
to follow the course of the sun,(from
east to west,) chapging, of course,
its nature as it passes through dif-
ferent ¢limes and races of men, but
always carrying with it more bles-
sings than evils, until one may hope
and expect that it will complete the
|- great civele in which it seems to be
moving, and restore all the blind
descendants of Noah to one com-
mon and brotherly bond of union
a.u:t.l enlightenment. Why is it, we
may ask, that people, in the enjoy-
mentof therefinementand blessings
bestowed by the eultivation of let-

|
| -
1' ters, should be willing that their

literature !become degraded, and

thus pave the way for the over-

} throw of their morality and per-

haps of their country?  Why is it
that a literary degradation is so apt
to be the pre¢ursor of the downfall
of ithat government under which jt
exists, and whose pillars of supp rt
it hasturned intowormwood? Why
i it that nalions, whose strength
would scem to be uncongnerable, so
often humbléd in the dust? Be-
cause they have suffered their minds
and hearts to rua in the wrong
channel, and their tastes to be cor-
rupted by bad influénces, while
they who ought to be the guardians
of | morality and civilization, the
men of letters, themsclves fall vic-

+-tims to the vices of the age, and

thus give greater impetus to its
downward and ruainous eourse.—
These evil inflacnces spread them-
_sélves impereeptibly over the whole
community, working most perni-
ciously throngh the medium of lit-
‘erature, until the nation is gradu-

ally deprived of its moral and men-
tal strength, and thus, becomes A
prey to the more intellectual ad-
vancement of some other nation,
or the superior physical force of its
barbarian neighbors.. This was the
fact at the eommencement of the
middle ages, when but for the pious
- works of sequestered monasteries
the bright lights of ancient,genius
would never have penctrated the
thick gloom- that was flung over
them. However corrupt the masses
~of the people may be, there is yet
hope for a better state of things, so
long as the writing classes stand
aloof from viee ; but when they too
become a prey to moral ‘depravity,
their country’s prosperity is sealed.
Alas | that authors seem generally
to appreciate so little the high ré-
spousibility of their station, to yield
so often to those petty prejudices,
and evil influences peeuliar to their
circumstanees and to the age in
which they live ; when they-should
rather, feeling the importance of

their office, be somewhat raised, in
moral and mental cultivation jabove
the rest of mankind, as their teach-
ers and gnardians.

There is no class of literature
whieh presents a more striking ex-
ample of the influence of age and
circamstances upon its charaeter,
“than that which we sce fssuing from
the walls of our colleges.  With the
exception of the productions of a
few, more mature in yéars and of]
riper judgment than the rest, it
partakes almost entirely of that ro-
mantic and imaginative tone, 8o
peculiar to the ardent temperament
of youth. If we will but look into
college magazines, which for_ the
most part form the medium by
whidh the ‘student exhibits his
thouglits to the public eye, we will
find that the better portion of their
contents are either the record of
love scenes, in which Romeo has at
last succeeded in marrying his
adorable Juliet, and faithful Cres-
sida, after all the trials of war,
fumine and pestilence, has finally
cone to live in a neat little cottage at
the foot of* a green hill with her
dear, dear Troilas, or tales of faney,
in the composition of which the
author was ‘carried back to those
good old times when ladye-love and
valiaht knight were all “the go.”
These remarks might apply, in some
measure, to the literature of all our
colleges ; but they are intended
more especially for our own Alma
Mater, where the imaginative and
the romantic have almost at times
run riot. If an opinion can be
formed from the character of ocr
literary ‘productions, we are most
emphatically an ardent, warm-
hearted band, with but one end
in view, the attainment of which
we are striving for by various and
dissimilar means—that end, our
summum bonum, a lady’s smile.
This conclusion may seem strange
and unfounded ; but the justness of
it will be apparent, if-any one will
take the trouble to look into our
literary archives and examine the
oharasier of whoir occtents, espe

Numer 41

cially the practical portion of them,
On examination, he will 'find that:
by far the larger portion of this

‘part of our literature is sacred to

woman, and be struck with the fact
that about two-thirds of the shorter
poems possess significant titlos, like
the following: “ Lines to Miss A.
B., of C,” “Toa Young Lady on
hearing of her fall from a carriags.”
““ On my pi¢ture being returned tome."”
“ A lover's reflections on ¢ moonlight
night,”” &e., &e. Some partake more
of the chivalric nature, pleading
eloquently in behalf of woman’s
rights, as if any one ever denied
her importance as a member of $o-
f:ictg-, or was 8o sacrileqiows as o
wish to deprive her of that sove-
reignty which is undoubtedly her's,
in her proper sphere. Most of these
acintillations of hopeful genius be-
gin somewhat in the following
manner: i '

“ Maidon, féiror than the moon

A0 s (e B e, 4 e

Must fade when they are scarce ln-.nu'!"

We see the san and moon are
made use of in the very first stanza
generally, then follow the stars and
ulhgr planetary orbs in snocession,
until the anthor, tired of simile and
metaphor, bursts forth in a fiery
and pathetic peroration, as follows :

B e iy B

Thou wilt always be before e !

Near this.bleeding hoart of mine I

Ye sun, moon and stars, do yo
not sometimes, blush at the uses
made of you by these college -
tasters who ¢ trim the midoight
lamp™ over their love-songs, He-
claring that they were compoged '
“by the moon’s pale light |

While the foregoing remarks give
a good idea of the character of a
great deal ‘of college literature,
prose and poetical, we should be
treating our subject with injustice,
if we should fail to mention that
there are also to be found essays

nd poems which would do ecredit
to heads older and more experi-
enced than those of their aug: 8
And we are not disposed to despise,
by any means, even that which is
so sacred to woman ; bat only wish
to laugh w little at the Tove mania
which seems to manifest ' itself” so
strikingly among the literary por-
tion of the students, and to remark
the manneér in which it eolors all
the productions of their intelleets.
The facts are evident, and the rea-
sons for them .as obvious,
student is young, warm-hearted,
more or less susceptible of the
!‘muut.iful in everything, and most
especiglly in‘woman, and whan he
sits down ‘alone at night, after the
monotonous routine of a college-
day’s exercisgs, how can he restnsin
his thoughts' from flying away)ito
bask in the sunny smiles of fair
ones, whose farcwells have hardly
died away upon his car? Heo takes
up his pen to wyite, with woman
uppermost in his thonghts, and her
charms are often the burden of his
song. Many men, in married Jife,
have doubtless laughed, or perhaps
sighed, over “the love sick produac-
tions of their college-days, exclaim-
ihg how chapged !

But after all, the question may
be asked, Whether it is not better
that the thoughts of the student,
in his leisure moments, should run
in this romanctic-imaginative chan-
nel, if we may socall it? The im-
agipation is certainly an important
faculty, and what cah be better
than exercising it on so noble an
obj¢ct as woman !  With ajnwt;.:s-
preciation of the faculty mentioned,”
and a due reverence for the nobility
of woman, we venture the assertion
that no disease or influence is more
apt to fit its victim for the lenatio
asylum than imagination run wild
on the subject of lave. The lite-
rary productions of pne who id so'
unfortunate as to be thus possessed
will partake of the -authows wil
extravagancies, and fail to be appre-
ciated by those who look at them
from a sobor, judging point of view.
This mania of imagination and ro-
mance, caused in most cases by an
overweenifig attachment to female
beauty, deprives one of that rea-
soning power and depth of thought
which 1s the only stepping-stoné to
intellectnal greatness  Then while

we would say to the student—stilk

continue to respect, admire and re
verence woman, as the sacred tres-
sure, the support of man, we would
advise him not to allow love or any
other influence to so far get the
better of him, as to control and
keep under those more healthy ope-
rations of ' the mind which are most
essential to mental growth. If stu-
dents ecould attain this balmnce of
their facaltics, college literatupe
would assume a different character,
and less of pens, ink, paper
time would be eacrificed to the God
of love, imagination and romance,
HOPE.
Though doomed by fate to part,
And distaot fer fro thes,

Still I hape that in thy heart, _
A tender chord yeot beals for g

But poor sssurance sure i this,
Afvor loving as T have done,

To Bave hs my only cause of blis,
A sy bope all:u R,
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