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PROSPECTUS. 

THE COLLEGIAN will be published each month of the College year, by the 
Belles Lettres and Union Philosophical Societies, and shall be conducted by a joint 
editorial committee from the two societies. ,The Collegian will be printed in neat 
magazine form by Messrs. Collin.s of Philadelphia; each Number containing 24 
pages, octavo, of entirely original matter. 

Its contents shall be of a purely literary character; and the Editors will sedulously 
avoid anything of a personal or sectarian nature ; yet it shall be at all times open to 
free expression of thought and opinion. 

Our principal objects are, to state them briefly, in the first place, to obtain revenue 
for the increase of the Libraries of tbe Literary Societies; and secondly, to furnish to 
graduates a means of communication with their Alma Mater. 

Yet we flatter ourselves that we can render our Periodical a welcome visitor to all 
who will patronize us. 

r;'i"' PRICE $1 00, invariably in advance-persons sending ten Subscribers shall be 
entitled tq an eleventh copy gratis. Graduates and old members of the Societies are 
earnestly solicited to act as agents. Address, post paid, "Editors of the Collegian," 
Carlisle, Pa. 

JOHN J. JACOB, 
HENRY B. RIDGA WAY, 
MONCURE D. CONWAY, 

Ed. Com. from the U. P. Society. 

MARCUS J. PARROTT, 
JOHN H. WATTERS, 
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THE COLLEGIAN. 

NATIONALITY. 

STANDING upon the threshold of observation, I looked upon the world. 
The vivacious Frenchman, the grasping Englishman, the spirited Irishman, 
the vengeful Spaniard, and the high-toned American passed before me. 
Each, impelled by the tide of his own thoughts, moved onward. Each, 
wrapt in the seclusion of his own destiny, heeded not the rest. Silent, 
intent, I gazed. 

The individual is an epitome of the nation :-presenting in concentrated 
form the distinctive characteristics of the people. So intimate is the con­
nection between the man and the mass, so sure an index the ·former to the 
latter, that the same considerations which determine our judgment of the 
one, determine also our opinion of the other. 

Nationality is based upon physical, intellectual and moral condition. These 
collectively constitute that character which gives a nation respectability 
abroad, security and confidence at home. England, washed by the waters 
of full many a sea, receives to her bosom the gems which for centuries 
have lain treasured within their pearly vaults. Having long since subdued 

Old Neptune to her gentle sway, 
By the power of her name, 

She rides upon his stormy way 
To glory, wealth, and fame. 

We ~annat fail to trace and feel the influence which the extensive and 
productive territory of France exerts upon her people. Pouring from her 
bowels nature's choicest gifts, and lavishing them upon her children, she 
receives in return only war's hard tread and floods of blood. No wonder 
that Italia's dark-eyed daughters are full of smiles, and wreathing for 
themselves loveliest garlands, surround them with the song and the dance; 
since there, in the chaste language of Addison, 

Blosso-ms and fruits and flowers together rise, 
And the whole year in gay confusion lies. 

Nature, in her conception, never intended Switzerland to be the land of 
luxury. No, but bleak and free; that her Tell, cradled in the whirlwind, 

No. I.-MAROH, 1849 1 



2 Nationality. 

and rocked in the storm, might afterwards exclaim, in spirit akin to the 
elements which played in terrific grandeur about his own mountain home, 

Hail! native land of great renown, 
No more oppres8ed and trodden down! 
Your crags and peaks at length I greet; 
While all tl1e bills the echo loud repeat, 

Switzerland again is fJ·ee, 
Again the land of liberty! 

To me the sound of an Atlantic and Pacific ocean, rolling and breaking 
upon the out-stretched shores of Columbia, speaks big with national supe­
riority. To me her cataracts' deafening roar is significant of a sublimity 
that bewilders human thought, and compels its devotion. 

True men, who have devoted themselves to science and to its diffusion, 
occupy a position at once prominent and commanding in the Temple of 
Nations' Fame. Beside them, the martyrs to the cause of right, standing 
in the flame, point upward as the climax of human greatness. The political 
and moral truths, for the maintenance and propagation of which they lived 
and died, infuse a nation's character with a living power and shed around 
it an original splendor. 

What is it that bas sustained humanity in her struggles? 
In the long stream of life and action, what is it that has kept the bark of 

man afloat, despite the eddy and the storm? Distinctive Nationality, like 
a great Goddess, has presided. Humanity is preserved. To their national 
character the eyes of a people are turned. Around it their fond recollections 
cluster. Enshrined in it are the loved names they cherish. It is the focus 
of their greatest glory and highest hopes. It is their pride, and life, and 
light and power. Sully it, and they are enraged. Deitroy it ! and they fall 
lifeless and powerless. Dethrone it, and you strike from the firmament 
their ascendant star: you put out their only lamp, and launch them 
beaconless to burst like so many bubbles on the ocean of destiny. 

A nation's character is stamped upon her every action. In peace it gives 
impulse to trade; and in war, courage to the soldier. It was the one great 
idea of Rome, standing in solitary grandeur-once the petty village, now 
the awe of a world-that penetrated the breast of every Roman, that honeyed 
the tongue of a Cicero, and created the genius of a Horace. It was the one 
idea of the T:nion, the Federal Co'mpact, which absorbed the energies of a 
Washing~on, and when dying yet lingered upon his quivering lips. A 
nation's character is the common patrimony of all her sons. The ruddy 
little boy bounds over the green sward, and from his young full heart, 
bursts forth " hurrah ~, for the hero his mother Las taught him to love 
and admire. To body forth his countrymen's brilliant achievements, the 
poet invokes the inspiration of the muses, and wakes his slumbering notes 
to a song so noble. 

The British fleet lay off Trafalgar, with the enemy full in view. Nelson, 
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the darling hero of England, on board his own swift Victo1·y, moved out, 
followed and surrounded by the rest. They had approached. Just then, 
while every eye was fixed, every lip compressed, every countenance firm, 
and every heart quickened, dilated 'twixt hope and fear, there went loom­
ing up the immortal words, "England expects every man to (I his duty!" 
In that word E,1gland was a charm that sent a thrill of enthusiasm, which 
resulted in the most glorious triumph that has ever graced the annals of 
British fame. 

1\rhen disunion, that hideous monster, would snap asunder, Nationality 
reconcile clashing interests, and neutralizes jarring powers. When inva­
sion, that blighting sirocco, that fiery deluge would sweep across the land, 
it arouses, animates, fires the hearts of the people. Clinging to it, our 
fathers and mothers, and brothers, are preserved amid the whirl of human 
passion. And now as I stand surrounded by the relics of ancient might, 
the awful sublimity of Roman greatness heaving in its last struggle, rush­
ing upon my vision, would inspire me to the prophecy of Roman resur­
rection. And still impressed with the magic power of my theme, I would 
bid that vein of sympathy which !;as long flowed for Ireland, Flow on! 
For who knows but Ireland, quickened into life by the stirring memory of 
her Emmetts, her O'Connells and her l\litchells, and maddened by the 
sad spectacle of an O'Brien's gallows, may yet rise triumphant from the 
dust and tears of her thraldom ! 

THE 1\IACIIINE FOR GRmDING POETRY. 

"That some things can be done as well as others," is by no means im­
probable. And, in this enlightened and progressive age, when lightning 
is trained and taught to speak, it is not probable that speaking of machines 
for making poetry will be considered, by men of science at least, as attempt­
ing to impose upon the credulity of the people; and if, indeed, such were 
the ease, we feel ourself prepared, by a practical illustration, to establish 
the theory. 

Of the inventor we know nothing but what is to be learned from the in­
vention; that is, he lived, and if not dead, is still living. Of the machine 
we know a great deal, but shall say nothing, it being able to speak for 
itself. 

Johnny L. was what might be classed in the scale of talent as a poetical 
genius. We have arrived at this conclusion after having enjoyed the ex­
treme pleasure of perusing his only production, "The Lover's Soliloquy," 
strictly speaking, a scintillation from an intellectual star of the first magni­
tude; but, alas! by some ill-fated mistake, he, together with his production, 
has found a peaceful slumber in t.he archives of oblivion. 
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After having spent some time in composing "The Lover's Soliloquy," 
our hero, from the rapidity with which poetry was produced "by them ere 
Northern chaps," had come to the conclusion that they must have some 
kind of a machine for the purpose of making it. Of course, a trip to the 
"Quaker c~y" was determined upon. The necessary arrangements having 
been completed, Johnny found himself seated in a car bound for" the land 
of promise;" where, after an age to his anxious spirit, he had the extreme 
pleasure of planting his foot on the pavement. On casting a glance at the 
various curiosities, his eye was soon fixed upon a sign in front of him, 
having on it, in large letters, "Poetical Machines for sale." It is useless 
to say he went in, and came out with one under his arm. He was soon 
"on his way rejoicing," and, with a beam of pleasure in his eye, was, in an 
indescribably short space of time, standing at the gate of his home. 

"Johnny, dear, what have you there?" said the mother, as the son entered 
the gate of the homestead. "Why, ma'am, I've been to the great city, and 
it's a machine for making poetry I got there. The man I got it from says 
it's an all-fired good one, and works to perfection." The old lady looked 
~>Omewhat surprised-the old man, looking a little sorter "'twixt a sweat 
and a stew," went away muttering something like "nonsense;" but soon 
returned, thinking it might do. 

After Johnny had rested some little, he determined upon making a trial 
of the machine. Arrangements were soon made, and the magical box 
placed on the table. "Now, dad," said Johnny, "take this string and hold 
it tight. Mam, you take this wire, and mind them pegs in the end of the 
box." Johnny turned the crank; around went the wheels. The old man 
and old woman stood in breathless silence, with mouths wide open, eyes 
protruding, anxiously awaiting the result, not dreaming of its success. 

Soon a gentle murmur is heard to issue from the box, more and more 
audible, till at length came rolling· forth, in a slow measured tone,­

Crickets were chirping on the hearth, 
And snow was cov'ring fast the earth, 
As through the barnyard crept a bear, 
And stole the biggest sheep was there. 

"Heaven save us!" exclaimed the old woman, "the olJ pet ewe is dead!" 
"Zounds!" muttered the old man, "my gun's over at Tom Hanson's, and 
I can't kill the old scamp." "Now, Mam, I knowed you wouldn't keep 
them pegs in!" Johnny put the peg in place, and turned on,-

All clear anti cloudless was the sky, 
The zephyr slept upon the plain, 

While thunder rolletl his car on high, 
And thick and fast fell drops of rain; 

The lightnings flashed, the thunders pealed 
Along tbe sky from north to south, 

The puppy barked, the piggy squealed 
And carried wheat straws in his mouth. 
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"Bless his dear little soul!" exclaimed the old lady. "Johnny, go bring 
him in the kitchen; he'll drown out there in the rain." "Mam, it ain't 
rainin'; dad's only let go that string." The old man took the string, and 
the machine went on-

O'er the hill lived the lassie that I loved the best, 
In a vine-covered cottage, surrounded with flowers; 

Close under her window was a humming bird's nest, 
Secure from the blasts and the cold urenching showers. 

"Du say!" cried the old woman," Johnny's in love with that Salll\1ug­
gins." "Thunder!" exclaimed the old man, "I'll trounce the scamp till 
he'll wish he'd never seen her." The machine went on-

One morning, bright and early, old grimalkin espied 
The nest of young chirpers hanging snugly on the wall; 

He got up into the window, after having often tried, 
And he broke down the little nest, and eat up them ev'ry one. 

"Cruel wretch!" shouted the old woman-"if I had that cat I'd wring 
her neck off." "Mam, there's two pegs out. I knowed you wouldn't 
keep 'em in." Johnny put the pegs in. The machine continued-

The sun had set in the western sky, 
The chickens all had gone to rest, 

·when master fox came slipping by, 
And killed two chickens, and broke up the old blue hen's nest. 

"Mercy on me !" shouted the old woman; " set the dogs on him; he's 
broke all the eggs, and I can't go to market to-morrow!" "The band's off 
that wheel, dad." Johnny put the band in place, and the machine went 
on-

The sun shone hot-all nature looked gay-
The farmers were turning the sweet-scented hay ; 
The children were plucking the flowers so sweet, 
As Tom Flint's hogs broke into the wheat. 

"It's all over now!" shouted the old man. " Here, Watch ! Here, 
Bounce! Come, Johnny, go kill them tarnal hogs; they'll eat all the wheat 
up!" "Dad, the hogs ain't in the wheat; you only let go that string. If 
you had held on, it would have done it up brown that time, certain. Now 
hold tight; let's try once more." 

The dogs did bark, the cat did mew, 
The moon shone silver bright, 

When out from behind the kitchen cupboard an old bat flew, 
And put the children in a fright. 

"Knock it down with a broom!" cried the old woman. " Smash it to 
pieces!" shouted the old man, suiting the action to the word. And from 
the broken murmurs of the box was heard-

He hit Johnny a rap across the head, 
And sent him blubbering away to his bed. 









24 MonthllJ Gossip. 

MONTHLY GOSSIP. 

"See here, J\l[r. Editor, you must get about that Gossip. Here we have all the �~�I�S�S�.� ready for 
the press, and you, as usual, have been loafing away your precious time over in No.--." This 
anathema escaped the Hps of one of the fraternity just as we entered the door of our sanctum 
this morning, immediately after the "breakfast·time of life,, as some one calls it. This caused 
a gentle redness to suffuse our face, which the ladies call "modest blushing/' or" blushing mod· 
es.ty.n Another, to alleviate our embarrassment, exclaims,'' \Vho expected auything from him?" 
This conversation, though latonic, aroused us to a sense of duty. In au unguarded moment 
we mentally resolved to do better. Editors do not always adopt such noble, self·denying �r�e�s�o�~� 

lutions, and never think of their performance! Acting under this impulse, we hastened to our 
room to perform the arduous task, but no sooner had we entered than our gaze was attracted by 
our dear pipe, the companion of diurnal labor, and sweetener of toil! All visions of glory and 
duty vanished, and we sat ourselves down to dream o'er our pipe again. This duty fin1shed, we 
begin, Oh "may all that breathe share our destiny !n Well, we had a fire in coiJege, a real bona 
fide fire. How shall we attempt to describe it? A poet's pen could scarce do it; how then can 
we, who never wrote a verse of poetry in our lives! "0 tempora, 0 mores!" Pardon us, 
reader, but according to modern usage, we '\\·anted a quotation just here, and we could not think 
of ally thing more apropos, i. e. applicable in any and every way. We had just divested our· 
selves of a portion of our apparel, when the harsh sound "fire! fi·i-re!! in the first section-water 
buckets''-reacbed our ear. We hastened down to make observations, taking a bucket with 
us to allay suspicion. We had not cleared the steps, when we met a young man toddling down 
the steps with a wood box on his shoulder, and exclaiming, "Who thought it would come to 
this!-oh my mamma!" VVe pitied him, but hurried past to alleviate the tcoa of others. We 
next met with a youth astride his trunk in the campus, soliloquizing after this fashion," I'll leave 
college if it burns down!" We were somewhat amused, but were constrained to keep silence 
"for conscience sake." It was even alleged that a certain youth ran down to the car office, and 
engaged a trip in the morning train; but we have our doubts of its truth. There were many very 
entertaining scenes-but we forbear. 

Gen. T01n Thum.b.-This "small specimen of a gentleman," as he IS pleased to desjgnate him· 
self: has honored Carllsle with a visit lately. Thomas boasts of having kissed one or two millions 
of rosy lips, and in confirmation thereof exercised himself very industriously one or two days in 
kissing the belle! dames of our borough. Oh! how we did not envy the little 'un, as with quiet 
resignation he eudured the salutations of his fair visitors. On one occasion a prudent Miss was 
conversing with him on kissing in general, when we heard him observe, rather satirically, we 
thought," 0 Miss, if the ladies are anxious, I'm sure I'm willh1g." Just then she ravished a kiss 
from his fair cheek, and made way for a host of others. How forcibly it reminded us of Mr. Clay's 
memorable visit eastward, when people were smothered, locomotives obstructed, and steamboats 
sunk, in order that our patriotic lasses might imprint fervent kisses on the venerable statesman's 
cheek, chin, or nose, just as fortWle or misfortune would have it. Bless us! how energetic the 
ladies are! 

By the way, speaking of the •age of Ashland, the first word spoken by him to Old Zac, is re­
ported to have been-" 'Vhy, General, you've grown out of my recollection!'' "Now, in the 
name of all the gods at once, on what meat hath this our Cresnr fed, that he has g. own so great!" 
G-rown out of his recollection! Verily, that's queer. We thought if there was a man in existence 
other than Lewis Cass of Michigan: out of whose "recollection" Zachary would ?U1.'er grow, that 
man was Henry Clay. But it seems we have been mistaken in our supposition, for the Della teils 
us that h took a strong punch in Harry's side to cause even a recognition ! 

St. Valentine's Day.-They say Valentine's a saint-they do; but if one is accountable for 
the sins done in one's name, prospectively, why then we're inclmed to doubt whether he be a 
saint or not. 'Pon our editorial Bouls, we don't envy the grizzly old chap, if he is responsible for 
the prodigious amount of nonsense which hath adorned the boxes in our post office during this 
Valentine season. And then the innumerable hoaxes! Many were the poor fellows we saw 
"grinning horribly a ghastly smile," over some Valentine which flings up in hjs face his ment'b.l 
or personal attractions, the postage whereof might have smoked in whisky punch at "Burk's,'' 
or been smoked in a cigar at "Criswell's,'' whilst the poor fellow finds in himself much disinclina­
tion to "smoke;' the joke. In fact, though we weep for humanity m owning it, not even the 
editors have been spared. We were aware that our fraternity were very attractive; that as we 
pass along, ladies pop up at the windows and shed brightness from their eyes on our rugged path; 
in fact, that they are frequently constrained to knock at the wmdows, cheering us on in our great 
undertaking j but then we didn't expect to receive Va1elltines: we didn't positively. 




