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Our Reviewers.

eular investigation lias bean promuoted for
objcts foreigi to those whicL alonc ouglit
to influence all the parties concerned thora-
in, and whiclh ara unworthy of the Govern-
mont of any Country. But wa neverthcless
hope botter things conerning the present
administration, antI will not pre-judge them i
no, not aven on the seuil-official assuiptions
of their owna avowed organs. In the iean-
wlile we ask for a careful perusal of our
Review of the Covernmnent Inspector's Rie-
port.

But these remarlks ara only by the way.
We now raturn ta dur leviewcrs, and re-
peat, that nothing could b muore thoroughly
gratifying thian the fact that the GCadian
Ptriot lias attracted the attention and
called forth the special criticisims of the
leading journals of the Province. Not te
have beau noticed would have turned out
:inost certain death te us. Althougli the
Witnes is quite willing te admit our power,
our fearlessness and intlependency, and aven
Our " slasliing" qualities, it is neverthiless
a question if we could have survived, hlad
tie press unpited in " inflicting upon us
silence msost sevcrely."

Or, suppose the Gacte, for instance, in
condescending just te give the Patriot one
passing remuark, had uîuttcrCd ont, "INEMT-
AnhY TAME !" and thera left us. Why !
that imiglt have killed us outriglt. Thien
agîainî, only tiiik of the leading journals
Cndorsiig our Magazine as " YVzNcE,"
aud saying nothing imoroabout us. Under
such an unkind iniliction WC muight have
dwindilel away in slow consumption. A
new periodical iunst now-a-days be up ta
ti mark, and start Out in pace with the
tines, befora the established press will aven
rcaogiize that it has a baing. Any attempt
at publication falling short of this standard,
passes both into, and out of the literary
world, altogether uniloticed.

Vell ! we have passed througli this
ordeal safely. It is worth somzcthiing te
know that our articles reinind the venerable
editor of the Montreal Daily IVitess of
the trenchant eriticisins of the Carly Edilr
liurgi Revcie. In these days of gas, and

steain, and railways, and tegramns, and in
this New World of America, everything
above and becatl and around bespeaks
progress. Manliness, carnestness, perse-
veranea and right, give a toue to these
inewly crcated nationalitics. The press is
the legitinate representative of ideas. We
care not wio mnay mnake the laws, se long
as we imay be perimitted ta write leading
articles whici shall comiuand a reading
fron the people.

Other reviews ara daily coinug under
Our notice, but this article lias already
reached ils utimîost liiits.

H Y M N.
Al moving Spiriti freely forth

At thy command the strong wind goes
Its errand tthe passive earth ;

Nor art can stay nor strength oppose
sUnlil itfolde its weary wing

Once more within tLe band divine
Se, weary of each earthly thing,

My spirit turnes to thine.

Child of the sena, the moantaii streai
From ils lark caverns hies on

Oeaseless, by night and morning's beai,
By evening's str and nîoontide's sui;

Until ai laist it sinks to rest
O'er wearied in the waiting Sea

And moans upon its mtlher's breast,
So tercs my seul te Thee.

Oh Thou Who bidst the torrent flow
Who lendest wings unie the Wind-

Mover of all things 1 where art Thou ?
Or whither sball I hope to fi

The Secret of thy resting place ?
Is thera no holy wing for me,

That, soaring, I may reach the space
Of highest heaven, for Then ?

Oh would 1 were as fre te rise
As leaves on Autumn's whirlwiid born,

Or arrowy light of Sunset skies,
Or Song, or ray, or star of morn

Which melts in heaven at daylight's close;
Or aught that soars unchecked and fren

Through earth and heaven, that I miglt lose
Myself, in finding Theen

Thoughts of my seul 1 how swift ye go,
Swift as lti eag-le's glance of fire,

Or arrows froim the archer's bow
Te the far alim of your desire;

Thotught after thought, ye thronging rise
Like spring doves frocs the startled sod,

Bearing, like themr, your sacrifice
Of music unto God.

And shall those thoughts ef joy and love
Come baek again no more to me,

Returning like the Patriarch's dove
Wing weary from the etornal sea ?

Te bear within my longing arins,
The promise bought of kindlier skies,

Plucked fron the green immortal palms
That shadow Paradise 1
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