
For Life.

alas I the Province is not in al] casce lirly
roprosonted. If it woro,. the Parlianient
houses would net, as they now are, so fre-
quontly be converted into, bear gardons.
The pot-houso, and not the Sonate Hall, is
tie only fitting place, if fitting place tiiere
oan b, for the indulgence of languago
whicl somotimes fmds vent at the soat of
G overnment.

It is our purpose, on all suitable oceca-
siens, foarlessly to canvass tiese and all
other questions relating to the vcll-being
of te Provinîce.

Wo regard ite publie acts of publie men,
as boing publio' property. These eau be
canvassed without indulginig in personali-
ties. It is benoath the dignity of the press
ta call individuals by ugly names, or in any
way to makze mention of the acts of mon's
private lives. It is only wlien individuals
in some way or other thrust themsolves
into publie notice, that they become amen-
able te society for the course they adopt.
Once launcelod upon the so of public opi-
nion, the worthincss of the vessel will ne-
cessarily b tested. We arepurselves open
ta Criticismn, ana so fax from shrinking front
it, We court the froc and honest strictures
of those who may bo opposcd te us. Truth
has nothing to lose by investigation. It is
only error and falsehood that shrink front
the liglit of day.

Withl tlise sentiments we prisent Our
magazine te the people. No effort shall be
wanting on our part te makre it acceptable
te our readers. Original articles, reviews,
&c., from the pen of able writers, will from
tine te time appear in its columns.

Our selections will be mado with due
regard te the iovements of the times, and
witli a view te make it interesting and
instructive.

For the purposes indicated, the Cana-
dian Patriot is respectfully dedicated te
te peoplo.

-" Do you go te school i' enquired a passer-
by of a little boy in St. Giles.-" No." "Oan you
read "-"IN." "What then can you do?"-"Why,
drink a quartern of gin standing on my head 1"

-A speaker once interpreted thus the sign of
the " Blind Iieggar which hung over the Tav.
cru dor.-People go in. blind, and they come
out beggars.

THE SPIRIT OF PROGRESS.

Tnn gloomsy night is breaking,
E'en noir the sunbeams rest,
With a faint, yet cheering radince,
On the till-tops of the West.

The mists arc slowly rising
From the Valley and the plain,
And a spirit is awaking,
That shall never sleep again.

And ye may hear, tbat listen,
The spirit's stirring song,
That surges like the ocean,
With its solema bass along.
Ho I can ye stay the rivers,
Or bind the wings of light,
Or bring back te the morning,
The old departed night.

Nor shall ye check suy impulse,
Nor stay it for an hour ;
Until cearth's groaniug millions,
Have feit the hcealing power.

That spirit is Progression,
Iu the vigour of his youth;
The foeman of Oppression,
His armour -is the Truth.

Old errer vith its lcgions,
Must fill bencatlhits wrath
Nor blood, nor tears, nor anguish
Will mark its brilliant path.
But onward, upward, heavenward,
The spirit still will soar,
Till Peace and Love shall triumph,
And Falsehood reign no more.

JEl O3Mi. I.iIr ME

PART I.-TE OUTEs LiFE.
'Each muanî's life is all mnos Iesco.'-OwEN MIREDiTIT.

I hope I was no worse, I know I was no bet-
ter than the average of medical students of my
time; but as my story dors not principally con-
cern myself, I need net enter into details of my
studeant-life further than te say, what may be
well known te the exporienced of my readers,
that there were some among us diligent, many
idlers, and many,who though really hard-work-
ing, liked the reputation of teilles they seldom
absolutely yielded te. In the frank hsrrer of
being thought ' snobs' or 'shams,' they often
became both; assumed a careless swagger and
a rechless speech, lingered on the margin of the
turbid stream of dissipation, dipping now and
thon their feet in its foai, and with a wild bra-
vado air were rather pleased te be thought te
have !plunged fully into its impurities. Some
sncb phase of youthful pîrreresity possessed me
twrelve years ago, when I accepted an invitation
te a supper at a clebrated '"vine shades' in the
laymarket. Two fellow-students were my im-

mediate companions, and we were te meet a set
of ' choice spirits,' and make .' a nigt of it. I
remember being secretly much disappointed at
the company and the amusements. My imagina-
tion lied been either se much btter or worse
than the reality, that I found myscif compelling
holloi laugliter and boisterous noise to do duty
for real spontaneous mirtl, and te hide absolute
weariness.

Among our company was a young married
man-a tandsome fellow, with a frame my re-
cent anatomical studies taught me te admire as


