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Chureh. ‘Fhe procedings of the day were closed by the distri-
bution of confirination medals, hooks and religious pan.phiets,
htile pictures, beads, crosses, miraculous, and other medals and
some copies of the Annals ol your society, given to the Bishop
to the ennfirmed, as seil as to many members of the ceaarega-
tien. But it was not a little singular, that in every such dis-
tibution the aniety of the Protestants present to procure some
wemorial was just as ardent as that of the Catholics themsclves.
The children especially were so zoalous in that way, that oue
would fancy they had been brought upin the Faith of the
Charch, and that they knew uot, nor cared for, any other.

Iaving a long journey before us, we loft Windsor on {ciday
10th, fur Horton, where his Lordship intended to confirm on the
following day. A bridgo on tho road having Leen by some ac-
aident broken down, we were compelled tako acircnitous direc-
rection, and travel over what i3 termed the mountain road, being
the old hinc of communication betweecn Windsur and Horton
Truly the joy experienced in this world is ever mingled with
sorrow. We hgd left a happy and a delighted congregation
hehind us at Windsor, and we had largely partaken of the hap-
piness which we were instrumental in bestowing , but that hap-
piness was notto be unalloyed.

As we drove along we saw three men engaged in earnest
conversation at some distance on the road before ns. Tho per-
son who seemed to take the lead 1a the conversauon pointed
several times with an carnest gesture to the direction in which
we were coming.  The other two seemed restless and uneasy,
and lookiug as we thought, for some gap in the fence by which
they might escape from the road.  \We drove up in the mean-
tune, checking the pace of our horses as we approached them.
‘They turncd in from the road, the leader looking us full in the
face, with'a mingled gaze of wonder ard curiosity, whilst the
two other persons with their hats over their eyes turned towards
the fence. We were surpriscd that strangers as we were in
that part of the country, our presence should have cxeited such
contrary impressions upoa the minds of persons we had never
seen before.  Upon enquiry farther on, having described the
dress and appearance of the parties as  well as wo could, we
learned that the two persons spoken of, were Apostates, that
each had acquired a property by the renuuciation of his creed,
and that although despised in the neighborhood in which they
lived, they were among the most bitter resilers ofthat ancient

“aith whose Bishop they were afrzid or ashamed to look in the
face. Perhaps we should not altogether despair of their con-
version. As long as the conscience is susceptibls of the salutae
ry impression of shame, some hope may be entertained. Their
more honest companion has, we trust, received a nseful Jesson
as to the extent of the sincerity with which they profess the
naw dectrine winch they have embraced. What a contrast
those poor wretches presented with the noble and satisZed de-
meanor of the Converts whom we received into the bosom of
the true Church orr our journey through the country, and of
whom I shall have occasion to speak farther on.  Journeying
on, however, over the deserted and mountainous track that we
were compelled to take, and which is seldom passed over by
travellers, when nearly arrived at the summit of the hill which
commands an extensive view of Horton, and the surrounding
country, we were strack by a sight at once novel, interesting
and deeply affecting. Kneeling on a grass plot, opposite a
half-ruined cotiage, surrounded by a thick, and nearly impene-

trable lorest, was A man of about lifty vears of age, with hus
wife and four or five children, i the snine athitude.  Some cone
had told him that the Bishop «was at Windser, and knowing
that the communication by the usual route had been interrupred,
he thought ic probable that his Lordsiip would take the 1od
over the mountaws.  Heating the ratiling of the waggon as we
ascendad, and soon recognising he Bishop by his pertoraleross,
hie threw himself on his kness awawmg the Episcopal blessing

I1o had been living o that lonely spot for twonty years. Du-
ring all that thin2 he had never geen a bishop of his Church, and
seldom indeed was lie gladdened by the sight of a priest.  The
Bishop hasving descended to pronounce s blessing over this
poor man ; we saw tears of joy streaming down his browned,
and weather-beaten face  Iis wife too, poor woman' wept
with the like joy tolichold a Bishop once mre, and the children
msympathy wept with the parents, although they hnow butlit-
tle of the Fpiscopal office or dignsty.  Our hearts were deeply
moved at tius touching sight, and we thought to ourselves that
wlil» Catholieity planted suc's faithful sentinels vnon the moun-
tamn tops cven in the wilderness, whose simplo hearts, and faith
stronger than adamant, were a proof against overy assault, in
vain would the hittle sciohisis ¢f the day, the guilty denizens of
cities ievel their attacks against her impregnable ramparts.—
We went tnto tihe cottage or cabin, and having delayed there
for a short time, we bid adicu to this worthy family, leaving be-
hind us some tokens of our visit and of our warm admiration of
their conduct.  With great diffizulty we gained the summit of
the lull, bat the descent, inmany places, we found more danger-
ous than cven we did the upward road. Horton is one of the
prettiest places 1 Nuva Scotia.  T'he soil is fertile and kopt in
tolerably good 2ultivation. [tmay be interestirg to you to know
that thes beautiful country was first reclaimed from the forest by
the Acadiaas when Nova Scotia was a proviuce of France.—
Whercier you louk you behold evidences of their industry and
actuvity,  ‘They successfully resisted the encroaches of the sea;
here, at Kentville, and at Cornwallis, s rled the garden of No-
va Scotia. They left works behind them which they fondly
fancicd might be of use to their far distant posterity.  Their
lives were lives of ianocence znd happiness.  For purity of mo-
rals, and rectitude of conduct, accogding to the testimony of

Pratestant writers, they stood unequalled.  Asfaras happiness
can be uttamed liere below, the gentle Acadians scemed to pos-
sess it The Church raised its spire in the midst of every” vil-
lage in wluch they dwelt.  The sound of the bell summened
them betunes iu the worning to adore that God to whom they
were indebted for so many blessings.  ‘They listened with rev-
erence to the voice of that dear Pastor who was even more ready
to partake of their sufferings than he had been to share their
joys. He was their father, and they were his chifdren. No
magisirate nor constable ever set an intruding foot into their
peaceful honies. 'They linew not what litigativn was.  Poverty
was unknown, for no one ever experienced poverty while his
neighbor possessed riches. But alas! the Devil gazed with an
envinus eve upon this beautiful picture of happiness. Soon
wauld the burning brand of the heartless Puritan reduce the
heloved hwmestead to ashes. His inveterate hatred of-that
Faith which two centuries before was cherished by his E.iglish
forefathers, that cant and hypoerisy inherited so largely from
those who had brought Charles the First to the block, made
the plunder and devastation of the Acadian villages by those
ruthless Puritans a scenc of unmingled delight. “With what
barbarous exultation did they behold the emblem of our Faith,
arackling in the flames and about falling {0 the ground!! At
the sight of their churches on fire, the Acadians, no longerable
to restrain their feelings, rushed from the woods, where they
hadretired from their pursuers, but overpowered by numbers



