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tered vound the wig-wsm: from these hooks they
servico.

sven in this humble Tribo wo beheld an imperishuble
monutnent of the holy daring—great perseveranco—and al-
most tiiracutious success of the Jeenits.  One of the chilidren
of Port Royal, nearly a century ago, sought to *¢ finn ~  life
by tosing W in the wilids and fastnesses of North American
savage life. Monthy, nsy years 'tis saud did the Fuher toi
with all the horrors ol assassination vvery instant befure his
face; and brief, on inany and many a winter night were the
insiants between his escope from his sheltering forest.imound
and the possession of it by the sworn fos of the pale face
Mood. His life was never safe- -vet still he pursevered: an
izow the rude shinglo cross thut marks throngh every part o
Nova Scotia tne red qnan’s last home; tho “=welling song o
praise” that echoes through the Indinn wilds onevery return-
ing Sunday, ag they sing in theic pure Gregorian chaunt, tle
*Gradual’ * Kyrie’ * Glorin’ ‘Credo® ¢ Sauctus,’ * Agnys Dey)
&, ; the sliding firmnesy, with which they resist every in-
fluence and sacrifice every convenience to cling 1o the * fund
once delivered to the Saintg'—uH arve proudly demonsuativ
of the Aposeolic ‘increnge’ which Gad gave te the Good Fu-
thers Minisiry,

sanyg therr

Having seated curselves we requested our gnod fiiends 1o

sing Dumont’s Mass.
plied withs.
fa:hion on the A tiom
another.  The tecor-voice then commenced 1he * Ky,
the treble chined 5 then the whole, to wiuch we added
our Jinle share—and sneh 1 swell and sweetness! —af ther
hag bieen iner Psslinody. noue.
aceeptsble,

ground. glanee passed wae

we upagine could b nor

Amang the accidentals of our glonians licurgy there is no-
thang 10 which we are more desvoted than the old ¢ Grego
riow’ chaunt. There iz a povwer—u massivenvss—n minjesty
about its welody not to he fornd w the Qansy-fushioned com-
posi ions of modern musiciene.  ‘The ¢ old Gregorian chauny’
scems worthy of the amtiquy and consonant with the dig.
niry of the * Ewernnl ChurehP—end we never see modern
music put in compestion with i, that we <o not fevl in-
clired to scout the allegiance of the petfinmed scion o
modern degeneracy for the bold

, sinewy, and Lrave service
of vur ¢

old Gregorian chaunt '—May we Live to ba ashamed
of ludian superiority in this department of our Church ser-
vice and hail the restointion 1o our Chuirs of the * old Gre-
gorian chaunt ¥

But whither do we wander?
3 many a holy memory and sug
cipation.

The lodians song called
aested inany a happy ann-
We remembiered the old hullz, whose echoes we
ind heard awakened Ly the *Gregatian chaunt! aund the
hours of undisturhed re prse which blest our earlivst mitia
von in its deep miysrers.  Scenes, Frends aund Fates
which time had shadoved weie agmn sevesled; and,
then, we thought of the thriling nnx:eues—ibe varied
responsibilities—and the Lard tho peshapsinetficicut laburs
which have extracted 1h.e Lue fromue’s heaury and confirmed
tho peesy that * There’s noihing true but Heaven '—Amid
the thrany of sad :Loughts, to be sure No matler, we
should like t0 learn !mhm\ if it were unly to impress upon 'hr
Micmacs the necess:ty of elinging to the ¢ Gregornu chaunt!

‘The roquest wase instantly  come-:
They were svoted wccording to the casten!
b

Al
Yesterday while sitting in our ' Sanctum® we were visited
by half the tribo—they said ¢ they wished to rturn our coll!
Somo could,——some coueld not speak English.  We almost
vowed to learn Indian.

LATERATURE.,

EARLY TIES.

Oh ! givo me back thoso early ties,
‘o which my heart doth chng :

Oh ! givo me back n.y youthful joys,
When life was in its spring—

When blvoming hope. o'cr ¢v'ry scene,
Ditfused its cheering ray—

When all was fresh, and fair, and green,
Along life’s even way.

Oh! @ive me back my happy home,
OF childish gaiety—

Sull through the lapse of years doth come
fts memory back to me !

And oft the flow'ry paths of youth,
Again, 1 scem to tread,

Wien all was hope, and love, and truth,
Ere peace and joy had ded !

‘ O4 ! give me back the happr hours

My cluldhood lov'd so well :

On! give mo back thoso carly flowers
I gather’d n the dell,

O¢ pluch’d amid the forest shade—
Primrose and violet bine--

Nor deem'd that ther would cver fade,
Or lose their beauteous hue.

Oh ! give me back my bounding heart,
As free, as light as air—

It never then bad known the smart,
Of soul-corroding carc !

The birds, that warbl'd on the bough,
Were not more blythe and glad—

1 cannat bear their music now,
For oh! my soul is sad !

—I¥erford Paper.
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China, which for two hundred yecars had honored
1 the priests of the new law with the highest rank
among her savans and literati, now bcgdn to lose
I sight of the blessings which she had received from
| their lcarning and virtwe.  The time of proscription
and persecution had arrived- In 1341, three
1churches were demolished at Pekin, and the only
| clergvman left was an aged Porlu«ue~e prelate.
| But the period of the greutest vmlcnce was from the
vear 1814 to 1820, when the bishop of Tabraca and
Rev Mr (h.t with a large number of Christians,
L were Pt calh for the faith. Though the blood




