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been visited by Roman Catholic priests are in the habit
of erecting over their departed relatives.

The almost total absence of religion of any kind among
these unhappy natives, is truly melancholy. The very
name of our blessed Saviour is almost unknown by the
hundreds of Indians who inhabit the vast forests of
North America. It is strange that, while so many mis-
sionaries have been sent to the southern parts of the
earth, so few should have been sent to the northward.
There are not, I believe, more than a dozen or so of
Protestant clergymen over the whole wide northern con-
tinent ; and, alas! many even of that small number are
slothful, inefficient men, and one or two are absolutely
unworthy of their high and responsible situation.

For at least a century these North American Indians
have hunted for the ‘white men, and poured annually
into Britain a copious stream of wealth. Surely it is
the duty of Christian Britain, in return, to send out
faithfuk.servants of God to preach the gospel of our Lord
throughout their land.

The Indians, after spending a couple of days at the
establishment—during which time they sold me a great
many furs—set out again to return to their distant wig-
wams. It is strange to contemplate the precision and
certainty with which these men travel towards any part
of the vast wilderness, even where their route lies across
numerous intricate and serpentine rivers. But the
strangest thing of all is, the savage’s certainty of find-
ing his way in winter through the trackless forest, to
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