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LIFE AMONG THE RED MEN OF AMERICA.
BY REV. EDGERTON R. YOUNG, TORONTO, CANADA.

In 1868, when pastor of a church in Hamilton, Canada, I was asked
to go with my young wife as a missionary to the red Indians, northwest
of Hudson Bay, north of Manitoba. It was a strange call ; we had not
been thinking of the Indian work, or the foreign field, and were very
happy in our home work. But we made it a subject of prayer. We laid
the letter before the Lord, and though all our friends, with one or two
exceptions, opposed us, yet as God scemed to call us, we went, and we
have never regretted it to this day.

It took us two months and nineteen days of hard travelling to reach
our field. You can go around the world in that time now. It wasa
loncly far-off place, more inaccessible even than the heart of Africa is
now. We travelled as far as we conld by steamboats and railroads, then
we journeyed for thirty days with horses over the prairies and plains of
the north, and then for the last fourteen days we went in a little skiff
manufactared by the Indians and manned by them. The place assigned
usin the skiff was a bit of a slab seat near the stern of the boat. Behind
usstood a big Indian with an oar reaching out behind, with which he
steered, and before us were our stalwart Indian oarsmen. When we had
gone about forty miles from Fort Garry toward the north, we saw the
Indians turning toward the shore, and we wondered what they were going
todo. We soon found out. They took on another passenger, which to
our amazement proved to be a great, big, lively, struggling ox.  His head
bung over one side of the boat and his tail over the other, and for four-
teen days in the month of July my wife and I had to sit in that skiff close
to that live ox.  But we were full of life and anticipation, and enthusiastic
in our work, and these little things didn’t trouble us much.

We reached our destination at last. We were first stationed among
the Cree Indians, four hundred miles from the merest vestige of civiliza-
tion. Wehad a good chance of testing the Indians. You know the very
contheung opinions about the red men. Adfter studying them for many




