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off his gun in hopes that his father
would hear the report and come to
him ; but, alus, ho was out of hearing,
When morning arrived John took his
horse and sturted in search, but the
drifting snow had left no trace. Ho
searched in nll ditections until night,
when ho camo to the conclusion that
his father, not being able to find tho
camp, had started for howme; conse
quently he came home to see, but
when he camo into tho house there
was no father there; so ho and his
brother David and somo othors started
back in haste, searched again, and
found that he bad been seen by some
half-breeds who were cutting up butfulo
out on the plaing, on Tuesday afternoon.
Wo supposo he was snow-blind and
could not sco. His body was found by
u half-breed who was driving to whero
he had killed a butlulo, on Saturday,
5th inst, When found ho looked as
though, all hope of life being gone, he
had laid down, stretched out, folded
his atms, closed his eyes, yielded up
the ghost, and the epirit of a dear one
had calmly and peacefully passed away
from earth to be with God.

The following is a loving tribute
from a brother missionary to his
memory :

DEATH OF REV. GEO, M*DOUGALL.
BY IRHE KRV, K LANurORD,
Merheadsat Minn. ndry at Norweay Honae, N W, T

Cold wag the night and clear the sky,
Wiile homeward bouud he looked on high,
Aued saw the star which pointed out
‘The place he sought,
Where sure he thought
T'o rest hiw for the mght,

He spurs Lis horse, but soon to find
‘The heavy trains are left behund
How yuickly, out of sight and sound !
Whete now s he?
W ¢ 3o0n shall see
Nu traces can bo tound.

When to the camp his friends draw near,
¢“No traces of his footpnints hero !
*“What! where! can he have missed
way 1"
** Haste thee, torel, gun,
And faster run,
Call from the highest hills,”

his

In vain they searched, in vain they cried,
e had lost his way on the praric wide;
Nad was that night, but sadder still,
\When days had passed,

And all at Jast
Had given up hope of life.

15 he then lost, who oft had trod,
Thase bills and plaina o'er snow and sod §
Lost ! who pointed others homeward ¢
Yes, lost 1 he,
Though strange it be,
Wiho way himself a guide,

Search, search for the reinaing at least,
Of ane 50 brave, but now at rest,
A hero on the ficld of strife ;
The Spirit’s swoed—
The written \Word,
He wielded as for life.

With unrelenting zeal and care
Sume search here, and others there,
Nour do they stop tiil they have found
The place of rest,
Where angels blest—
His corpse upon the ground,

He was & man who'd never yield
Tao trifles on the miwon held ;
He was firm, kind, corteous, frugal,
And still we trace,
Ssiles on his fuce,
‘The corpye of George McDhougall,

As this number of Preasant Houns
i3 devoted specially to Indian missions
we have quoted largely from Long-
fellow's greatcst poem, his _beautiful
Song of Hiawatha. These extracts
scattered through this paper, if read
consecutively, will give one a good idea
of this fine Indian epic.

METHODIST MISSTONS IN
LABRADOR,

LRITRR FROM THE RKV, 1l ¢ HATCHER,
NED BAY, LABRADON,

WINTER TRAVEL.

HE long Labrador winter is
past, the snow is over but
not all gone; tho time of
tho singing of birds is come,

and the voices of our hardy fishermen
are beginning to be heard on the coast.

The winter was unususlly sovere,
aund ice formed oarly, Snow also camo
in abundance, and with the hard frosts
travelling was beautiful after Christ-
mas, Our mode of travelling here in
the winter is somewhat tho same as
that of our brethren in the North-Wost,
We have a comatick made of wood,
about soven feet by two, the runners
of which are shod with iton, or whale-
bone, On this we place our luggage,
and ride ourselves. To this comatick,
made fast by rope or deer-skin traces,
we have from six to a dozen dogs, who
sometimes dash slong at an incredible
speed, Sometimes it i over the ponds
or along valleyse we go, At other
times it is over hill and dale, when we
often have to bo very careful how we
doscend the hille. The stecper the
descent, the better pleased seem to be
the dogs, and consequently the faster
they go. Many a time, in spite of
holding on hard, have I found myself
landed sercnely among the snow-drifts,
or rolling down hill, and have been
glad to quickly join dogs, and perhaps
driver, some little distance on. By
twosimple words, “ILa,” and “Rutter,”
the driver can turn tho head dog to
the right or left; tho other doge, of
course, play “follow the leader.”
Thus, in winter time, besides on snow-
shoes, wo visit the outlying sottlements
and preach the glorious gospol of the
blessed God,

REVIVAL,

At Red Bay, in the month of
November, we were blessod with some
manifestations of the divine favour,
God's people were quickened, and
about u dczon penitents were found
anxiously enquiring, ** What must I
do to be saved 1" Half of these since
have been admitted as members of the
Church, while others are atill in classes
on trisl. It was a ‘season of grace
and aweeb delight” long to be remem-
bered. We pray that in every placo
on this ico-bound comst, tho melting
fire of Jesus' love may be felt.

SUDDEN DEATH—SUDDEN GLORY,

Death as usual was busy among us,
smiting down our loved omes. Qur
sister was drowned through a hole in
the ice. But a few hours before, I
met the class of which she was a mem-
ber, when she testified of her love for
the Redcemer, and heartily joined
with us in singing part of that glorious
hymn commencing, ¢ O Thou, to whose
all-searching sight.” At wy request
she had also, with another sister,
epgaged in prayer at the close of the
meeting, As I was called up in the
night for advice (for here the iniater
must be doctor a3 well as everything
else), I thought, a8 I felt the lifeless
hands and gazed on the pallid face,
what nved there was to be always
ready, aud how good it was for me, as
her pastor, to be able to say:

**Go, by angel guards attended,
To the sight of Jesus, gol”

. WITHOUT BOPE,
Shortly before OChristmas I was

called to visit another woman, at a
distance, who was in a dying state.
Ay [ pregeribed, seomingly in vain, for
body and soul, T felt how turribly sad
yot sorrowfully true theso words wore:

“0Oh, dark ! dark ! dark ¢ Tatill wmust say,
Aumid the blazo of gospel day."”

Such aro the contrasts in the expori-
enco of the Methodist wissionary.
What need for thanksgiving to God,
by those who have had msny privileges
and are savod. Yes, and what need
to let thoe lamp of truth be sent
everywhere ** to give light and to save
life” Thank God, the Church beginy
to shake itself from the dust and to
ariso to duty.

THE MISSION BOAT  EVANGELIST."”

No doubt many of those who so
nobly collected for a mission boat for
Labrador will be glad to know that
she was used last summer for tho first
time, By the help of the boat I was
onablod to visit many places to the
portk and west of Red Bay, and preach
“tho unsearchable riches of OhLrist.”
She is wrightly named the Evangelist,
a8 che is given for evangelistic pur-
poses. In a week or so I hope to have
her afloat again, and, when manned,
to visit the coast this summer. When
I think of the thousands of souls along
the coast for the fishing season, who
need the bread of life, I ask, What is
ono among 80 many} or, in the words
of an upostle, “Who is suflicient for
theso things?”  Nevertheless we
labour and pray, “ Thy kingdom come.”

DEATH ON SIIPBOARD,

A few vessels have arrived. One
put in hero last Saturday with death
on board. Tueaday another came with
doath there also, the person being a
poor woman who had paseed away two
days before. She was a child of God,
and, according to tho testimony of
those who journeyed with her, she
affectionately bade her childron and
husband farewell, testifying her bappi-
ness in Christ, and when speech failed
her, waved her hand in holy triumph.
All this amid the rocking of the vessel.
Thank God, the religion of Jesus fits
for death and makes a downy pillow
anywhere.  Yeaterday wo laid her in
the place for non-residents in our
graveyard, in sure and certain hopo of
the resurrection to eternal life. They
told me one of her dying utterances
was, “ Tell Mr, Hatcher I am going to
be with Jesus.”

MORE WORKERS NEEDED.

Thus our hardy fisher-folk corue from
their homes and sanctuaries in New-
foundland and elsewhere to this coaat,
and your missionary strives to ¢ point to
the all-atoning blood” and ery, “God
80 loved the world.” Oh, for more
men and mesns! Some Sunday-school
papers were sent me last year, and I was
enabled thus to scatter now and thena
Sunbeam and u few Preasant Houns.
Many thanks to Dr. Withrow, for I
presume he was the sender.

¢ Ready the fields before us lis,
For harvest ripe aud white ;

W hail tho dawn which heralds day,
Passed is the long dark night.

The laborer's hand will gather sheaves—
Increasing, more and 1uore,

In souls wasbied whiter than the snows
Of frozen Labrador.”

-

Tux pleasantest things in the world
are pleasant thoughts, and the greatest
art in life is to have as many of them

a8 possible,

_DEATH 01 MINNEHAHA.

agl\' the wigwam with Nokomis,
With those gloomy guests that watehed

ler,

With the Famine and the Fever,

Sho was lying, the Beloved,

Sho the dying Minnehaha,

{00k 1" she said, ** 1 seo my father
Stamling lonely at his doorway,

Beckoning to e from his wigwam,

In tho land of the Decotahs!™

* No wmy child 1 said old Nokowds,

“"L'is tho smoke that waves and beckons !

‘Al 1" ehe said, ** the oyes of Iauguk
Glaro upon me in thoe datkness ;

I can feel his icy fingers
Clasping minoe amid the darkness )
Hiawatha! Hiawatha!”

Over show-ficlds waste and pathless,
Under spow-encumbered branches,
Homoward hurried Hiawatha,
Empty-hauded, heavy-hearted,
Heanl Nokomis meaning, wailing,

“ Walionomin § Wahonomin
Would that I had perished for you,
Would that I were doad as you arot”
And he rushed into tho wigwam,

Saw the old Nokomis, slowly
Rocking to und fro and moaning,

Saw his lovely Miunohabha

Lying dead and cold before him ;
And tr:ia bursting heart withiu him
Uttered such a cry of anguish,

That the forest inoaued and shuddored,
‘That the very stars in heaven

Shook and trembled with his anguish,

Then they buried Minuchaha;

In the snow a giave they mado her,
In the forest deep and darksonte,
Underneath the moauving hemlock ;
Clothed her in her richest garwents,
\Vrapped hor in her robeg of ermine,
Covered her with snow, like ermine;
Thus they buried Miunehaha.

Aud at night a fire was lighted,

On her grave four times was kindled,
For Lier soul upon its journs,

To the Islands of the Blessed,

From his doorway Hiawatha

Saw it burning in tho forest,
Lighting ur tho gloomy hemiock ;
Fromn his sleepless bed uprising,

S ood and watched it at the dvorway,
‘Lhat it might not be extangwshed,
Might not leave her in tho darkness.

*“Karowell 1" 1aid he, ¢ Minnchaha
Farewell, O my Laughing Wator |
All my heart is buried with you,

All my thoughts go onward with you !
Come not back again to labour,

Comeo not back again to sutfer,

Where tho Famine and the Fever
Wear tho heart and wasto the body,
Soon my task will bs completed,

Soun your footstops I shall follow

To tho Islands of the Blessed

‘I'o the kingdom of Ponemal !

To the Lamt of the tlerenfter 1

TWO KINDS OF GIRLS.

HERE are two kinds of girls,
says the Jfome Visitor :

One is the kind that appears
best abroad—the girls that are good
for partics, rides, visits, balls, etc., and
whoeee chief delight is in such things.
‘The other is the kind that appears
best at home—the girls that are useful
and cheorful in the dining-rcom, sick-
room, and all the precincts of bome.

They differ widely in character,
One i8 often a torment at home, the
other a blessing ; one is a moth con-
suming everything about her, the other
is a sunbeamw, inspiring light and glad-
ness ull around her pathway.

To which of these classes do you
belong ¥

Eveuy thing can be imitated by
hypocrisy but humility and love united.
The humblest star twinkles most in the
darkest night. The more rare love
and humility are united, the more
radiant when they meet.—Lavater.

“ WHEN a fellow i8 too lazy to work,”
says Sem 8lick, “he paints his name
over tho door and calls it a tavern, and
makes the whole neighbourhood as Iazy
a8 himself.”
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