
18 THE CALL TO WORK; -

apything more; but even that was not to be despised,
and then, with a little extra good fortune, he might in.
time becdme an o-Mer of " limits " and mills himseIL

Why nýot Many another boy had thus -n'sen- ý into
weaJth and ÏTU Ortanee. He had at least the right, to,
try.

Fifteen in October, and in the hiorhest class,'this
w" to-be Franks last winter at school; and betére
leav*icr for the woods his father haïd enjoined Ùppn

him to make the best of it, as aiter the summer holi-
days were over he would have to, "' cease learning, and

begin earning,» Fraik was rather, glad to -hear tbis.
He was beginning to think he had grown too -big for

school, and ought to be doing something more directly
remunerative. Poor- boy 1 Could he have, guessed

that those were the la-st words he would hear £rom
his dear fathers- lips,'how differently would they have

affected him.1 Calumet never àaw Mr.* Kingston
again. In returning alone to the dépot from à dis-

tant shanty, he was caught, - in a fierce and sudden
snowstorm. The little-travelled ioadý through the
lorest-was soon obliteratecL B ed and bewildered.

by theýýpitiless'storm 4mting in their facS, both man
lost theïr way, and, wandering about until

an spent, lay down to die in the- deU


