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emulate their brave doings. He little knew, as he in-
dulged.in these boyish imaginations, that the time was

not far off when the call would come to him to begin

life in dead earnest on his -own account, and with as

many obstaeles to be overcome in his way as had any I

of his favourite heroes in theirs. T
, Mr. Kingston was at home only during the summer - R
season. The long cold winter months ‘

were spent by
= many miles off in the heart of the

forest or at the “ shanties ” that were connected with

it. At rare intervals during the winter he might °

-manage to. get, home for a Sunda.y, but that was all -

his wife and son saw of him until the‘sprmg time. ~© |

When the “drive” of the logs that represented the

"winter's work was over, he returned to them, to re-

main until the falling of the leaves recalled him to

" the forest. Frank loved and admired his father to

S the utmost of his ability; and when in his coolest,

& ; calmest moods he realized that there was §mall pos-

;81b111ty ({f his ever sailing the (Spa.m‘sh main like )

> Amyas Leigh, or exploring the interior of Africa like s

f Livingstone, he felt quite settled in his own mind

E that, following in his father's footstéps, he would

; adopt lumbering as his business. "Tis true, his father

was only an agent or foreman, and might never be /

: (u8) 2

RN

P

-

" e '.i;‘x" B
‘!E“(éms"‘* ‘?* &ﬂﬁ‘:‘" »&axwe st AT A T S R e B o



