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L Frank shnt his eyes lest he

PLBEASANT HOURS.
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rends in two, and the huge jam, suddenly
released, bursts away from the rock and
charges tumultuously down the river!

If ever man needed the power of prompt
decision, it was the forgman then. To the
men on shgre there seemed no possible way
of escape from the avalanche of logs; an?}
1 ; ; should have to
witness g dreadful tyagedy. Aery from the
men gaused him to open them again quickly ;
and when he lopked at the rock it was un-
tenanted — J ohjxs"ton had disappeared !
Spegchlegs with dread, he turned to tha
man nearest him, his blanched countenance
expressing the inquiry he could not utter.

“He’s there!” cried the man pointing to
the whirt of water behind the body of logs.
““He gived.”

And sq jt was. Recognizing that to re-
main jp the way of the jam was to court
certain death, the foreman chose the des-
perate alternative of diving beneath the
logs, and allowing thew to pass over him
before .he rose to the purface. Great was
the pelief of Frank and the others when,
amid the foaming water, J ohnston’s head
appeared and he stryck out to keep himself
a..ﬂoah. But it was evident that he had
little strength left, and was quite unable to
cox}t_end with the mighty current.
swimmer as he was, the dange: i
threatened him. ’ langer of drowning

Frank’s quick eye noticed this, and like
a flash the fearless boy, not stopping to call
any of the others to his aid, bounded down
the bank to where the bonne lay upon the
shore, shoved her off into deep water
Springing .in over the bow as she slippe(i
away, and in another moment was whirling
down the river, crying out at the top of his
voice : :

“T'm coming! T'll save you! Keepup!”

His cager shouts reached J ohnston’s ears,
and .the sight of the boat, pitching and
tossing as the current swept it toward him,
inspired him to renewed exertion. He
struggled to get in the way of the boat, and
succeeded so well that Frank, leaning over
the ‘side as far as he dared, was able to
seize his outstretched hand and hold it
until he could grasp the gunwale himself
with a grip that no current could loosen.
A glad shout of relief went up from the
men at sight of this, and Frank, having
made sure that the foreman was How out of
danger, seized the oars and began to Ply
them vigorously with the purpose of beach-
ing the bonne at the first opportunity. They
had to go some distance before this could
be done, but Johuston held on firmly, and
presently a projecting point was reached
against which Frank steered the boat ; and
the moment she was aground, he hastened
to the stern agd helped the foreman ashore,
the latter having just strength enough left
to drag himself oab of the water, and fall
in a limp, dripping hesap, upon the ground.

God bless you, Frank dear,” he said
as soon as he recovergd his breath. “You’vé
saved my life again. 1 never could have
got ashove if you hadn't come after me
One of the logs must have hit me on the
head when.I was diving ; for I felt so faint
and dizzy when I came up that I thought it
was all over with me. But, thank God
T'm a live man still ; and T'm sure it’s not
for nothing that I've been spared.” '

The men all thought it a plucky act on
Frank's part to go off alone in the boat to
the foreman’s rescue, and showered un-
stinted praise ppon him, all of which he
took very quietly : for, indeed, he felt quite
sufficienfly rewarded in that his venture
was crowned with success. The exciting
incident, of course, threw everybody out in
their work ; and when they returned to it
they found that the logs had taken ad-
vantage of their being left uncared for to
play all sorts of queer pranks, and run
themselves aground in every conceivable
fashion. . .

But the river drivers did not mind this
very much. The hated Black Raplds were
passed, and the rest of the Kippewa was
comparatively smooth gailing.  So, with
song and joke, they toiled away unt}l all
their charges were aflont again and gliding
stéadily onward toward their goal. Thence-
forward they had little intertuption in their
course ; and Frank found the life wonder-
fully: plaasant, driftiog idly all'day long in
ﬂ.le bonne, and camping ab night beside the
nvera_‘th weather being bright and warm,
an&,g i t{(ui.fa,ll‘gie time.
of 34 the Bippewa ralled its burden

ppaila owp ypon the hrogd hoso
of the tt&wia.—,(\:hwe Grand Rivler? as t og&)a
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who live beside its banks love to call it—
the work of the river drivers was over.
The logs that had caused them so much
trouble were now handed over to the care
of a company which gathered them up into
“tows,” and with powerful steamers
dragged them down the river until the
sorting grounds were reached, where they
were turned into the <‘hooms” to await their
time for execution—in other words, their
sawing up-.

Frank felt really sorry when the driving
was over. He loved the water, apd would
have been glad to spend the whole summer

pon it. He was telling Johnston this as
they were talking together on the evening
of the last day upon the Kippewa. J ohn-
gton had been saying to him how glad he
must be that the work was all over, and
that they now could go oyer to the nearest
village and take the stage for home. But
Frank did not entirely agree with him.

“1’'m not anxious to go home by stage,”
gaid he. *‘T'da good (ﬁeal rather stick to
the viver. I think it’s just splendid, so long
as the weather's fine.” :

“Why, what a water dog you are,
Frank !” said the foreman, laughing.
«One would think yon'd have had enough
of the water by this time.”

«Not a bit of it,” said Frank, returning
the smile. ¢ The woods in winter, and the
water in summer—that’s what T enjoy.”

«Well, but aren’t you in a hurry to get
home and see your mother again 7" queried
Johnston.

«“Qf course I am,” answered Frank.
<« But, you see, a day or two won't make
much difference, for she doesn’t know just
when to look for me ; and I've never been
on this part of the Ottawa, and want to see
it ever so much.”

¢« Well—let me see,” reflected Johnston.
«How can we manage it 7 You'd soon get
sick of the steamers. They're mortal slow
and very dirty. DBesides, they don’t en-
courage passengers, Or they’d have too
many of them. But hold on!” he ex-
claimed, his face lighting up with a new
idea. ““I've gotit. How would you like
to finish the rest of the trip home on §
square timber raft? There’ll be one pass-
ing any day, and I know 'most all the men
in the business ; so there’ll be no difficulty
about getting a passage.”

“The very idea ! cried 1 -, jumping
up and bringing his hand down upon his
thigh with a resounding slap. “ Nothing
would please me better. Oh, what fun it
will be shooting the slides!” And he
danced about in delight at the prospect.

¢ All right, then, my lad, 7 said Johnston,
smiling at the hoy’s cxuberance. “We'll
just wait here until a raft comes along, and
then we'll board her and ask the fellows to
let us go down with them. They won't
refuse.” ’

hey had not long to wait ; for the very
next day a huge raft hove in sight—a real
floating island of mighty timbers—and, on
going out to it, in the bonne, Johnston was
glad to find that the foreman in charge was
an old friend who would be heartily pleaseq
at baving his company for the rest of the
voyage. S0 he and Frank brought their
geanty baggage on board and joined them-
celves to the crew of men that, with the
aid of a towing steamer, were navigating
this strange kind of craft down the river.

This was an gltogether novel experience
for Frank, anﬁ he found it mugh to his
liking. ~ The raft was an immense one.
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¢ Ag fine a lot of square timber as I ever
took down,” said its captain, proudly.
«I¢’s worth forty thousand dollars, if it's
worth a cent.”

Forty thousand dollars! Frank’s eyes
opened wide at the mention of this vast
sum, and he wondered to himself if he
should ever be the owner of such a valuable
piece of property. Although he had begun
as a chore-boy, his ambition was by no
means limited to his becoming in due time
a foreman like Johnston, or even an over-
seor like Alec Stewart. He allowed his
imagination to carry him forward to a day
of still greater things, when he should be
his own master, and have foremen and
overseers under him. This slow sailing
down the river was very favourable to day-
dreaming, and Frank could indulge himself
to his heart’s content during the long lovely
spring days. There were more than two-
scope men upon the raft, the majority of
them habitgnts and half-breeds, and they
were as full of songs as robins; especially
in the evening, after supper, when they
would gather about the great fire, always
burning on its clay bed in the centre of the
raft, and with solo chorus awake the echoes
of the placid river.

In common with the rivers which pour
into it, the Ottawa is broken by many falls
and rapids, and to have attempted to run
the huge raft over one of these would have
insured its complete destruction. But this
difficulty is duly provided for. At one side
of the fall a “‘slide” is built—that is, a con-
trivance something like a canal, with sides
and bottom of heavy timber, and having a
steep slope down which the water rushes
in frantic haste to the level below. Now
the raft is not put together in one piece,
but is made up of a number of * cribs " —a
crib being a small raft containing fifteen to
twenty timbers, and being about twenty-
four foet wide by thirty feeb in length. At
the head of the slide the big raft is separated
into the cribs, and these cribs make the
descent one at a time, each having three or
four men on board.

Shooting the slides, as it is called, is 3
most delightful amusement to people whose
nerves don’t bother them. Frank had
heard so much about it that he was looking
forward to it from the time he boarded the
raft, and now at Des Joachim Falls he was
to have the realization. He went down in
one of the first cribs, and this is the way he
described the experience to his mother:

¢ But, mother, {he best fun of the whole
thing is shooting the slides. I just wish
there was a slide near Calumet, so that 1
could take you down and let you see how
splendid it 1s.  Why, it’s just like—let me
sce—TD've got it ! Tt's just like tobogganing
on water. You jump on board the crib ab
the mouth of the slide, you know, apd it
moves along very slow at first—until it gets
to the edge of the first slant ; then it takes
a sudden start and away it goes scooting
down like greased lightning, making the
water fly up all around you, just like the
snow does when you're tobogganing. Oh,
but if it isn’t grand ! The timbers of the
crib rub against the bottom of the glide and
groan and creak as if it hurt them ; and
then, besides coming in over the bow, the
water spurts up between the timbers, sg
that you have to look spry or you're bound
to get soaking wet. I got drenched nearly
every time ; but that didn’t matter, for the
sun soon made me dry again, and it was top
good fun to mind & Little wetting.”

- . s

Frank felt quite soryy when the last of
the slides was passed, and wished therg
ﬁere twice 8§ many on the route pf the raft,

ut presently he had something else ta

ccupy his thoughts, for egch day brought
him nearer ta Calumef, and “spp “ai;
éoum yings by land and watey would be
nded, and he would be a8 homs agsin tq
make his mother's heart Qh; o
It e the perfection of a spyjng day
whep the raft, moving jn ifs Jeisurely
ashion—for was pob gh@ whole summer
sfore it ?—reguhed Calumet, and Mrs,
ingstop, sitting alone in her cottage, and
wondering when hay bay would make his
pppesatands. Was surprised by an uncere-

manious apeping of the feant daag, 4 quick
Etep, in the ha‘,,gaw;l Q‘?}ﬁ?;i} er?f%lii&ghbx
wa stout armgs, while g vaios ﬂs’a she had
not heard for menths shguted In joyous

“Here 1 am, mother darling, apd
gound, right gide up with care, dud gh, so
glad to he at home aggin !’ T

Mrs. Kingstop returped the fond embrage
with inteyest, and then held Frank off ab
arme’-length to see how mucg;' he had
changed during his six-menthg' absence,
She found him both taller and stouter, apd
with his face well browned by the exposure
to the bright spring sunshine. .

““You went away § boy, and you've come
back almost a man, Frank,” she said, her
eyes brimming with tears of joy. ¢ DBut
you’re my own bay the same as evez; aren’t
you, darling #”

" It was many a day beforg Frank reached
the end of his story of life gﬁ ‘thg ‘h?mbﬁr
camp, for Mrs. King_stqn never waagied of
hearing all abont it. When she learned of
his different escapes from danger, the in-
clination of her heart was to beseech him
to be content with one winteér in the woods,
and to take up some other occupation.
But she wisely said nothing, for there could.
%e n(lu( d(l)ub‘t, as tlo the di ection “ip whigh
rank’s heart inclined, and she determined
not to interfere. T h qs"q'm'

When in the following autump Frank
went back to the forest, he was again upder
Johnston’s command, by} nat as chore-boy.

- He was appointed clerk and checker, with

liberty to do as much chopping or other
work as he pleased. Whatever his duty
was he did it, with all his might, doing 1t
heartily as to the Lord, and not" o mep,
so that he found increasing favour in his
employer’s eyes, Trising steadily ‘higher apd
higher until, while still 4 ypung man, he
was admitted into partnership an “hag the
sweet satisfaction of -realizing the day
dreams of that first trip down the Ottawa
on a timber raft. 4 I .
Yet he never forgot what he had learned
when chore-boy of Camp Kippewa, and out
of that experience grew a practical philan-
thropic interesf in the well-beipg apd ad-
vancement of his employees, that made
him the most popular and respected ‘lums
ber-king” on the river. " ° e

THE END.
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THE UNDYING BOi)K.

NoraixNe in the history of ljberatur,e isso
remarkable as the divine’ vitalify which
seems to pervade the Book of God. No
book has lived so long, or encountered such
opposition ; passed through snch confliets,
or spread so widely ; and no book has main-
tained'its existence with a hundredth part
of the vigour which this book exhibits. It
does not exhaust its energy, it doss nob
grow old, it does not become obgolete ; it
lives in perennial freshness. The genera-
tions which have gone found it precious ;
the generations which remain  find it
equally precjous, and whoever shall core
after us shall find it still the Jivipg and
abiding Word of God. Says Bishop Jggwéll';
““Citigs fall, kingdoms come 10 nothing,
empires fade away as smoke. Where are
Numa, Minos, Lycurgus ¢ Where are theie
books, and what has become of their laws §
But that the Bible no tyrant should have
been able to consume, no tradition to
choke, no heretic maliciously ta gorrnpt;
that it should stand unto this day, ami 1
the wreck of all that is human, with‘dqﬁ the
alteration of one sentence go as to changé
the doctrine taught thereip, surely here is
a very singular providence, claiming ouy
attention in 3 most remarkable manner.”
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Loyee gpd  often ;';mqt@r;s rge
and most tangible volumes. e Wreos
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