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4 ONE DAY’S COURTSHIP.

Rivers. With a roughing-it suit on, and

his camera slung over his shoulders, no
one would have taken him for the suc--

" cessful landscape artist who on Picca-
- dilly was somewhat partlcular about his
© attire,

John Trenton was not yet R.A,, nor

~even A.R.A,, but all his friends would tell

you that, if the Royal Academy was not.
governed by a clique, he would have been
admitted loilg ago, and that anyhow it
was only a question of time. In fact,
John admitted this to himself, but to no |
one else. '

‘He entered the ramshackle ’bus, and _

~ was driven a long distance through very

sandy streets to the hotel on the St.

. Lawrence, and, sécuring a room, made

arrangements to be called before day-

break. He engaged the same driver
. who had taken him out to “The Greys,”’
" as it was, locally called, on the occasion

of his former visit.
~ The .riorning was "cold and dark.

Trenton found the buckboard at the

door, and he put his camera under the
one seat—a kind of a box for the holding
of bits of harness and other odds and




