
One.- Day's Coùrtship'.

CHAPTER L

JOHN TRÎNTON, artist, put the'finish-
ing touches to the letter he was writing,
and then read it over to himself. It ran
as follows:

"MY DEARED.

I sail for England on the
7 th. But before I leave I want to have
atiother. look at the Shawenegan Falls..

Their roar hasbeèn in my éars éver since
I left there., That tremendous hillside
of foam is-before -my eyes night and day.
The sketches I took are not at all satis-

factory, so this tim-e I will bring my
-camera with me, 'and try to get sôme

snapshots at the fa*lls.. »
"NOW,'whatIaskisthis,- Iwantyou-to

hold th àt canoe for me against all comers


