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rows of ootton - wood trees; and no doabt the

empty street mined something from the fact

that the end of it seemed closed in by the pale-

blue line of the Rooky Mountains, the peaks here

and there glittering with snow. A bright, clean,

thriving -looking place, with its handsome red-

brick school • house and its capacious white
church ; while many of the shanties about had
pleasant little gardens attached, watered by small

irrigation canals from the Cache-la-poudre River.

An we were passing one of those tiny streams, a
great heron rose slowly into the air, his heavy
wings flapping, his legs hanging down ; but a
large hawk, crossing a field Ix'yond, took no no-

tice of him ; nnd we were disappointed of a bit

of extempore falconry. Wo had only a look at

the public park, which is as yet mostly a wilder-

ness of underwood, and a glimpse at the pretty

villas beyond ; in fact, ou: explorations nearly

lost us our train. As we think of Orceley now— here, in England, in the depth of winter— it

shines for us still in t( <« light of iiio summer morn-
ing, and the trees anu fields are green around
it, and the mountains are blue under the blue of
the sky. May it shine and flourish forever I

It is most unfair of the Americans to speak
slightingly of Denver. It is a highly respectable

city. Wc were quite astounded, on our first en-

trance, by the number of people who appeared
in black coats and tall hats ; and the longer we
staid in the place, the more we were impressed
by the fashion in which the Denverites had re-

moved the old stains from their reputation by
building churches. They have advanced much
farther in the paths of civilization than the slow-

moving cities of the East. In New York or Bos-

ton hotels the servants merely claim a free-and-

easy equality with the guests; in Denver they

have got far beyond that. The wines are such
triumphs of skillful invention as no city in the

world can produce. And then, when one goes
into the streets (to escape from the beetles in

one's bedroom), the eye is charmed by the varie-

ty of nationalities every where visible. A smart
Mexican rides by, with gayly decorated saddle, on
his long-tailed pony. Chinese women hobble on
their small shoes into an iron-mongery shop.

The adjoining saloon is called "Zur goldenen
Trauben ;" and at the door of it a red - haired

Irishwoman is storraily quarreling with an angry
but silent and sulky negress. Over this seething

admixture of population dwell the twelve patri-

cian families of Denver, shining apart like stars

in a silent heaven of their own. We are not per-

mitted to gaze upon any one of these—unless

—

unless? Those two people who stood on the

steps of the hotel after dinner? They were
distinguished-looking persons, and much bedia-

mondcd. The lady wore beautiful colors, and
the red -faced gentleman had a splendid gold

chain round his neck; and thus— so far as we
could make out—they spake

:

" Jim," said the lady, " don't you remember
that hop of Steve Bellerjean's that he giv after

he run away wi' Dan Niggles's gal, to make up
all around, when he found pay-gravel, and mar-
ried the gal?"

" No," said the other, reflectively, " I disre-

. member."
" Well, that woman in yaller fizins that stared at

me all dinner, I could swear was Steve's woman."
" But Steve run away £rom her," said the gen-

tleman, who aeemed to remember aome thion, if

not the hop. "She didn't pan out well. Tried
to put a head on him with a revolver—j««louiy
and rum. Steve went to Sonora ; tried to bust
the government ; and the Oreaaera ketched him
with a lariat, and his ohips were passed in."

The gentleman in the gold chain had sudden-
ly grown melancholy.

" Yes ; Steve's chips were called," chimed in

his spouse.
" That's what's the matter with all of us," con.

tinued her companion, in a aad tone. "That's
what no Fifteenth Amendment can stop; the
chips must be paid. That's what I told the boys
down at Gridiron Bend, when I gir my experi-

ences and lined the church, and Euchre - deck
Billy heaved that rock into the christenin'-place

;

sea I, Boys, sea I, life gen'rally begins with a
square deal, leastways outside the idiot asylum.
'Cordin* as you play your hand, will the promises

be kep*. Sure enough, some has aces, and some
not, and that's luck ; and four aces any duy is as

good a hand as the Ten Commandments. With
four aces, I'd buck agin the devil. But we dc.i't

have four aces in the first deal, unless mebbe the

Czar of Russia, or the Prince of Wales, or some
of them chaps ; and so life and religion la pretty

much as we play the hand we've got."

The lady seemed to put another aspect on
these moral truths.

" Hosea Kemp," said she, practically, " that

pig-skinned Mormon fraud, diukivered that when
you raised him ten thousand, and raked in his

pile ; and ho had a full, and you were only king
h.gh."

" That was before I knowed l)etter, and I hadn't

seen the vanities," said the repentant sinner.

" But when I played, I played my hand for all

that it was worth ; and that's what's the matter

with me. You kent fool away your hand and
keep the chips ; and that's what you find in the

Commandmentb. That's the idee." What the

idea was we were rather at a loss to discover

;

but we were not exactly in search of conundrums
at this moment.

Indeed, our arrival at Denver had put an end
for the time being to our idling and day-dream-

ing. First of all, there were the leiters (there

were no telegrams for any one, so we imagined

that Balfour had not yet reached New York)

;

and in the general selfishness of each seizing

his or her own packet, no one noticed the ex-

pression with which Lady Sylvip broke open the

only envelope addressed to her. There was a

turmoil of news from home, mostly of a domes-

tic and trivial natur>%, but none the less of tre-

mendous importance to the two mothers. And
when they turned to Lady Sylvia, she was sitting

there quite calm and undisturbed, without any

trace of disappointment on her face.
" So Mr. Balfour has not reached New York

yet," said Queen T , in her gentle way.

"I suppose not," was the answer. "I was

calculating on the very shortest time possible.

This letter was written some time before he left

England. It is only about business afTairs."

It was not until that evening that Lady Sylvia

communicated the contents of this letter to her

friend, and she did so without complaint as to

the cold and formal manner in which her hus-

band had written. Doubtless, she aaid^ he was

perfectly right. She had left Um of her own


