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pond-lilies were ripe; bushels of them
were heaped upon the platforms at every
station we came to ; and before the first

stage of our journey was far advanced the
girls were sighing over lapfuls of lilies,

and the lads tottering under the weight
of stupendous houtonni^res.

As we drew near the Lake City, the
excitement visibly increased. Here, there

were partings, and such sweet sorrow as
poets love to sing. It were vain \o tell

how many promises were then and there

made, and of course destined to be bro-

ken ; how everybody was to go and spend
a happy season with everybody or at least

somebody else, and to write meanwhile
without fail. There were good-byes again
and again, and yet again ; and, with much
mingled emotion, we settled ourselves in

luxurious seats and began to look dreamily
toward Denver.

In the mazes of the wonderful city of
Chicago we saw the warp of that endless

steel web over which we flew Hke spiders

possessed. The sunken switches took
our eye and held it for a time. But a
greater marvel was the man wth the cool

head and the keen sight and nerves of

iron, who sat up in his loft, with his hand
on a magic wand, and played with train-


