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smile, " whether ehe would rather return with us

now, or wait out here to hear of your shooting

blaolc-tailed deer and mountain sheep ?"

At this point a message was brought in to us

;

and it waa unanimously resolved to asl£ Bell's

business friend to come in and sit down and have
a glass of wine with us. Surely there were no
secrets about the doings pf Five-Ace Jaoli unfit

for us all to hear ? We found Mr. T. W. G
a most worthy and excellent person, whose tem-

per had not at all been soured by his failure

to find the philosopher^ stone. It is true, there

was a certain sadness over the brown and wrin-

kled face when he described to ua how the many
processes for separating the gold from the crush-

ed quartz could just about reach paying expenses,

and without doing much more ; and how some
little improvement in one of these processes, that

might be stumbled on by accident, would sudden-
ly make the discoverer a millionaire, the gold-

bearing quartz being simply inexhaustible. It

was quite clear that Mr. G had lost some
money in this direction. He was anxious we
should go up to Georgetown, when we were at

Idaho, to see some mines he had ; in fact, he pro-

duced sundry little parcels from his pocket, un-

rolled them, and placed the bits of stone before

us with a certain reverent air. Our imagination
was not fired.

He had known Colonel Sloane very well, and
he epoke most discreetly of him ; for was not his

niece here in mourning ? Nevertheless, there was
a slight touch of humor in his tone when he told

us of one of Bell's mines—the Virgin Agnes

—

which led one or two of us to suspect that Five-

Ace Jack had not quite abandoned his tricks,

even when his increasing riches rendered them
unnecessary. The Virgin Agnes was a gulch
mine, somewhere in the bed of the stream that

comes rolling down the Clear Creek cafion, and it

was originally owned by a company. It used to

pay very well. But by-and-by the yield gradu-

ally diminished, until it scarcely paid the wages
of the men ; and, in fact, the mine was not con-

sidered worth working further. At this point it

was bought by Colonel Sloane; and the strange

thing was that almost immediately it began to

yield in a surprising manner, and had continued

to do 80 ever since. Mr. G-~— congratulated

our Bell on being the owner of this mine, and
said he would have much pleasure in showing it

to her when she went up to Idaho ; but he grave-

ly ended his story without dropping any hint as

to the reason why tlie Virgin Agnes Ltd slowly

drooped and suddenly revived. Nor di^^ he tell

us whether the men employed in that ro ne were
generously allowed by Cok>nel Sloane t<> share in

his good fortune.

He asked Bell whether she proposed to start

for Idaho next day. She looked at her husband.
" Oh nO;" said the lieutenant, promptly. " We

have a friend arriving here on Saturday. We
mean to wait for him."

" Pray don't delay <m his account," Lady Syl-

via said, anxiously. " I can very well remain
here for him, and come up to you afterward."

" Oh, we sbaJl have pl^y to do in these three

or four days— plenty," the lieutenant said; "I
must see about the ladies' saddles to-morrow,
and I want to buy an extra rifle or two, and a re-

volver, and a hunting-knife. And then this list

of things for the house at Idaho—

"

No doubt there was a good deal to be done

;

only one would have thought that three or four
days were pretty fair time in which to prepare
for a short trip up the Clear Creek cafion. It

was not, however. On the Saturday morning ev-

ery one was most extraordinarily busy, especial-

ly as the time approached for the arrival of the
train from Cheyenne. Next day all the shops
would be shut; and on Monday morning early

we started.

"Lady Sylvia," said the lieutenant, with in-

genuous earnest: iCSB, " I must really go after

those saddles again. Tell Mr. Balfour I shall be
back to luuch, will you, if you please ?"

Indeed, one went away on one mission, and
the other on another, until there was no one of
the party left in the hotel with Lady Sylvia but
Queen T . The latter was in her own room.
She rung, and sent a servant to ask her friend

to come and see her. She took Lady Sylvia's

hand when she entered.

"I am going to ask you to excuse me," said

she, with great innocence. " I feel a little tired

;

I think I will lie down for an hour, until luncheon-

time. But you know, dear Lady Sylvia, if there

are none of them down stairs, aU you have to do
is to get into the omnibus when it calls at the

door, and they will drive you to the station ; and
you will not have long to wait."

The white hand she held was trembling vio-

lently. Lady Sylvia said nothing at all ; but
her eyes were moist, and she silently kissed her
friend, and went away,,

About an hour thereafter, four of us were
seated at a certain small table, all as mute as

mice. The women pretended to he very busy
with the things before them. No one looked
toward the door. Nay, no one would look up as

two figures came into the big saloon, and came
walking down toward us.

" Mrs. Von Rosen," said the voice of Lady Syl-

.a, in the gayest of tones, " let me present to

you your new agent—

"

But her gayety suddenly broke down. She
left him to shake hands with us, and sat down
on a chair in the dusky corner, and hid away her
face from us, sobbing to herself.

"Ha!" cried the lieutenant, in his stormiest

way, for he would have none of this sentiment,
" do you know what we have got for you after

your long journey f My good friend, there is a
beefsteak coming for you ; and that— do you
know what that is f—that is a bottle of English
ale

!"

CHAPTER LL '

OUR LAST NIGBT TOOKTHKR.

On that Monday morning when we left Denver
to seek BcH's distant home in these pale - b^.>e

mountnins, there was no great rejoicing among
ue. It was the last day of our lung journeying
together, and v« had been ple.i.sautly associated

;

moreover, one cf us was going to leave her dear-

cat friend in these remote wildf, and she was
rather downhearted about it. Happily the se-

cret exultation ot Lady Sylvia, which could not
altogether be concealed, kept up our spirits some*
what : we wondered whether she was not going
to carry her husband's portmanteau for hun, so
anxious was she about his comfort.


