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over the yellow prairie-land. And the first | excellent—that led us to look out with un-
objects we pérceived in this lonely desert of | usual interest for this little township set far
grass were a number of antelope quietly graz- | among the Western plains ; there were other
ing within rifle range of the railway line, tak- | reasons which need not be mentioned here.
ing no heed whatever, though occasionally | And, indeed, we have the most pleasant
one of the more timid would trot off on its | memories of Greeley, as it shone there in the
spider-like legs to a safer distance. Bell ! early sunlight. We walked up the broad main
began to laugh. She saw the misery of her! thoroughfare, with its twin rows of cotton-
husband’s face. I wood trees ; and no doubt the empty street
¢ Ah, well,” said he. with a sigh, “T sup- ! gained something from the fact that the end
pose if the train were to stop, and you went ! of it seemed closed in by the pale blue line
down with a gun, they would be away like ! of the Rocky Mountains, the peaks here and
lightning. Bur a lime will come; and your ! there glittering with snow. A bright, clean,
husband, Lady Sylvia, will be with me to ! thriving-looking place, with its handsome
help me, I hope.” red brick school-house and its capacious
There was certainly no misery on Lady ! white church; while many of the shanties
Sylvia's face, now that the brilliant light of ! about had pleasant little garcens attached,
the new day filled the carriage. Was this ! watered by small irrigation canals from the
the pale sad soul who had come away from ! Cache-la-poudre River. As we were passing
England with us, out of sorts with the world, | one of those tiny streams, a great heron rose
and almost aweary of her life? There was ! slowly into the air, his heavy wings flapping,
a colour in her cheeks that nearly rivaled ! his legs hanging down; but a large hawk,
Bell's apple-blossom tints. There was an ! crossing a field beyond, took no notice of
unusual gladness in her eyes this morning ! him ; and we were disappointed of a bit of
that we could not at first account for; but ! extempore falconry. We had only a look at
she let the secret out : she had been making ! the public park, which is as yet mostly a
elaborate calculations. The telegram she ! wilderness of underwood, and a glimpse at
received at Omaha from Queenstown had ! the pretty vil'las beyond ; in fact, our explor-
been waiting for her two days before she got ! ations nearly lost us our train. As we think
it. Then, taking into account the number ! of Greelgy now-here, in England, in the
of days we staid at Omaha and the leisurely ' depth of winter—it shines for us still in the
fashion in which we had come across the ! light of the summer morning, and the trees
plains, there was at least a chance—so she ! and fields are green around it, and the moun-
proved to herself—that her husband might ! tains are blue under the blue of the sky.
at that very moment be landing at one of ! May it shirie and flourish forever !
the New York wharves. It all depended on ! It is most unfair of the Americans to speak
the steamer. Who knew any thing about ! slightingly of Denver. It is a highly re-
that steamer? Notoriously it belonged to ! spectable city. We were quite astounded,
the fastest of all the lines. = Was it possible, ! on our first entrance, by the number of peo-
then, that as we were chatting and laughing ! ple who appeared in black coats and tall
in this railway camage on the Colorado ! hats;and the longer we staid in the place,
prairies, Balfaur might be on the same con- ! the more we were impressed by the fashion
tinent with us? You could almost have !in which the Denverites had removed the

' imagined that his stepping ashore had com- ! old stains from their reputation by building
{ municated some strange magnetic thrill to { churches. They have advanced much far-

his wife’s heart. ther in the paths of civilization than the slow-

“We are getting near to Greeley now,” ! moving cities of the East. In New York or
to her friend Bell, looking ! Boston hetels the servants merely claim a
rather eagerly out of the window. | free-and-easy equality with the guests; in

“ Yes,” said the practical lieutenant, “and ! Denver they heve got far beyond that. The
.we shall have twenty minutes there for a real | wines are such triumphs of skilful invention
breakfast. An apple and a bit of bread is ! as no city in the world can produce. And
not enough, if you are travelling in Colorado | then, when one goes into the streets (to
air.” escape from the beetles in one’s bedroom),
¢ But I do not think it was altogether the | the eye is charmed by the variety of nation-
Jbreakfast—though- that, as it turned out was | alities every where visible A smart Mexi-
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