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Tug long Colorado twilight was over. Dut
it was not yet quite lamplight time by the
clock, and Miss Sophy Burr was sitting in a
brown study at her kitchen window. This was
the time she always took to make a swift retro-
spect in her mind of the results, profitable or |
otherwise, of the day just ended, She could
think better in the dark, and the small econ-
omy of doing without a lamp until the last
possible minute gave her a distinct .pleasure.
She was the strangest mixture of gencrosity
and stingincss ever pourcd into human mould,
her boarders- said; and nobody knew better
than they, for there was not a boarder in the
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-house who had not been with hér at least a
year: some five and some six, and onc old
couple — Mr, and Mrs. Jones—had been with
her ten. They were in Colorade for their
health, — Mr. Joncs for Mrs. Jones's, and wice
versa Mrs. Jones for Mr. Joncs's; so '!]u:r
always declared, a rarc instance of uniformity
in conjugal needs. They bepan with Miss
Sephy in the year when slic began, and the
town began, — almost before Miss Sophy firly
bepan; for all she had in way of a louse then
was a tent with a sort of fly atlachment for a
kitchien, and ilic boarders ate their meals In
Miss Sophy’s bedroom; ov, to put it differently,
Miss Sophy was obliged, owing to the scarcity
of accommodations and the rush of custom, to
sleep temporarily in her dining-room. That
sounds better than to say that her boarders
dincd in her bedroom,

This was ten years apge. Dut to look at
Pendar Basin to-day, and to recall what it was
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then, one would say it must have been nearer
twenty, so marvellously had the colony grown
and developed. It was now what is called a
“thriving" place of some six thousand peo-
ple,— all active, all making moncy, none rich,
none very poor, few of any pretence to what
is called in older places “social position,” but
all or nearly all of fair intellizence and good
business education in their respective callings.
It had the making of a town in -il:,-—ﬂ.
superb site, good water, the command of two
mountain passes through which must go up and
out of the Hasin all the freight for two large min-
ing districts in the west and in the south., A .
railroad, one of the main Colorado lines, brought
in the supplics to be thus shipped, and kept it,
moreover, in close relation with the outside world.
On the whole, a very lucky little village was
Pendar Basin; and cspecially lucky were those
who came in the bepinning, in the *tent and
coyote " days, as they were called, and ]tﬂd seen
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the lots they bought then for hundreds of dol-
lars boom up into value rated by thousands,
Miss Sophy had not ten dollars in the world
when she began.,  Her stm-_-,r was a sad one, but
its details do not belong here, She had come
out from New England to Colorado to join her
lover; found him denad, buried only the week
before her arrival, his last words full of anguished
anxicty on her account, for he had not been
successful, and had nothing to leave her except .
a grave to be tended ; and the first thing the poor
soul did, was to spend a few of her dollars in
building a high fence around the bare sandy
mound which hid her lover from her sight,
Then she hired a tent, put out her sign, rolled -
up her sleeves, and went to work to earn money
enough te carry her home, Dut the spell of the
- wilderness scized hold upon her, and she never
went; and now there was not :'_n all the town
a befter-known, a more universally respected
woman than Miss Sophy: respected by the



