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moment of rapture, and should have
broken his neck—but he didn't!

We were quite sybaritical as to hours,
with breakfast and dinner courses, and
mouth-organs and cigarettes and jam
between meals. Frosted cake and oranges
were left untouched upon the field after

the gastronomical battles were fought so
bravely three or four times a day. Per-
haps the pineapples and bananas, and
the open barrel of strawberries, within
reach of all at any hour, may account for

the phenomenon.
Pueblo! Ah me, the heat of that infer-

nal junction I Pueblo, with the stump of

its one memorable tree, or a slice of that
stump turned up on end—to make room
for a new railway-station, that could just

as well have been built a few feet farther
OP ,—and staring at you, with a full broad-
side of patent-medicine placards trying to

cover its nakedness. On closer inspection
we read this legend: ''The tree that grew
here was 380 years old ; circumference, 28
feet; height, 79 feet; was cut down June
25, 1883, at a cost of $250." So perished,
at the hands of an amazingly stupid city

council, the oldest landmark in Colorado.
Under the shade of this cottonwood Kit
Carson, Wild Bill, and many another


