o My Colorado Bedroom.
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My Eolondo bedroom has no Hmit ta Ite

nl,
Ite 1o0f I# In the heavens, and the heavy
dews that fall
Bprinkle floor and lawn and carpet, paint
the eolors In the rouo
That blooms arcund my bedroom  and
Llommoms in the snows.

My ;“oloudo bedroom Ia as bromd as It 1s
v

Ong,

It was ﬁmllt by the Creator with founda-
tions deep and strong,

Cod Almighty lald the corners,
the carpet on the flanr

That changes as the scusons change with
everything outdeor

aprend

My Colorado Ledroom hus no lock upon
e door,

No curtalug on Its windows
chalra upon ita floor;

The smoke gaes through the celling and

o Bn 1 rest fiom care

Tl never find n swester place when I get
Yover there.”

and no

My (;ulumdo Ledroom s out 1 the open
Rir,

There’s no mortgnge on Its frechold and
no landlo:d anywhere;

The spow blows through the attle,
the sun shines the door,

Bifted down through angeld' fingers
spread out upon the floor,

but

and

My Colorado bedroom ls very dear to me,

With the sllent stars sbove It shining
ke an antrol sen,

And when this life 1s over and the pearly
ites Hee,

May I rest within Its bosom; it is heaven
enough for me,

=Dienver ost.

———

THEMILK IN THE COCOANUT

By KENNETT HARRIS
(Copyright, 1905, by Dully Story Pab.Co.)
—_—mmm—— e

On one soclal oceasion Trooper Wil-
lHam J. Jones made a public declara-
tion that he could whip to a rich,
creamy froth any gentleman there
present, and that any Iady within
sonnd of hls volece was his, to have
and to hold, whensoever he chose to
exercise his sovereign will.

The gentlemen pregent numbered
perhaps twenty-five or thirty, and it
was not thelr usual habit to disregard
nny challenge of this character, but
Trooper Willlam Jones, six feet three
fnches In his government socks, bull-
throated, bullet-headed and with mus-
cles of might, Jumping up and down
on the fiddler's platform, his eyes blaz-
Ing In alecoholle frenzy, his knotty
flets waving and lunging, was so griz-
zly and menacing an object that they
let the boast pass in lofty sllence,

As for thoe ladles—well, perhnps the
less sald about them the better.

The Inecident, however, [llustrates
the fact that Trooper Willlam J. Jones
wns addleted to drink; further that
when he had indulged In this form of
vieea he became aggrossively pugna-
clons and particularly amorous. It
pgoes without saying that he was the
cock of his company, and Company
D had some pretty husky men in its
ranks too.

Jumping Up and Down.

One midsummer afterncon ‘I'rooper
Jenes decided that he was eguperlor to
military diselpline. le was assisted
to this cenclusion by a little yellow-
faced man !n indecently tattered can-
vas trousers who came into camp with
a certificate of good character from -
the Cuban general and a gunnysack
full of green cocoanutls. lle presented

the eaptaiu and {leutecauts cf Com-

pany D with a coconnut aplece and
they found the milk g0 mild and re-
freshing that they had no hesitation
In permitting the little yellow faced
man to peddle the fruit around the
camp. Trooper Willlum J, Jones pur-
chased a coconnnt and he found the
milk so stimulating that he aeeclared
his Intention of getting more of it and
rose with the evident purpose of look-
Ing for the yellow faced man,

“Sit down, youn damued fool” sald
hig bunkie, “you're drunk enough now,

| He's five miles off by ibis time™

“You le” relorted Trooper Jones,
“Tha measly cocoanut didn't hold
more than a2 pint an® you drunk a
third o' that, you grinnin', ganglin’,
gplderlegged  tank, Tell me 1'm
drunk on a hall pint of pew rum and
I'll make you swaller the heel o my
boot. I'm goin' to git some more If
I toller Misier Dago Amigo to hell
or Bantlago.”

Their sheller tent was within three
lurches and a stagger of the manigua,
at least those evolutions took Trooper
William J. Junes {nto it and a woment
later the mottled and  scarlet  land
crabs were scuttling before his uncer-
taln feet as he steered for the Sevilla
trail.

Now it so happened that Dolcres
Teresa Noyuro ¥ Vados brd in this
unlueky hour decided to vislt her sis-
ter, Muria, at her little red-tiled house
on the outskirtg of Sevilla., She had
no ldea that there was any risk at-
tending the procceding, for she wuas
a good patriot, and was oot the pres-
enee of the generous and brave Amor
feanos a sufiiclent guarantcee that no
Spanish guerilas were in the nelgh-
borlivad? So she mounted hor litile
donkey and set off. Right by the
gpreading mango ot the gate of the
Bendizo plantation, st which point she
entered the trall, she was delighted
to see Trooper Jones,

That is, she was delighted at first,
She was a little bit of a lirt, was Dol-
orcs, blaek, bt comely, and the black-
ness didn’t count in the provinee of
Santiago. When ghe first recognized
the khakl unliorm and noted the
splendldly proportioned, almost gigan-
tiec form It elothed and ecaught the
bold, admiring leok of Trooper Jones'
dark eves, she showed her white teeth
in an Inviting smile, Dut when she
saw how he lurehed In his gait and
the stumbling haste with which he
appronched her, the smile faded nway
and she smote the little donkey vigor
ously,

“Hold on, Senorita Peacherino!™
eried Trooper Jones, grasping the
donkey's bridle as it began deliber
ately to get under way, “Wait for me,
honey gal. Don't be scared,” he con-
tinued, encireling her generous walst
with his arm, “I'm heap plenty amigo
an' you're just my slze—sabe? Here!
Wha's matier? 1 ain't goin' to hurt
you—jest want to love you, Quit your
foolishin' an' let me pet you."

8he sereamed, and buffeting his bul-
let head with both hands, strove In
vain to escape., Trooper Willlam J.
Jones langhed and relinquishing hiz
hald on the donkey’s bridle, lifted her
casglly out of the saddle and earried
her, struggling and  kicking, to  the
roadside and there set her down, Al
most at the sawe lostant he recelved
a stinging blow on the cheek from the
fiat of & machete and turning with an
oath, saw before him an undersized
mulatto in the dirty white drill uni-
form of an insurgent lleutenant, who
was dancing up and down, shouting
defiance and brandishing Mg weapon.

Dolores Instantly availed herself of
the diversion, With a bound she was
on the little donkey's back and “Pep-
ta of my Soul,” so adjured, forgot for
once the perverse obstinacy of her na-
fure and trotted briskly down the
trail.

Ag for Trooper Jones he llkewlse
wasted no time, The oath he uttered
in his surprise changed to an Inarticu:
late howl and the vext moment the
little mulatto lleatenant was caught
up In s arms and hurled like a stone
from a eatapult into the thorny aloes
that bristled at the side of the trall,
It was only thelr stiff resilience that
saved “Tenlente Jos@é's nock,

Then Treoper Jones, who was om
phatically & man of one ldea, lcoked

for Dolores and scelng that she was
rapldly attaining the vanlghing point,
gave chase., He was a good runner
and Pepita wonld have had little
chance agalnst him even with her
start, had it not been for the root
of o cedrilla that, stretehing across
the trall, engaged his foot and sent
him sprawling with a force that
knocked the breath out of his body.
He was struzgling to his feet when
n sharp, violent pain shot throngh his
thigh and a stream of high pitched, ex-
cited Epanish assailed his ear. 1t was
the little insurgent lleutenant again,
and thiz time Le had scored, as the
blood triekling down the trouper’s

mude snother rush, but this time the
little mulatto was wary; he sprang

The trooper caught him in the pit of
the stomach.

aside and as his
passed, his mechete flashed in the
sunlight and bit into the troeper's
shonlder, who whirled about and then
stood still,  Trooper Jones felt sud-
denly sobered and alert. He looked
at his man. The mulatto’s eyes wern
blazing with fury and his lps were
writhed above his teeth in a devilish
grin; but he too was nlert, for all his
rage.

“No more rushes” thought Trooper
Jones, “Gad! I 1 only had a gun!”
He glanced rapidly around for a stick
or a stone, There was none in sight,
Then he advanced cautiously upon his
grinning foe, who retreated three
paces and then suddenly lunged,

Trooper Jones leaped back, but not
so quickly as to avold a sharp prick
in the side, and at that he stopped
again with a sudden realization of his
helplessness,

‘Here," Le sald, “I've got enough
of this. Amigo—sabe? 1'l eall {t
quits. Yol vamos—vamos—sabe?
You're nll right, John—oh, damn you!
then eet me If you can.”

FFer the mulatto made no reply, ot
with the point of his machete ad-
vaneed, began to cirele around the
American, his body erouched and his
whale expression one of absolute re-
lentlessness,  Then, for the first time
in his life, fear crept into the heart
of Trooper Willlam J. Jones and he
lifted up his volee for help in a long,
shrlll nlulation,

The little man whirled his machete
agnin, but Jones avolded the blow and
rushoed.,  Agaln his foe retreated and
began his wary cireling.

Bomething In his erouching attitude
recalled to Trooper Jones a knlfe duel
between two Mexleaps that he had
witnessed In Juarcz four yvears before,
It gave him an inspiration. He sud-
dounly stripped himself of his bLlouse
aud wrapped it about his left forearm,
et dn time to prove ils eflicacy by
parrving a savage cut at his head.

Cainiug confldenece be rushed again,
hut the mulatto was too quick for him
and slashoed him twlee down the face.
Then wilh u shout the litle man cut
at the unprotected wrist,  But that
LUlow was his last, for the *-opper
canghi him in the pit of the stomach
| ned ns e staggered buek slek with

bulky antagonist

| LRIE Tores got i

brown gaiters testifiod, Trooper Jones |

They found Mz (50 in the tra'l
the Insurgent Hentenant almost dead
Trooper Jones, bleeding from hail
a score of ungly wounds, was g
near dead as a man may be and yet
be brought back to life, They patehed
him up somehow, but he 18 not gool
to look at, and he will utter feraclous
boasts in the dance halls of Kl Paso
never more,

NEVER WRITE AT NIGHT.

Girl Philotopher Cives Good Advice
to Her Chum.

From 8 to 10 p. m. the tall girl wrote
lotters,  The next morning immaed:
ately after breakfast she annoupesd
that her time up to 12 o'eloek wonld
be devoted to correspondence,

“Surely you are nol going to wrile
more letters,” sald the topfloor girl
“You wrote a dozen lust night,"

“I know I did,” was the reply, “but
I am not golng to send them, 1 never
mall a letter that I write at night
It lsn't safe. 1 eay too many Idiotic
things, I only write them as a kind
of safety valve. There are eortain
things that I must say to relicve my
mind. After 1 get those surgine
thoughts put down on paper 1 foel het:
ter, but you couldn't hire me to mall
the letters,

“1 nged to, but that was bhefore they
got me into so much trouble,. We lot
our emotions run away with us when
writing at night, We get entlrely too
tonfidential. Under the witchery of a
shaded gas jet we tell things that
wild horses couldn't drag from us by
the lght of day. Hopes, aspirations
and the history of deeds accomplished
are deseribed in tropical langunge.
Next morning we realize what geese
we have made of ourselves, but If the
letters have been malled It is too late
to do anything, and we just hiave to
sit down and walt for the avalanche
to strike us. It has struck me so
muny times that it has endowed me
with a little eaution.

“I still write letters at night, but
only as a rellef to my surcharged
heart. This morning 1 shall write to
the same persons [ wrote to lagt pight,
but the letters will not be even first
cousing to those emotional Iueubrica
tiore, These will be safe and sans
and warranted innocuons enough to
be read aloud In the bestregnlated
family without producing a ripple, 1
can't say the same for the ones | tora
up before golng to bed.”

The topdfloar girl looked uneasy. 1
wrote a letter mysell last night,” she
sald,

“Better read 1" the tall girl advis
ed. “You'll be pretty sure vot to send
it if you do”

The top-floor girl opened the enves
lope and perased her letter slowly.

“I think,” she sald, “that T will go
upstalrs and write another.”

Those Kindly Persons.

it bappened in o rallway etation,

The baby erled and eried and eried.

“Perhaps he desires  his  bottle,”
suggested a fatherly looking old party.

“He hns not been ralsed on the bot-
tle,” eattingly replied the handsomo
young womian who held the infant,

The baby's ghrieks grew terrifie, He
made unmistakable slgns that  lhe
wanted his dinner.

“"Beg pardon, ma'am,” sald the eld.
erly party, “but may [ suggest that
You—cr—permit the child to—er—
take nourlshment 2"

“This baby belongs to my sister,”
replied the young lady, blughing fu-
Jdously, “and she won't be here for
Lalf an hour. I'm holding it for hey”

——m— . e e —

Politenees In the East.

In the battle of Fenghuangeheng
the Japanese took among (heir eup-
tures two enormous Chinese vases of
thirteenth century workmanship, Oaq
learning that they were a present to
Gen, Kouropatkin Gen. Kuraki
promptly dispatched them to the Rus-
inn outposts with a polite note end-
ing:  “May the flowers of friendship
bhlossom high in  these vases,” In
Kouropatkin's reply he referred to the
Japanesge as “a people of generons
friends whom [ visited in peace, of
magnanlmous foes In war, at wnesze
hands even defeat s no disgrace,”




