
My Colorado Bedroom.

My Colorado bedroom mn no limit to Ita
1MU1,

Ite roof Is In tho heavens, nnd tho heavy
dewo that fall

Bprlnkle floor and lawn and carpet', paint
the colors In the roue

That blooms around my bedroom nnd
Llooms In the hiiowh.

My Colorado bedroom la tin broad a.s It Is
long,

It wjih built by tho Creator with founda-
tion deep and (strong:

Cod Almighty laid tho cornera, sprend
the curpot on the lloor

That chances us the ocaaons change with
ovety thing outdoor.

My Colorado bodroorn has no lock upon
ItH door.

No cu: tains on ltn windows and no
chair upon its flooi ;

The amolce goes thiough the (jelling and
as I rest fiom caieI'll never find a sweeter place when I get
"over thac"

My Colorado bedroom is out in tho open
air,

Thero'u no mortgage on Its freehold and
no latidlo:d anywhere;

Tho snow blowu through the nttlc, but
the Hun (shines in the door.

Blftod down through angels' lingers and
aprcad out upon tho lloor.

My Colorado bedroom la very dear to mo.
"With tho silent stars ubove It shining

llko an antral sea,
And when this lifo is over and the pearly

gates I see,
May I rest within its bosom; it is heaven

enough for me.
Denver Tost.
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On ono social occasion Trooper Wil-
liam J. Jones mndo a public declara-
tion that ho could whip to a rich,
creamy froth any gontleman there
present, und that any lady within
sound of his voico was his, to have
nnd to hold, whensoever ho chose to
exercise his sovereign will.

Tho gentlemen present numbered
perhaps twenty-flv-o or thirty, and It
was not their usual habit to disregard
any chnllongo of this charactor, but
Trooper William Jones, six feet threo
Inches In his government socks,

bullot-heade- d and with mus-

cles of might, jumping up and down
on tho fiddler's platform, his eyes blaz-
ing in alcoholic frenzy, his knotty
fists waving nnd lunging, was so griz-
zly and menacing an object that thoy
let the boast pass In lofty sllonco.

As for tho ladios well, perhaps tho
less said about them tho bettor.

Tho Incident, however, Illustrates
tho fact that Trooper William J. Jones
was addicted to drink; further that
when ho had indulged In this form of
vice ho becamo aggrosslvoly pugna-
cious and particularly amorous. It
goes without saying that ho was tho
cock of his company, nnd Company
D had somo pretty husky men In Its
ranks too.

Jumping Up and Down.
One mldBtimmer afternoon Trooper

Jones decided that ho was superior to
military discipline. Ho was assisted
to this conclusion by a llttlo yellow-face- d

man In indecently tattered can-

vas trousers who came Into camp with
a certificate of good character from
the Cuban general and a gunnjsnek
full of green cocoanuts. He presented
tilt captain and ileutocauts cf Com

pany D with a cocoanut apiece and
thoy found the milk so mild and re-

freshing that they had no hesitation
in permitting tho little yellow-face- d

man to peddle tho fruit around tho
camp. Troopor William J. Jones pur-
chased a cocoanut and ho found the
milk so stimulating that ho declared
his intention of getting more of it, and
rose with the evident purpose of look-
ing for tho yellow-face- man.

"Sit down, you damned fool." said
his bunkio, "you're drunk enough now.
He's live miles off by this time."

"You lie," retorted Trooper Jones.
"Tho measly cocoanut didn't hold
moro than a pint an' you drunk a
third o' that, you grinnin', gangllr.',
splder-leggc- d tank. Tell me I'm
drunk on a half pint of new rum and
I'll mnke you swallor the heel o my
boot. I'm goin' to git some more if
I toiler Mister Dago Amigo to hell
or Santingo."

Their shelter tent was within threo
lurches and a stagger of tho manigun,
at least those evolutions took Trooper
William J. Jones Into it and a moment
later tho mottled and scailet land
crabs were scuttling before his uncer-
tain feet as he steered for the Sevilla
trail.

Now It so happened that Dolores
Teresa Noyaro y Vados bad In this
unlucky hour decided to visit her sis-
ter, Maria, at her little rod-tile- d house
on tho outskirts of Sevilla. She had
no Idea that there was any risk at-

tending tho proceeding, for she was
a good patriot, and was not the pres-
ence of tho generous and br.ive Amer-
icanos a sufilciont guarantee that no
Spanish guerillas wore In tho neigh-
borhood? So alio mounted her little
donkey and sot off. Right by tho
spreading mango at the gate of tho
Bendizo plantation, at which point she
entered tho trail, she was delighted
to see Troopor Jones.

That is, sho was delighted at ilrst.
She was a little bit of a ilirt, was Dol-

ores, black, but comely, and tho black-
ness didn't count In tho province of
Santiago. When sho first recognized
tho khaki uniform und noted tho
splendidly proportioned, almost gigan-
tic form it clothed and caught the
bold, admiring look of Trooper Jones'
dark oyes, sho showed her white teeth
in an inviting smile. But when sho
saw how ho lurched In his gait and
tho stumbling haste with which he
approached her, the smile faded away
and sho smote tho little donkey vigor-
ously.

"Hold on, Senorlta Peacherlno!"
cried Troopor Jones, grasping the
donkey's bridle as it began deliber-
ately to get under way, "Wait for me,
honoy gal. Don't bo scared," ho con-
tinued, encircling her generous vnl3t
with his arm, "I'm heap plenty nmlgo
an you'ro just my size sabo? Here!
Wha's mattor? I ain't goin' to hurt
you jest want to love you. Quit your
foollshln' an' lot me pet you."

Sho screamed, nnd buffeting his bul-
let head with both haiids, strovo In
vain to escape. Troopor William J.
Jones laughed and relinquishing his
hold on tho donkey's bridle, lifted her
easily out of tho saddlo and carried
her, struggling nnd kicking, to the
roadsido and thero sot her down. Al-

most at tho same Instant ho received
a stinging blow on the cheek from the
fiat of a machete and turning with an
oath, saw before him nn undersized
mulatto In the dirty white drill uni-
form of an Insurgent lieutenant, who
was dancing up and down, shouting
defiance and braudlshing Iris weapon.

Dolores Instantly availed herself of
tho diversion. With a bound sho was
on tho llttlo donkey's back and "Pep-lt- a

of my Soul," so adjured, forgot for
onco tho perverso obstinacy of her nn-tur- o

nnd trotted briskly down the
trail.

As for Troopor Jones ho likewise
wasted no time. The oath ho uttered
in his surprise changed to an Inartlcu-lat- o

howl and tho next moment the
llttlo mulatto lieutenant was caught
up in his arms and hurled like n stone
from a catapult Into the thorny aloes
that bristled at tho side of tho trail.
It was only their stiff resilience- thnt
savoul Tenlento Jose's neck.

Then Trooper Jones, who was em-

phatically a man of ono Idea, looked

for Dolores and seolag that she was
rapidly attaining the vanishing point,
guvo chase. Ho was a good runner
and Peplta would have had little
chance against him even with her
start, had it not boon for tho root
of a cedrllla that, stretching across
tho trail, engaged his foot, and sent
him sprawling with a forco that
knocked the breath out of his body.

Ho was struggling to his feet when
a sharp, violent pain shot through his
thigh and a stream of high-pitche- ex-

cited Spanish assailed his ear. It was
tho llttlo Insurgent lieutenant again,
and this time he had scored, as tho
blood trickling down tho trooper's
brown gaiters testified. Trooper Jones
made another rush, but this time the
llttlo mulatto was wary; he sprang

The trooper caught him In the pit of
the stomach.

aside and as his bulky antagonist
passed, his machete Hashed In tho
sunlight and bit Into the trooper's
shoulder, who whirled about and then
stood still. Trooper Jones felt sud-
denly sobered and alert. Ho looked
at his man. The mulatto's eyes wore
blazing with fury and his lips wore
writhed above his teeth In a devilish
grin; but ho too was alert, for all his
rage.

"No more rushes," thought Trooper
Jones, "God! If I 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 threo
paces and then suddenly lunged.

Trooper .loncs leaped back, but not
so quickly as to avoid a sharp prick
in tho side, and at that he stopped
again with a sudden realization of his
helplessness.

"Here," ho said, "I've got enough
of this. Amigo sabo? I'll call it
quits. You vamos vamos sabo?
You'ro all right, John oh, damn you!
then get me If you can."

For tho mulatto made no reply, but
with the point of his machete ad-

vanced, began to circle around the
American, hl3 body crouched nnd his
whole expression ono of absolute

Then, for the first time
in his life, fear crept into the heart
of Troopor William J. Jones and he
lifted up his voice for help in a long,
.shrill ululntion.

Tho llttlo man whirled his machete
again, but Jones avoided the blow and
rushed. Again his foo retreated and
began his wary circling.

Something in his crouching nttltudo
recalled to Trooper Jones n knife duel
between two Mexicans that ho had
witnessed In Juarez four years before.
It gave him an inspiration. Ho sud-
denly stripped himself of his blouso
nnd wrapped It about his left forearm,
just In tlmo to prove its efficacy by
parrying a savage cut at his head.

Gaining confidence ho rushed ngaln,
but tho mulatto was too quick for him
and slashed him twlco down the face.
Then with a shout tho little man cut
at the unprotected wrist. Hut that
blow was his last, for tho --oopor
o night him in tho pit of tho stomach
ad as ho staggered back sick with
, a.'n lones ?ot 1 In.
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They found Mrr. Ifnig in tho tra'.i,
tho Insurgent lieutenant almost dead
Trooper Jones, blooding from hall
a score ot ugly wounds, was as
near dead as a man may bo and yet
bo brought back to life. They patched
him up somehow, but he Is not good
to look at, and ho will utter ferociom
boasts in the dance halls of El Paso
never moro.

NEVEK WRITE AT MIGHT.

Girl Philosopher Gives Good Advlc
to Her Chum.

From 8 to 10 p. in. tlm tall girl wrote
letters. Tho next morning immedi-
ately after breakfast she announced
that her tlmo up to 12 o'clock would
bo dovotod to correspondence.

"Surely you are not going to write
moro letters," said tho top-floo- r girl.
"You wrote a dozen last night."

"I know I did," was tho reply, "bul
I am not going to send them. I never
mail a letter that I write at night.
It isn't safe. I say too many idiotic
tilings. I only wilto them as a kind
of safety valve. Thero aro certain
things that I must say to relievo my
mind. After I get thoso surging
thoughts put down on paper I feel bet-
tor, but you couldn't biro mo to mail
tho letters.

"I used to, but that was before thoy
got mo into so much trouble. We lot
our emotions run away with us when
writing at night. Wo get entirely too
onfidontial. Under tho witchery of a

shaded gas jet wo tell things thnt
wild horses couldn't drag from us by
the light of day. Hopes, aspirations
and tho history of deeds accomplished
aro described in tropical language.
Next morning we realize what geese
wo have made of ourselves, but if the
letters have been mailed It Is loo late
to do anything, and wo just have to
sit down and wait for tho avalanche
to strike us. It hat, struck mo so
many times that it has endowed mo
with a little caution.

"I still write letters at night, but
only as a relief to my surcharged
heart. This morning I shall write to
tho same persons I wrote to last night,
but tho letters will not be oven first
cousins to those emotional lucubrlca-tior.8- .

These will be safe and san--

and warranted Innocuous enough to
bo rend aloud in the d

family without producing a ripple. 1

can't say the same for the ones I tore
up before going to bed."

Tho top-floo- r girl looked uneasy. "I
wrote a letter myself last night," sho
said.

"Better read it," tho tall girl advis-
ed. "You'll bo pretty suro uot to send
It If you do."

Tho top-floo- r girl opened tho enve-
lope and perused her letter slowly.

"I think," sho said, "that I will go
upstairs and write another."

Those Kindly Persons.
It happened in a railway station.
Tho baby cried and cried and cried.
"Perhaps he desires his bottle,"

suggested a fatherly looking old party.
"He has not been raised on tho bot-

tle," cuttingly replied tho hnndsomo
young woman who held tho Infant.

Tho baby's shrieks grow terrific. Ho
made unmlstakablo signs thai ho
wanted his dinner.

"Cog pardon, ma'am," said tho eld-
erly party, "but mny I suggest that
you cr permit the child to or
take nourishment?"

"Tills baby belongs to my sister,"
replied tho young lady, blushing fu-- ;

iously, "and sho won't bo hero for
half an hour. I'm holding it for her."

Politeness in the East.
In tho battle of Fenghuangchong

tho Japanese took among their cap-
tures two enormous Chinese vases of
thirteenth century workmanship. On
learning that they were a present to
Gen. Kouropatkin Gen. Kuroki
promptly dispatched them to tho Rus-
sian outposts with a polite note end-
ing: "Mny the flowers of friendship
blossom high in theso vases." In
Kouropatkin's reply ho referred to tho
Japanese as "a people of generous
frionds whom I visited in peace, of
magnanimous foes in war, at wncso
hands even defeat 13 no disgrace."


