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A Cossack Practical Joke
r

Young Giant Tells the Story
With Great Qusto.
K

‘““Well, in my troop we worked a
deviligh good joke I#st night!”’ The
young Cossack giant of a lieutenant
leaned over, grabbed tive gallon: hottle
of vodka in both his hairy hands and
took & long pill to refresh his membry.

It was a hot day, dast April, down in
the . Caucasian mountains—home of ten
million Georgians, Armenians and Tar-
tars, all: subjects of the*Russifn Czar—
rebellious, but held down to loyalty by
fifty thousand Cossacks. The Cossacks
~the only lgyal subjects left to Nich-
olas the Second, savage police, two hun-
dred ' thousand strong; splendid “horse-
men, eruel, ignorant® and superstitious,
unflinching, boisterous, glorious sav
all. ‘Such are the men who have bat-
tered down the revolution in Russia.

My interpreter Jvaghoff apd I had sat
joking for the last two hours in the same
train compartment with three Cossack
officers—one gruff ~old colonel and two
lieuténants, wearing Mg - brown-belted

elosks with poinards-stuck in the belts.

Their gray fur caps. weré¢ off. . These
massive, bristling faces were red and
glistened ' from "the vodka. They bhad
fnished two and a half gallons in two
hours. é

SiWell, don’t swallow
grounted the old cdlonel. ‘‘Hand it
over. Now; what’s your jokel’’ . The
young Cossack wiped his thick red lips
with the back of his hand and laughed.
His frank brown eyes glistened. He
was the kind of man you like at onece
and ean’t tell ‘why.

‘“Well, my troop was giving me &
send-off, and of course we all get roar
ing full. Out wé marched on the steep
village street. Mountains, clouds and
houses“ all flew aronnd with the stars—
that’s -how it looked to me: - I kept
slippifig on the wet eobblestones. Every
time I went down my chum Luka got
in & hard kick. Luka and I had always
been ‘like ‘brothers; all that day he had
heen. feeling bad about my going off, so
now he had got drunk as a devil! 1’ve
pever seen him worse. The Georgian foels
grabbed all their women and ran like
cats for their houses. Doors kept slam-
ming-—-slam, slam, slam! We shouted
songs, we cursed till the mountains
cracked, we played all the old tricks, At
last we saw one man left in the street
~-a thin old devil of a Jew trying to
sneak from ome house to another.

‘¢ {Grab him!’ yelled Luka. We made
a rush., The Jew dove for his hole, and
wriggled like a rat when we nabbed him.
Look! here’s where his long yellow
pails serateched my arm. But his
seratehes didn’t last long. He got weak
and fell in the mud, and lay taking big
slow breaths, Mother of Christ! how
mad be was! Tis eyes were so hot
with rage that we stood around and
laughed tillo the tears came.

““Then we boosted him up om our
shoulders and had a march down the
street! Every minute he gave a bi
wriggle and a squawk. Then he nray
and got quiet. We marched into the
barracks yard.

““*Let’s baptize the devil,’ some fel-
low shoutéd. - We all heaved him up
into. the parasha (tub)—a big one—five
feet square and six feet high. Tt was
full up to the brim; the soldiers had
just cleaned the horse stalls. Tn he
went with a splash.,

““But the cute old Jew went in feet
first and kept his head up out of the
mess. . He stood there up to his neck

““The Jew’s voiee got a little louder
and slower. He cursed slowly.

‘“The eolonel hauled out his revolver.
He leaned close to the tub and stuek
the barrel close to the face of the. Jew.
4 fNow,” he yelled, ‘vhen T count

three, 1 shoot!’ The 61 Jew rolled
spots. Wave ey W~
reester before his was eut

hind him.

the bettle,’’.

#) i

offf That’s it. His eyelids kept shut-{
quick. He bit so |

ting up and down
bhard bis under lip got bleeding. The

‘eolonel turned at us and.winked. Then

he got red aAgain and “roared—‘‘ ‘One
SPove- Ty st

‘“Bang! The smoke blew back and
hit us all the eyes, we stood so close.
When it 'cléared, there wis the old Jew'’
head dripping, squawking, sputtering!
He had sducked all right! = And lucky he
did., The rim of the tub was splint-
ered "right in fromt of his erooked nose.
And his face—and his eyes—you ought
to have seen his eyes!

“¢Well, we just rolled in the mud and
slapped each other ‘and howled. Then
some one sat up #fd yelled, ‘There he
goes !’ The sly rat had erawled out and
was hobbling for the gate. You ought
to have seen thé look on his face when
he. Jooked .over_ his erdoked shoulder and
saw us coming.

* We yank him
everybody had his turn.
kght.
do well.

back, and then
It took till day-

No priest has ever dome the job |

‘“When we let bim go, he stood in the |
gate, black against the first sunlight be- |

shake. He raised his wet old arm and
beld it _there shaking.

You ecould see his knees |

The water |

drippe@l” off him; his clothes stuek tight |

and showed all his bones

joints.

and. ugly |

‘¢ iSpeech! speech!’ we yelled. But he |

stood like a silent old devil. Then we
got sorry for the old brute. We laugh-
ed to show that it was only a joke and
wé were through with him.  The colonel

‘went up and slapped him on the back.

‘Give us a talk!”’ he shonted.

‘“But the old Jew just kept his skinny
hand raised up. When we got quiet, we
heard his deep Jew voice, low and shak-
ing. He said some Jew curse like this:

440 Jehovah'—and then something |
then—* remember |
His hand kept |

[’ve forgotten, and
this: - remember this!’
shaking.

‘“We all lay back and roared. At
last he got tired of his slow old curses.
He turned to go.

““Well, Luka was cross by this time.
His head was clear and he got thinking
about me and got thinking of him;
both of us were as cross as 8¢
now Luka sat up and shied a cavalry
boot. It caught the Jew between the
shoulders and helped him intd the street.

“ You ought to have seen the way his
wet clothes showed his ugly bones!
That’s what made it so devilish funny!
He was the ugliest old dog I’ve ever
laid eves on!’’~~Ernest Poole, in The
Outlook.
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Couldn’t Go the Last

An Irishman bad just ‘‘come over,’’
and being hungry, went to one of the
swellest hotels in New York. - 'When
the waiter appeared fo take his order
he said: “ Bring me the best you have.’’

After being gone a few minutes the
waiter returned with a glass of water,
a bunch of celery and a lobster.

When about time to check him up
the waiter returned to the customer, ask-
ing him why he had not eaten his meal.

““Well,”’ replied the man, ‘‘I drank
the water and smelled of the bouquet,
but  I'll be durned if I ecould go the
w.)'
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Call for the Label.

This paper is secking to advance the
Industrial Interest of our City. It closely
represents a class whose purchases make
the . business of the town; It, therefore,

fidently solicits the Patronage of every
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