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Confidential Chatter With Hon.
Nick, Zar of Russia

St. Petersburg.
To Kdltor Oiegouian. talented printer
ho are very iros about all Kings and

other Crushers,
Dearest Sir:

I approached into St.
WHEN by train I was accompanied

Cousin Xogl, my dog
and the rest j my baggage. By looking
from window of car wo could see 1000

complete soldiers clumped together on It.
It. platform with Sandy Claus appearance.
Intelligent Jewish merchants could be seen
running back & fourthly with push-cart- s

filled with bombs labelled. "Try One 19c
a Doz.. To Day Only." Nearby we could
behold a collection of boots walking
around with whiskers on top of them. "We
knew them at once By their photos they
was the pressed Peasantry of Russia.

Cousin Nogi observe this human audi-
ence while he was making hop-o- ff from
train, and he was very proud.

"I am so slad tho Militia is here to
meet us!" he say coyly.

But make nerve-signa- ls with tail,
like he wished to remain in America
where he was acquainted with the Police.

We. elope down the platform trembling
in every knuckle. A militia-lookin- g per-
sonality resembling Gen. Kuropatkin ap-

proach up with sword & require,
"Hashimuroff Togoski?"
I recognize myself.
"Vodia nux whiski"' repose this war-

fare person with insulted manner.
"Vodka is deliriously injurious for the

price." I report, attempting to say sooth-
ing compliments to the Russian people.
That General make sneeze of deep dis-
gust.

All them soldiers look gloomly to us
with eyes like they seen our mistake in
coming to Russia.

"Pushkin!" cry that Commander with
voice. And the- entire cluster of soldiers
make inrush to us with advanced bay-tiut- s.

Me and Nogi and do war-cr- y

shout similar to Port Arthur & Soon-l- y

we are engaged in considerable jiu-Jlt- su

mingled with International banzais
and loud bumps.

But it was a vain strusgly for uc.
When nextlf we locked wo was squelched
flat to platform with entire Russian Army
setting on our neckties. Our coats &
shoes was removed off to seo how much
revolution they contained. A Custom
House policeman rush up with dutiful
expression peculiar to Hon. "W'm. Loeb
when greeting: the Lusltanla. He make
inroads to my satchel-valis- e & shako
away all my trousers endeavoring to get

om tariff out of it. After this cere-ano-

we was stuck hastily together
again and me & Nogi & with
Iron wrist-cuf- f on our sleeves was chain-gange- d

off to St. Trter & St. Paul's jail
where we couldn't have nothing to read
hut a copy of the "Outlook" translated
into Russian and all African correspond
ence blotted out for fear ft might teach
the Russian people to shoot straight.

"Shall we remain thusly forever till
Tath do us mildew? If so, how shall
we ever chatter with the Zar for all U.
P. , newspapers?" snubble Nogi with
weeps.

Howells from
".Like all other Despots". Hon. Zar is a

stweet &. kindly man after offiiee-hours-- ."
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By lrvln S. Cobb.
ELL." said the Hotel Clerk
of the Hotel St. Reckless, "I
see the big match is all

framed up."
"Meanin' Jeff and the Big Smoke, I

s'pose?" said the House Detective.
"No, no," said the Hotel Clerk. "The

real battle Young Kid Rockefeller versus
Battling Hookworm. Didn't you read
about it? The forfeit has been posted
and everything. It ought to bo one
grand scrap, too. Larry, take it from
me. it ought. They're both great

but in a close mlxup it looks
to me like Uncle John ought to have n

shade the beat of it. Hitting in clinches
always was his favorite way. But the
hookworn is there with the wallop, too.
From what I've heard about him, he's
never lost a battle yet.

"Only it does seem to me the Old
Master is starting war on his own class
when he puts up a million for a decision
battle. If the hookworm doesn't come
under the ' head of protected industries
I don't know what does. He's a vested
right if ever I met one. It seems to me
he's entitled to as much protection from
his Wall street friends as a privato re-

bate or a set of sugar trust scales. But
apparently Rockefeller doesn't agree with
me and he's going after him blood raw.
lie doesn't appear to think any more of
the hookworm than he does of Judge
Kenesaw Mountain Landis and he's go-
ing down to Atlanta next week to make
the eide bets. Well, I have no prefer-
ence myself. May the best man win."

"Wot started all this here talk about
the hookworms, anyway?" asked the
House Detective. "One day I didn't know
no more about a hookworm's life and
habits than I did about Julius Caesar's,
and then all of a sudden tho paper wuz
full of htm and his cute doin's."

"Quite so." said the Hotel Clerk. "That
was the way jt went. I myself had the
idea that the human system was already
so full of germs that the S. R. O. sign
was out. I didn't give the hookworm a
thought. He was working his side of
the street and I was working mine. Be-
tween us there was no business competi-
tion whatever. In such cases my motto
has always been live and let live. But
I picked up a magazine one day and
found it crowded with full-pag- e pictures
of what I took at first to be tired
spaghetti chopped up fine. But the text
informed me lhat it was a correct and
realistic portrait of a hookworm, taken
from life. Then I picked up a newspaper
:jd instead of the usual sup&ifr' ot crime
fund three-minu- te divorces and other

topics. I found a long signed
TtzticlOv ielllns wh at , tija . hookworm waa

I combust confidentially. "Therefore I
shall writs him a note full of soft tears."

So I pull off my cuff & on this I wrote
following saddy thought:

"Dear Zar: 2 Japanese Schoolboys &
Doc are all American subjeckp locked
damply away for nothing, which they
didn't do & should wish to talk News-
paper Correspondence with you, which we
are here to ask. Please, can't we?

"Yours trulv
"H. Togo, II. Nogi & O'Fldo."

By nejt early morn, while O'Fido was
thinking lonesomely of friends 1n io

& Nogi wan borrowing a Siberian Rail-wa- v

Timetable from a Anarchist in tha
next apartment, of suddenly a Imperial
Janitor of the Guard, brightly trimmed
with feathers, arrived up & oke follow-
ing envelope into our excited cages:
"Room 26 Imperial Palace
"Dear Togo:

"Excuse me not to be among others to
yelcome you at Union Depot yesterday.
Make yourself comfortable as possible.
Can't you come & have free lunch with
me to day? Dress informally in any
Admiral's uniform you happen to have
around. Bring your Cousin Nogi and
the other dog.

"Tours truly
"Nick."

Cordial feelings of international cour-
tesy enjoyed by all when we read thi?,
Nogi were too anxioup, as usual. He at-
tempt to elope to Winter Palace without
his coat & hat; but 1 detach him from
this rudeness, becavse it are customary
to be polite- to Kings, however you dis-
agree with them in the newspapers.

At 12:30 exact clock-tim- e we was 'un-
chained. A moujik (Russian name for
Pullman Porter) maasaged our feetware
& lent me a uniform belonging to a
Swiss Admiral who was dead". It might
have been a good fit. but it wasn't. The
pants, which was very sweetly embroid-
ered, was so tall they clothed me com-olete- lv

and must be pinned around my
neck to avoid drop-of- f. Tou could
make them cozier by turning them up,"
snuggest Nogi. I do so and they fold
around my knees with' appearance of
rubber boots. Howeverly, I look very
militia in this disguise.

By outside sidewalk we was met with
a golden sley driven by a gilt Coach-
man. Groat enthusiasm everywheres
while we pass by. Folks what Been us
thought we was Princes or visiting Alder-
men of high rank. While we was bool-in- g

down Nevski Prospeckt we was shot
at 6 times by Socialists Democrats.
Which show how we must
have looked.

Soonly we arrive to Winter Palace.
Thia architecture look like any other
City Hall only more expensive and less
corrupt. We penetrated up steps to a
hallway of Waldorf appearances. Dukes
& bellboys seen everywheres. At laftly
we was set down in a back parlor full
of art treasures which Hon. Pierpont
Morgan has not yet took away. We set
hero lonesomely till we begin to feel
auite monotonous, except o, who
sniffio around royal plush ornaments
expecting it might contain rats.

"If this Zar is as hard to get at as
Hon. Phil P. Knocks, 1 shall not wait-- "I report peevly. But nearly immediately
a Flunkish Person entered & becked us

8 once more. We followed sheeply.
Next room we entered was shaped

like a tank, composed solidly of hard-
ware on all sides. Rivets, bolts and
sheet-iro- n seen everywheres. Tables &
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doing to discourage feverish activity
among our old or Southern families. 1
went to a theater expecting to find the
regular musical comedy menu for the
tired business man soup, ham and
broiler and a stout comedian lined up
In front of a showgirl chorus of

suffering from spear carrier's
hip, and sang a dainty' little dittv en-
titled 'Baiting My Hook With a Hook-
worm Way Down by Sandy Hook," amid
tremendous applause. And finally here
came John D., Esquire' with his chal-
lenge for a finish fight, winner to take
all.

"But it's a question in my mind
whether his friends down South want the
hookworm dispossessed from their midstby a rank outsider from the North. From
what can learn, intimate association
with Bre'r Hookworm and his interest-
ing household is productive of a most
soothing languor. The owner of one of
these pleasant little domestic doesn't
care whether school keeps or not. He's
as restful as a court policeman. --All he
craves is the shady side of the house,
a couple of hound pups for company and
a little bait of hoe cake a la pellagra
three times a day. Sometimes he won't
even drink coffee for breakfast, because
It's liable to keep him awake all morn-
ings Just give his wife all the washing
she' can do and let his kids have steady
places on0the night shift in a cotton mill
and he's too happy for words. His great-
est physical exertion is voting the Demo-
cratic ticket once a year. But just pic-
ture what'll happen to his peace of mind

some Yankee comes around and
deprives him of his private zoo. 'My
poor man," says tho Interfering stranger,
"you have been freed of your affliction.
You are no longer a slave. Go forth and
seek employment." But the hookwormer
won't agree with him. He'll resent being
filled with a sudden and uncomfortable
restlessness that'll start him out hustling
for a Job. With him slavery and workare synonymous, and if anything, work is
the more synonymous of the two."

"Well, anyway, these here philan-
thropists do a lot for the poor people,"put in the House Detective.

"They do. indeed." said the Hotel Clerk,
"a lot for them and a whole lot more to
them. For example, now. while Kind OldGray Uncle John D. is planning to drive
the hookworm from his happy home anddeprive him and his family of the little
comfits and kickshaws tc which him and
his family have been accustomed, one of
his side line companies is engaged injacking up the price of milk in New
York to a point where the children ot
the poor won't be gorging themselves toexcess on that dangerous fluid. It's agrand system of phi mthropy by means
of which he doesn't lose any real money.
fiontettQdjr eaid-onc- e, a. la-se- . 3ears back.
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ITIDEB THE TABLE I COULD TISTINCTTJAIt,Y SEE A GENTIiESUN AVITH SWEET TAFFY WHISKERS
WHO PEEKED SLYLY Ol'T AT TJS.

chairs were made entirely of steel &
screwed to floor. Asbestos carpets lying
right & left. Crosseyes Cossack gun-
ners, veterans of the Japanese war,
stood by each corner with gatlingr guns
which they seemed prepared to shoot
with their usual inaccuracy. Over Hon.
Door was a hansom Russian sign which
appeared to say,
"God should defend our popular Zar,
But we're taking no chances so here

we are!"
In the middlest of the room set one

table, and by this table set 1 chair, and
on this table set 1 knife & fork; &
Bpoon & plate & cup & saucer.

"How could we be invited to lunch
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that a philanthropist was a party who
pursuaded you to give your own money
to somebody that didn't want it. But
our new school of philanthropists have
thaischeme .whtttled-to- r- ar splinter. Thar

when dishes is set so singly?" require
Nogi with chewing expression of Hon.
Horse Fletcher.

"Hosh it!" I snub reverently, because
under the table I can distinctualiy see
a Gentleman, with a crown & sweet
taffy whispers who peeked slyly out at
us.' By 'his meek & skared expression
we knowed at once he must be that
talented Tyrant and desperate Despot,
the Zar of Russia.

With slow caution he creep out from
this coy hiding and arose up before us.
Me and Nogi stood bowing our base
stomacks reverently. stood
wagging his base tail in a similar
manner. That extremely high-hors- e
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Nick stepped forwards and clasped our
hands with his entire soul. Nothing
could be more Democratick, unless it
was a Republican candidate before
election.

"Do not fall on your face and clasp
my boots." he applied. "Because I am
a King, should I always be halving my
shine spoiled by human fingers?"

Me & Nogi & was disabled
to reply.
- "Do you speak Russian?" he nextly
required in U. S. language.

"Ah, no, extrertiely Top Boss." I ne-
gotiate. "We do not speak Russian,
but we are able to listen to it withgreat patience."
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"I am so happy, you do not speak
it!" he say joyly. "I never learned
it myself. Few kings .understands tiie
disgusting language of their sacred
Fatherlands. It is hard enough to be
Emperor of Russia without entangling
my tonsils in syllables too explosive
for one of my English parentage."

Hon. Zar sat down to lunch at his
cast-iro- n table. "Where should we
set?" require me & Nogi in unicorn.

"You are permitted to stand by my
chair," suggest Nick. "When I get a
extra large helping I shall pass you
slight nibbles of this."

I am obliged to give Nogi a mean
punch to stop him from fainting off.

"Please, Mr. Rumanuff," I commence
interviewing, "we 3 reporters come ailway from Chicago to make a inter-
view with you which will be read by-a- ll

the Human Population of America."
"I do not care for Human Popula-

tions," depost Nick, tocking napkin in
his collar. "I am principally interested
in Zars."

"We have delieiously few Zars in
America," I snuggest. (O-Fi- shake
his tail waggishly when he hear this,
like he should wish to choke with
smiles.)

"How is Senator Aldrich?" require
Nick.

"Loved and suspected by all," I re-
port. "Whenever America needs any-
thing, that great statesman sees it first
& pickles it for the Pluto Cats. He are
revered everywheres as the happy idol
of the Unpopular Majority."

The Boss of Rumanuff think thought-
fully.

"With such an One," he dictate finally.
"I should be able to run Russia on soft
springs. Oftenly I have though of this.
As I said to Cousin Victor, while I
pressed his fine Italian hand, Emmanuel,"
I says. 'th Tyrant Trust has got too
much Divine Right and Infernal Non-
sense. What we need is a good Busi-
ness Manager,' 'Nick.' say Vic, 'I have
oftenly considered that some lack. But
what use? I have applied at Washington
times & times, only to find that all the
Talent was engaged several years ahead
by the local market.' "

"Were it not a fine demonstratus of
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International Peace & Friendship whenyou & Hon. Vic. Emmanuel met together
in Pellagra, Italy?" is jiext question for
me.

"Suburbly splendid!" requite thfc great
Despotter. "For days & days before our
arrival together the loyal soldiery mowed
down the grass & trees & peasants along
the R. R. track and chased off whatever
dynamiters was hiding there; for weeks
& weeks the happy Pinkertons, disguised
as dainty flower girls, thronged gaily
among the freight yards with firearms
tastefully concealed among baskets of
pretty flowers. What could be more in-
spiring than the shouts of the 10,000'
Cossacks, deputy Sheriffs and special
policemen who met our Harveyized,
bomb-pro- of trains, smuggled us into ar-
mored automobiles, and so on our way to
Pellagra Castle, the International Gov-me- nt

Spies' Band following on motor-
cycles and playing patriotiok tunes to
the .deafening cheers of our loyal sub-
jects and other Anarchists on their way
to jail? What could be a more encour-
aging reception to one in the King Busi-
ness?"

"Nothing but a Revolution," I report
chivalrously.

While thusly we chattered a Duke in
a Head Waiter's uniform entered in with
a quart of soup firmly closed up in a
airtight bottle. He sat this down with
salutes on the table befront of the Zar.
After him followed 6 Polish Scientists
who approached up &. examined that
nourishment with mikeroscopes. After
they was satisfied, Hon. Waiter pour out

Htwo dollars they hand back to you makes
nineteen times as much noise as the
twenty they take away from you. The
two spot sounds like a minstrel band
marching down Main street, but the
twenty moves off as silently as a trained
nurse with her shoes off pouring soothing
syrup into a rubber spoon.

"As for this hookworm proposition, it
seems to me after reading up on the
symptoms that it's a grave mistake to
think that the trouble's confined to any
one section of our land. The way I
figure it out we've all got it. The doc-
tors who have been out with their little
button hooks, catching hookworms and
interviewing them for the papers, all
agree that the disease is characterized by
a brief spell of intense nervous excite-
ment followed by a long period of ex-
cessive laziness. If that's true, and far
be it from me to deny it. you can see
right away that it's a national complaint
and we're all victims. You're one and
I'm another.

"F'r instance now. a young Congress-
man starts to Washington perfectly con-
vinced that when he gets there he's go-
ing to stalk down the aisle of the House
an hand Uncle Joe Cannon a line of tall:
that will make that Venerable but prac-
tical statesman swallow his cigar so sud-
denly he'll have heart-bur- n all the way
down. He's so worked up by the warmth
of his virtuous resolves that he throws
off heat waves like an asphalt street in
the middle of July. That's tho first
stago of the complaint. The hookworm
has him and he doesn't know it. At the
end of a couple of weeks he's observed
approaching the presence on his waist-
coat, with his nose in the dust, begging
humbly for the tailend place on thv com-
mittee in accoustics and ventilation,
which is stage No. 2.

"A fearless young prosecutor with an
eye like an eagle's and,a chin like a pav-
ing block, goes into the Government
service with the express purpose of
driving the money-lende- rs out of the
temple of his fathers. But the hook-
worm is already knawing at his vitals.
Pretty soon he's quitting office and tak-
ing a fifty thousand dollar retainer from
a few large corporations to represent
them in a legal capacity, with particular
attention paid to State Legislatures and
the election of United States Senators.
Owing no doubt to the ravages of the
hookworm, other changes have taken
place in him. He now has the eye of
a paving block and the chin of an'eagle.
which hasn't any chin to speak of. as you
may have noticed yourself If you've done
jnurh frolicing around in the company of
eagles.

"Taking 11s as a whole, we're all in
th same fix as these two. Some morn-In- s

we're- seized with the preliminary

Hon. Sotip to Hon.. Zar and gave the
bottle to me & Nogi and

"Why should you act so Dr. Wiley
about your Foods" I requesh.

"1 are always particular to know that
no Dangerous Folitickal Opinions has
got into It by mistake," negotiate him
with spoon.

"What is- - advantage of being a Zar?"
is fresh question from inc.

"A Zar can club down the Common
Pedestrians at the slightest peev," he
narrate.

"In America any Traffic Policeman
can do that," I report.

"So many folks can do what they
please in America O Liberty, how free
you are!" say Nick, reverently pressing
his fork to his heart.

"Do you never long to he a plumber
or a undertaker or some, other hupib'e
merchant, to be free & equal and loved
by all who met you?" I requesh.

"Why should it?" reproach Zar with
napkin. "Why should these happy mer-
chants than mc? Am I not
also loved by all who meets me? I am!
If folks don't love me, they are not per-
mitted to meet me. Few ordinary Plum-
bers, however prosperous, can afford a
Standing Army to protect them from
criticism. If folks don't love a number
they can approach his studio and say
with voice, 'lion. Sir. you are a grasp-
ing species of shell-fish.- " But any person
what desire to call me a shellfish has
got to go to Siberia to say it."

"But is not Zars frequently poisoned
by Anarchy food?" I requite.

"No more oftenly than Plumbers is
poisoned by banjoate of soda," say Nick
in a Wiley manner.

"But Zars is frequently shot by their
loving subjects, I narrate.

"Not so oftenly as Plumbers is shot
by barkeeps." compose he.

"Then you mean tell me that you got
so little ambition that you are numbly
contented with being a Zar?" I cry off

"I can think of no other job I wouluj
rather be." say him. "A Zar is as hap
py as a King. A Diplomat is hired tol
read the mean things said about nie in
papers. A Prime Minister arranges my
thoughts, a Valet arranges my baths. '

My digestion is run by the Royal Col-
lege of Physicians and Surgeons. When
I think about how protected I ani I
should sing and dance through my cozy
bomb-proo- f home as joyful as a kinder
garten."

"And do you srng & dance thusly?"
"i5o sorry to report." say Zar with

slight tear-dro- p. "I do not. Whenevef
I become kittenish I must stop & think
of 500,900,000 enemies awaiting around
corner to juggle me up.

"But why should" you have bilious
frite from enemies what can't get at
you? Enemies to a King is like Mike-rob- es

to Private Persons. A man can
giggle at Death when Scietjce stands
around to guard him from such Bugs."

Hon. Nick, Zar of Russia, arise uply
& throw off tableware excitably.

"Hashumuroff Togosky. how little
you understand Kings and other sick-
ness!" he decrop. "When Mikerobes
chew you, you do not know It and are
therefore gay & reckless. But it is him
who Is Sterilized, who sleeps with night-
mares and jumps hooting from his
dreams at the lightest footfall of a ty-
phoid germ."

So he shake his crown as a signal
that we should be shox'cd away from his
presence. And me & Nogi & 'KhK
make back-of- f bows striking our an-
kles on nearly all furniture we pass un-
til we feel quite decomposed.

Hoping you are the same.
Yours truly,

HASHIMUI'.A TOGO.
(Copyright, 1909. by the Associated Lit-

erary Press. 1
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symptoms, and we get all stirred up
over some public outrage and run around
cutting figure 8s, and clamoring Ijir leg-
islation and lynch law and he heart's
blood of a few scoundrels. In about 4S
hours or so. the reaction has set in and
we're all dozing off in the hammock and
if some infernal busybody of a profes-
sional reformer comes around waking
us up with foolish demands for drastic
measures, we sick the dog on him."

"Be that as it may," said the House
Detective, sagely, "it looks to me like
the hookworm is goln' to find himself
in a purty tight place with John D. and
his million dollars out after him."

"I know a place where he'd find the
competition even harder," said the Ho-
tel Clerk.

"Where'd that be?" asked the House
Detective.

"Trying to make a living inside of a
Standard Oil director," said the Hotel
Clark.

A Shiftless Business Man.
Atchison Globe.

When a business man is shiftless,
and doesn't get along, we have noticed
that he often tries to lay the blame
for failure on railroad rates.

Eyes of Brown.
. A. Brininstooi.

'i ell me. littl Eyes o" Brow n.
Where it ig you wauder down
When the band Man tippy-to- e

Tn where you are at repose.
Io you ramble where the gleam
Of the murmuring, shining stream
Winds among the sylvan nooks.
Joining" other gurgling- brooks?
It Is whore the robin's song
Echofs clear the whole day long
As vou romp about at play.
Through the blossomed Gates of Day.
Tell nie. little sweetheart fair.
Where it is you journey there ".'

Little dimpled Kyes o' Brown.
When the shades of night drop down.
And tho twilisht pins the ?ta.rs
In their places, near heaVns bars.
What about the dreams that tlow
Whtn to Slumherland you sro?

And the really wonderous sights $ ff
n trial mysuc wona arar. L
Where the gnomes and elf-me- n areij
Let your rosy hann1 rla;p mine f
With a love so v
And I'll follow glaiily on
Till the sunset greets the dawn- - ;

Little f Brow n, I knIAt r shrln 3 a gain, to feel
Just the clasp of your wee hand.
Through tho chlld-worlJ- 's Wonderlam.
Lead me. sweet, until my ye
Oreet the Rlory-- f looded skip.

ni 1 am a. child once more.
Garin' through the Dreamland-doo- r.
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