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CHAPTER 1 a g at e time it looked later: one who would wear a fascinat- TR ought to stop hers, but [ regret to say
> : forever putting Sam out of commis®ion. that there are still 138 pages of it yet
% oa 7 lr'lg fege mackint?fn 1nd) > m:mbcox;ko; With a savage oath Dave had sprumg to run” ¥
Peterson Jay, Detective A e g 0 sitk about his neck: to. whom — : “Oh, Wicker, must we go through it
Mi shirt was a necessity of everyday life. forward to seize the intruder by the B ' e 2 gl
3 8 CHE, i —— 5 - i ial diversi i = . al!? 1Is thers no escape?” she pouted.
< g s not an occasional social diversion, a8 12 thegat, but Wicker Basket was not the “Yeos. darfing™ he cried. passionate-
3 stmas £ - sl st the case of Hank Willerby: who should g Bi - R R Beasat. ™
> h the Dere of our story for nothing With iy felding her to his breast A the
= wear alse a gray felt hat with the E ! « r . A
back his right fisc suddenly outstretched he SIEIt of heavem you are already my
s off his = T front rim pulled down-and the hac i £ o wife. Let the storv end here and now.”
Bl CHAPTER 11 rim turned up, and tan ‘l")‘e' and pat- l:-»ulhed Dave’s nese through the pur- “But my izcome began Resalle
g S ent Teather pumps, and carry a carne- lieus of his cerebellum, until it stuex “Your tweo dollars a year that these
s 2 - = g s and prove himself the hero he was In- o4t jike a collar Dutton on the back of Jead rascais here sought to make their
e a The Daunghter on o tended to be. Him she would walt foF his neck, at the same time Zrasping own are now mine” said the voung
: H e -y~ EXN s lat . S av- if it took 250 pages to bring hinl on gy} the third kidngper. br the ankic man: “but” he added in noble remun-
2 g | ng ' prise tended the scene. And then in the midst of itp his Jeft hand ahd flinging him op ciatien, “T will not keep them. They
- . 3 : ¥ i to : these pastoral scenes and maidenly re- ogingt the wall with such force tnat shall be settied on Daddy Jay ™
Y LTy R .« . flections came the awful tragedy for . foll a senseless clod te the damk And we shall live on what, Wick-
anniversary of his z g which everybody hud beeg waiting all .aren. -~ er™ asked Rosalie.
™ he adorne N " e ed these interminable vears. ' Rosalie was “My turn next! cried the hag with “Have no fear. beloved. I am rich.
o o vas shirt ow s was kidnaped on the eve of her thirtieth 3 murderous glance at Wicker, crouch- Father is a member of congress,  said
ned aga 2 z = S S birthday. ing like a cornered wildeat. Wicker Basker
K EwWing = an Peterson Jay had just returned from “Yes,” panted Wicker. “And vou are And the stepdaughter of Peterson
g s badg 3 T g i 3 a vain effor: to locate a ghost that hal the toughest job of the four. I'!l give Jay at that moment entered life’'s me-
r TN Mose son s ESIRE: SRt heen stealing chickens at the haunted veou eight dollars, madam. if you'll tor with Wicker Basket. and up te the
4 5 s house up near Boggs corners. hang yourself like a 'ady, three chap- hour of going to press was still fpeed-
g —— v - “Hi! dad!” cried his son, Raoscoe,
r rd ot & rushing out of the house to greet him,
w 2 " A 58 “Rosalie’s been stole!” h
= Tank ot The old man's face went ashen gray
4 e < aged. o and he staggered. Py
' e sto . s “What?" he cried.
E : “Rosalie’s heen stole!” repeated the
w he ered him
g1 . lad.
He ne i
Peterson sat down to think en the
- p. r Peterson horse trough. His deductive faculties
AlL We =ain’t £ : 2 were summoned into instant operation,
a et - and his sympathetic but admiring
neighbors awajted the results of his
cogitations with & breathless interest.
- At last he spoke
“By gorry!” he said, bringing ris
- hand down with a terrific whack on his
knee. “Ef she's been stole——"
& ‘Yes?" cried Alf Boozeling who could
. scarce contain himself with cao™ement.
; “Then,” said the old man delibe,;>“ely
and with an air of finality, “then so«w »-
body must ha'-stole her!”
- CHAPTER IV
s br In the Cave
“She shall be our daugMe!" said the tion on it. Year by year the promised ¢gé E ID yve git her?” whispered a
e good wife, her eyes filled with fast two dollars arrived regularly and per- hoarse, raucous voice.
melting snow sistently—sometimes as mu as two “You bet we got her, re !
“Hiuh!" said Peterson. “You ain’t got dollars and sixty cents; and numer- #ponded thie desperado as he and his ’
r no deeductive facultles—women never ous packages also came by express to tWo “villainous looking companions -
pa 1 - -
£ P F has. We found her on the step, didn't Rosalie, containing gowns by the best lifted the swooning figure of Rosalie :
wa? modistes between Paris and New York, Spink from the sieigh and conducted b 4
i “Wa-al, s'posin’ we did, Peterson?’ so that Rosalie was always the most Der into the counterfeiter's cave in the M
s Mrs. P T kev to the Said the old lady. stylisl dressed person in all Tankle- ¢ellar of the haunted house.
age xup and ng - parlor “Wa-al, that makes her our step- town he m Of her parent- See anything of the Hero on the
T - - alled out into the blackness daughter,” said Peferson. *“But, Gosh- age, in spi Peterson’'s unremitting WwWay over?’ demanded the woman, for
gun . 3 ¢ G : amitey, I don't know as we Kin £ s to ravel emained as such the first speaker was.
£ x: . Here o Mr. Burgiar, here's the ford another, Eva. Times is powerful er ng. being a .\”i ‘“’Wl.ed the .man, throwing
z sprig 3 . S e - gy DR 1} acquitted Rosalie down in the damp corner. “T
J - ~ < - = EFE ._{';. “Tt will be all right.,” returned mself o  all spicion of being 8uess the plot's been changed. Dang it!
r re . = g 2 o= <-!~e sald  her Mrs BTROT who had been nvesti- i's mrother, when Peterson Jay What's he keepin' us waitin' for™ he
e ttering Wit _ ,.,\M~ al. Eat he basket “Here's a postal indirectly accused him of that parti snarled. I want what's comin’ to me
e, Rube,” spid ev were made of porcelain ard in the little gal's vanity bag sayvin' lar crime; Ed Stiggins had mere chi quick.” -
east ndsome ,‘.“ i ’ a;‘“!\"”} Only the that her folks 'll send us two dollars dren than knew what to deo with, “You'll get it all right,” chucklied the
c ke e f a o s ‘“‘...: ozr- <n"rbe";"1-’0 a year for her keep for the next thutty anyhow, and as for the rest of the town hag.
! muffied wail of a baby from somewhere ! = : )
- e reins at Peter 2 veare " everyhody eise was too stingy even to “Give us a drink, mother—my ears is :
S € dark e : »» p :
g n n pranery Sakes alive cried Mrs. Petersen, “Two deilars a yvear!” roared Peter- offer to pay $60 for her keep, much less froze,” put in the guttural veice of the ters ahead of time, and save us all a ing along the read te happiness in
= - 1 ‘she roared. o0 his face brightening “By Heck, nay second desperado, a tall, swart looking lot of unnecessary trouble.” an f carelessneas of 138
- e o LT rith 1 » i upi n d of h X -
& orted: Peterse with W ¥ Eva, t's sixty dollars all told! I Pears to me,” said;Peterson Jay as Mman with bloated cheeks. This appeal ta her cupidity was-tee "uniived pages of her subsequent his
" ng m again He says he x . sk L : R o ik Siea 2 “Hee-hee!" laughed the hag. drun%- much for the woman. tar;
z ke me for? A t & burglar, but a babsy kin afford v b x._.. one o them nfar- .‘. polished up ln.- nic ol. platec sta'r enly, for she had been drinking. “Wait “Done!” she cried. and in a moment R
g pos . Sty wun. an” T pe B0ld badges like them town detectiv ‘’'pears to me’'s if her parients must DA’ till the hero comes, my laddy buck. 3he was dangling from the end of a CHAPTER YII
ghe e e he rod e 2 wears on that. Bring the child in an” been outsiders.” ® He'll give ye a rum punch tRat'll :“’ reoe 'h‘;h “:‘k-r had D"”;l"" —
- g S - : 2 v lung over a floor beam overhead to
e o % e = atter Az Ross - = o n ye. 2 s ; Conciasion >
z - . - K me more S & i e e a glass o' nice warm watter ‘ Rosalie grew to glerious young = 5 2 k save her the exertion. Wwith the eight -
PR N ¢ S No more of that, dang ve!” snarled = ; , . 2 HO'S darter was she. aavhow
sha - the HaNRE e expense : womanhood some 30 or 40 Mary Wil- Elee T Ty e iy SabiNaT dollars clutched avariciously in her &6 O's vh -
pe wa < me k ngel to ampie r < of his wife, crept TPus did Resalie Spink find her fos- kins characters Hving in TankletowW “woman, but that's naught to me. I n“‘rn:i'd Iy removi th <ol Siate— SESE S T
= a raflroad cauti t " St ter proposed marriage to her. Rosalie was néver picked ve out with that face.” BRgSIY remeving -the. meney from ling one arning two years
- - P the zza. on - N - ;.. the dead woman's fingers and replacing ,_. » =5 o st
- otne the : ; Somebod s Teft her there” easily the belle of the village. for  as A-aa-a-ah!” sneered Maude, angrily. . . . = g e o s l8ter a5 he and etired town mar-:
w the snow now la es deeg r asily I be th itiage, F. a e TAlien That miPe-five Ve think it in his poecket, Wicker Basket frod
' . ~ince 3 = that s ; thi . s - o sha
= eor sed Pe akmn s ger las ‘2 83 s ioeht fo - - . . i v o shal met on the postoffice steps.
" = PR LT S &‘ a:\..'.z ge Rast Bunker said, “She’'s a light feeder .50 ain't a pretty one, eh? Say an- ey str"m" pees i S B T t." replied Peterson Jav
et fo r r ered P h fishin on e s < I don’t propgs = d they ain't no mother in law other word, Dave Juggins, and Tl '__“; 77;‘1 ey - . T
« s P s 2 o e . = 3 sk I 1 out whe throwed in But to every one of these Sbile :tf' ; : 3 APTE I've read the boek through three times
n shi foller Rin g = b e - W T vent back to hed = e e a ae E F Rosalie shuddered at the hag's terri- and [ ain't quite sure as te the lady's
R . s e ; » - & R o N SRS g, swains Rosalles answer was 19¢ ple threat. With her.face spoiled what In the Sight of Heave iSeniits uiine 3id" seie "Nkl sene of
B roe a < P s ed ir i vapapers : ¢ Ater was n nZ same It could not be. Sile liked them would become of the cover? And the & HERE am I? faintlv gasped the a“;g--l foike in the Social Registry
< pe o B A » faced, sunn ed little Profoundly and dreaming thal the i ind their honest. homespun ways. but hero had not seen her vet, eirh!'f.v The / Rosalie, without opening her New York. Besting or Philadelphy
o i A X = 3t ihe RISE B e u Tt 4 B0 lars had already been paid of rh-: packages from her 'ﬂ\.‘i‘ situation was becoming intolerable. ; . » . RETOp. I teil ve. Alf. they's one thing
1 kKind -4 [ 1 PR T us benefactors—the one contain- eyes. at's dermed sarralm
n telephones at one at s . o B g 3 L : - s
o " y 5 o B et e G'HAPTER.III her 57"'“"“‘_'9““ to & complete coi- CHAPTER V “In my arms, sweetheart.” replied What's that. Peterson”™ asked the
S - ss of e lege education in ane of the magazin — Wicker tenderiy., Tankletown drunkard
nig e A »in e ok &l Kidnaped u\r!'nspond-‘-n.v;\ ‘4.-!1>01)Aa"x-'...::v which she The Rescue “and e T L it tivety o “So long as that there two dellars a
son's g vard = S & T did take long for the thivts Dad learned in 10 easy lessons to speak “Big - s ol ir Keeps along good and
. F A we TEEE AT MRS PR Prench ke a - native—from Boston =2 A : mured the girl regiar—she's ichme $a coll Réunsit
< g al'r years to pass by—ten pages at most. and had acq her intense ve for It \was Wicker Baskel’'s fist that “I am the hero you have been wait- e stepdarter of Peterseno Jay. by
ed e va n ad b shir eetin and one of these with an illustra- Emerson. and had got so that she ecould broke thus upon -the stiliness of the ing for through all these weary pages Hecks! said the old man preudly.
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tell Wagner from De Koven om Daddy
Jay's gramaphone—in this packase, I
say, had come one of her creator’s owa
beautiful novels, and secretly, witheut
even knowing it herself, Rosalie was
saving her own avowals of imperish-
able love for émne wheo should come

night. The young son of Cangressm
Basket had fallen thre
in the floor of the haunted house
where he had been spending the night,
landing upon the stomach of the viflain
answering to the name of Sam, tharaby

h tiee trapdoor

rhove

—TI mean ages” Wicker confessed.
Rosalie sighed softly and pewped at
him out of the corner of her eye.
“And the story, then, is finished” I
am e slad” she whispered, snugsling
clager

Neo., dear.” said Wicker gloomily: “it
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This self- 2 s s
dorsed by the joll sea dogs whom he
has blessed or bar r se ¢
worse.”™
The “Ward Room Wande - rere
rst at a wardroc
. ™h
Con T'he P a
al progress found pression in these
stanzas, and the) lightl tine-
rured the elements of controvers
over warship cons tion which has
raged at Washingten In the Comnnec-
ticut's wardroom mess Chandler found

diversified play for his pen, since the
mes< includes not enly isual num-

ber of ship's officers, but also several

the

Micers a representative
N f n and re
e = - e T
< p thor
roster infludes the names
e « of e Connecticut's
s= Com-
ligg
flice t
- boe S
L na e T
a w ¢
;. n A
wiom are
Liewgenant
gineering
Curtisrfleet
Surgeon P.
R.C.
Mag
h fleet
o C. Carpenter
. . Inspector H. A. Dent
fleet pay srAssistant Paymaster
H. E. Collins and Naval Constructor
R. H M. Robinson ’
FEW Wanderings se-
A lected frem a grand total of
twenty-four. First comes this in-
troductory song, “dedicated, with -Jp._.;_
ogies to the whole g_(‘nzk- inciunding
PV er ne else too, by their friend
Neptuns«
A SONG OF THE CONNECTICUT
A mess there was of knockers gay
(Even as you and I)
Whe kicked and bucked. the livelong
day
(Of ecourse they knew that it did me
goed.
But they kicked and squabbled about
the food.
Even as vou and I)

Oh, the squabbles loud
Of this windy crowd,

Who never could understand.
For their caterer sad., an Irish lad,
Who loves his messmates, good and
bad,
Are mighty hard to stand.
On a cruise they went, this neisy erew
(Even as you and ).
And as day= went by thé wonder grew

(For every one looked for a fight each

day
Except those who knew it was all
horse play,

Even as you and Ib.
Oh, the way some worked,
Oh, the wigk some shirked

For those whe love them despite their

sins
mors that each of these laddies

to understand.

Are easy
AVIGATOR DAY possesses secrets
Pl of the sea that are too deep for
thhe ordinary mind, so he is ad-
dressed as a sort of oceanic sphinx:
SUN SHOOTER

Wha knows what he means by “cur-
rent”; how much waorry does it
save him?

Who knows how much blame the

compass has to bear?
Whe knews why our bells won't jingle,
why our lights so oft betoine dim
While he nurses of his measles in a
ehair?
We have séen him taking angles, we
have seen him signing log:
We have seen him try to straighten
. out his books:
We have seen him with his vizqr drip-
ping freely in the fog
And when a night out surely hasn't
helped his looks.

In this crowd of hustlers (?7) grand! He must go—go—go on deck and angle.

For him the sdn will never wait to Np.
Let him go without his dinner, getting
daily thinner! thinner!! thinner!:'

For the little starlets cail aloud for you!
57

HIE watch officers and their mid-

shipmen assistants are hit off in

| the two following poems:

~ WEARY WALKERS
Hoboes!
The Hobees!
Lazy Hohoes!
Oblige me by looking at their feet!
Every job they have to de
Shows its mark upon each shoe, »
But their trousers knees are general-
Iy neat: .
warn threadbare—but with
patehes on the seat!);
Ere the sun comes bobbing up
They their morning coffee sup,
Ere the beatswain's mate has bellowed
- «aut his call: %

(Not

1

Have patience; how they stretch them—
Heaven kmows how sleep has left
them!

(You will find it in your memory in the
past!)

Warn all future Nelsons, Deweys and
the like,

There's nothing giddy in the morning
hike!

HOBOES ASSISTANTS

Take up the middy's burden—

Come forth from out the sc¢hool—

Come buckle down to labor.

To learn to guide and rule;
To read the log and hustle,
Ts make the noon reports—

Ye new-canght, giddy people.

Half students and half sports!

AVAL CONSTRUCTOR R. H. ROB-
1 INSON naturally forms the . sub-
ject of one of the longest of these
poems. In  a s preliminary note bhe
is introlluced as a gentleman whe had
heen “temporarily shanghaied by the
powers that be, to learn wisdom from
them that are older”:
THE EXPLORER (OF THE SLIDE
RULE).
“There's no sense in going further; we
know all there is about it.”
S0 we said, and we believed it: build-
ed ships and fitted drains;
Rar cur water line where it | jed us
—didn't give & d—n about it:
“Up the hill will water amble if it's
managed by our bralnsl”

ARD ROOM

. And the gang

s

Till 2 voice far woree than conscience
rang interminable changes
On one everlasting whisper, day and
night repeated——=o0——
“Something hidden: go and fnd it: go
look where she ranges—
Something even we can
knowledge waiting for yeo

gather;
—gol”

So I went, worn out of patience
told my nearest neighbors,
Bought some uniferms and toddied—
left them talking pelities:
that do the Enocking.
they turned to and heiped my
labors,
And I found some troubles zathering
in her unexpected tricks e

never

Fault by fault T puzzled through ‘em:
telling yarns and still explaining:
Hurried on to find some good things.
turning back when nothing came,
Till I found her sieaming easy, neot a
vital thing complaining,
Felt the good ship heave beneath me,
felt her long to play the game.

Then [ headed k to Bureau, fuil of
wild sea tales, vou wager:
Told them how the laundry fizzied.
how the winches failed ta wiheh:
How the heat welled up about us, made
each bather but a rager:
How the air ports eracked and shat-
tered till the sea just had a cinch.

Will they jeer and will thevy flout me
: when I tell them how to de it?
Will they still knew meore than ses-
men, as thev always have of yore?
Or will they in my weords find wisdem.
ag at desk on desk ther still sit?
If the gods look down upon us. Lhey
will listen ta my lore!

the chaplain of (he flagahin. comesin
fcr =2 Jocund, reféreree 19 thi~ peren-
nial quips and quirks in which he ex-
hibited his Irish Tove of fur.
SKY PILOT
In almost every lLiouse of pra~er
¥ou'l' find the sdevil roesting there:
Although to tell it makes vs woep,
He giveth his beloved sleep!
So sayeth the scribe. but you can bet
No man on that kis thouglits ean set:
Not on your life! It's not like that
When things are run by Father Matt
“Cheer up, me lads: don't dare to sleep,
Tl erzek a joke to make = weep:
And if that fails to start your tears,
A soug FlU sing ic spite of jeers.”
So dafly moves our padre gay,
To whom upen his jolly way
©Our cheers, and not our jeers. we send,
CE merry to the end.

FArm' ‘MATTHEW C. GLEESON,

WANDERINGS”OF LIEUTENANT
COMMANDER LLOYD H. CHANDLER.,
REAR ADMIRAL EVANS FLAG SECRETARY

HE. surgéon of the fleet, Dr. L. W
T" iT!.l.tp:".vn!DZ' Chandier to take
in@ividual and vicarieus revenge,
for pilis and other nostrums shot 4

inte

-
tiie Intestines of officers and crew. Here®
is how he does '

FLEET SURGEON
Who pumps the drugs inte vou?

The sentor surgeon, he,

Whe peurs it eut In goblets, —
And hands it out to me.

"Twixt healtl

and health's rer.urmn"
1S in his grip
what we will
new

He gets
4nd, gods,

auffer .
On that -

hespital ship!
What germs are in -
Fhe largest mump earth
How would he treat me for one?
Hed sure reduce my girth.
By day with seidlitz powders,
By nigkt with sleepy deop=.
Creeps up the senior surgeon,
If you oniy give him repe.

the sick bay

on

What rigitt has he to dope us?
The right might gives to all
How dares he chop us epen?
It's just Lis bioomin" gall
And kin of those he's deoctersd,
Whese forms he gaily dents,
He monthiy for his labor b
Deducts his twenty cents

Trust ye the senior surgeon,
Trust ye his crunning maites.
Don't ¢cavil at their treatment,
You're forgetten by the Fates
Or If you dale not risk
You'd batier not get sick.
For If you do theyll get yveu
And poane: uponm you «

"y F course Chandler's muse
( been allowed

expression without
tatiatorv—ieassures.
them™ [

wms not
wreak itself im
proveking

sihal we omdl
e Matt hMinisell is secused

to

ot “thinking =p a poem to get ovem
with his friend™ That others Gad
theught simitar thoughis iz evidenced

by the final poemr of the lot. 5
ENYOI
Ll tFere, posts, our metre’'s ™ uskew,
Your iines bulble gayly—but they lagk
of feel a few.
I've never kncwn that poets wrale saen
measiy verse as you, >
Arnd Austin. Fm fow persuaied. must
he a peet rue. .
ARl there, shipmates’ [ thank you fow
vour dnner: ) -
T don't knew which to thank she mosty
this saint or this.gay sinner: .

But anyhew let's drink to t with
whem our theughts de res -
“Sweethearts and wives!” the navy

teast, of all good toasts the best.2



