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L IOVE or MoNEYUcmy^
CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE (Con-

tinued*

lOTTIE returned in an amazingly
- short time, smooth of hair,

dressed in baby blue and looking
more than ever like a blond angel.

The girls reclined in their deck
chairs, the fragrant honeysuckle
sweetening the breeze from across
the bav The little speedboat in
which Bud had arrived swung in
the harbor.

From the kitchen they co'uld hear
Miss Grade's lilting voice suggest-
ing guava paste for tea. Josie,
squeezing lemons, was singing hap-
pily.

"We'll be alone,” remarked Lottie
Unexpectedly.

"It looks that way. Yes.”
As if in answer, to her query,

there was a shout beneath the hiil.
Native boys, moving faster than the
girls had ever seen them,, came
streaming out of the green tunnel
of trees, running and shouting. The
car, moving carrfully under Bud's
guidance, following.

Barry was in the back seat bend-
ing over someone, or something.
Steve! Where wras Steve!

"What is it, Mona?” Lottie stam-
mered. She rose and ran to the
edge of the terrace. "What can have
happened? Where is Steve?”

The boys, running ahead, reached
the doorway. One of them shouted
for Miss Grade, who came hastily
with Josie, Florence and Maria
close behind.

The girls could hear a sharp order
from Barry. Mona put her arm
about Lottie. Barry was safe! Barry
was safe. Where was Steve,

"There, there, dear,” Mona began
as Lottie started forward with a
cry.

What has happened!” she cried.
The boy came toward them, his

eyes round in alarm. "Boss, he hurt
very bad, Meestress! Very bad!”

"Boss Steve?”
"Boss Steve, Meestress! Very,

very bad.”
The rar had reached the gate now

and Sam ran back again to meet it.
The natives already were wailing
with that monotonous note of de-
spair they reserved for irrevocable
misfortune.

"What happened?” asked Lottie,
struggling from Mona’s embrace.
"How is Steve hurt? Did he fall?
Was he shot accidentally?”

"Oh no, Meestress! Boss Steve
hurt by fer-de-lance. The fer-de-
lanco!”

CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

THE native’s cry struck terror in
both girls’ hearts. "Boss Steve

hurt by fer-de-lance.” The deadly
snake of the West Indies! If Steve
were a victim of the fer-de-lance,
he would die!

Lottie groaned and hurried for-
ward, Mona close behind. The car
had reached the entrance now.
Barry was issuing orders and Bud
was helping the native boys lift out
Steve. *

With quick, sharp directions from
Miss Grade, they carried Steve into
the house and laid him gently on a
lounge. Tlie terror-stricken natives
were hustled away. Josie came run-
ning, bringing hot water.

Outside the door. Mona and Lottie
Waited, too frightened to speak.

Suddenly Lottie said, "The Mi-
randa! Dr. Alien is aboard with
serum. They must be close to Gra-
nada now!

"Oh. Mona, if we could get some
of that serum perhaps it would save
him!” She glanced at her watch.
"I'm going to try, Mona !”

The maid passed with a basin ol
water. Lottie ran into the room
where Barry was.

"Barry!” she cried.' "Quick! If
we can get antitoxin from the
snake institute, won’t that save
him?”

Quickly she explained her plan.
Dr. Allen was aboard the Miranda

1 bringing serum from the snake in-
stitute to Martinique. If he could
be reached, she knew he would help

: them.
A light of incredulous joy spread

over Barry's face as Lottie went on
| talking. The Miranda was a scant

‘ fifteen minutes away by plane. If
there was antitoxin aboard, they

! must send for it.
He called Bud and explained, :

I Steve’s life was at stake. Miss
! Grade, adept in such matters,
would know what to do until they

j could return.
"Let me go with you, Bud,”.

i begged Lottie. “I’m going—!”
"Don’t you think you'd better

1 stay here, Lottie, in case Steve
wants you?”

11l need someone to help me!” ;
interposed Miss Gracie.

"Do they mean in case Steve
wants her or in case Steve dies?” 1
Mona thought to herself. Instantly
her mind was made up.

“I’ll go with Barry and Bud,” she
announced. “I know Dr. Allen. You !
stay here, Lottie. That's the best j

1 way.”
Miss Gracie, kneeling by the

; couch, was bathing Steve's wounded
leg. Lottie, watching, thought she

j would faint as she saw the woman
pick up a sharp kitchen knife and.
with sharp; merciless Jabs, cut criss-
cross into the wounded flesh.

Steve lay with his eyes closed. He
barely winced at the knife cuts. His
face seemed incredibly pale.
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MONA ran to the entrance, where
Bud and Barry had arrived

with the car. The automobile
coughed, choked and then went
hurtling forward.

Out of the yard, down through the
tunnel of trees to the airport. It
was a distance of half a mile, yet
almost instantly Lottie heard the
roar of the engine and saw ? the
Ladybird rise in the air, hesitate
and then go roaring on, its nose
in the direction of Granada.

Lottie came back to the porch.
Josie knelt there sobbing, holding
a basin of water and watching Miss
Grade’s capable hands.

"Find some disinfectant, Lottie,”
Miss Gracie ordered sharply.

Upstairs the girl flew. Disinfect-
ant? Where would it be? Her fin-
gers fumbled about the medicine

THEY TELL ME'JLt
Always Entertaining

T | E may not be a statesman, and
he may not be a sincere and

able public servant, but Senator
James E. Watson still is the best
one-man vaudeville actor in Ameri-
can politics.

At least he is satisfactory to the
prpsent, past, and would-be job
holders, or wives, mothers or sisters
of pay roll occupants, who consti-
tute in the main the membership of
the Indiana Women's Republican
Club, which met Friday noon.

Jim’s speech was the usual hodge-
podge of apologies, evasions and
balderdash that has characterized
his campaigns so far.

It was entertaining, even when
he didn’t try to be funny. Some of
the high points should be passed
along, just because they are so in-
congruous when the true facts are
known.

F'rinstance, when he calmly takes
the credit to himself for the Home
Loan Bank bill, which, he says, “I
didn't write”—a pause—“that is, I
didn't write all of it.” The truth,
of course, is that it wasn't written
by him, but he carried it around in
his pocket until it was tattered and
torn, and then the fire that was set
under Jim caused him to send it
through, under hopes of 20,000
votes.
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Jim also is modest. He told the

feminine Republicans present all
about the conference of President
Hoover with several financiers out
of which was conceived the Recon-
structipn Finance Corporation.

"Os course. I am not a financier,”
said Jim. But he isp’t fair to him-
self when he says that, for it is an
acknowledged and accepted fact
that any man who can give self-
admitted worthless notes for sugar
stock is the highest type of finan-
cier.

In fact, he is on a par with i'Get
Rich Quick/’ Wallingford of dubious
reputation.

To make it appear more like a
vaudeville show, genial Elam Neal,
formerly of Marion, who slides
along on Jim’s coat tails, acted the
part of "stooge,” which in theatri-

cal parlance means a foil for a
chatter act.
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It must be granted that Jim
knows his stuff—he looked out over
the audience of veterans grown
gray in shouting for the Republican
party and. w'ith a smirk, said: “I
was elected to congress thirty-eight
years ago”—a pause—“that was long
before the most of you were born.”

It appears that his ability as an
age guesser is as great as his states-
manship. But it went over. His
speeches always are entertaining.

Down in Hooppole township there
once lived an old tobacco-chewing
trustee, who used to say that “two
things ruined politics—the eighteenth
and nineteenth amendments.” He
was a wise man.
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BY BRUCE CATTON

PROBABLY, if you are a follower
of fictional or real life murder

stories, you at one time or another
have told yourself that it really
ought not to be so hard for a smart
man to commit a murder in a way
that would absolutely defy detec-
tion.

• And, if you’re like me, you’ve
probably got one or two acquaint-
ances you wouldn't mind putting on
the receiving end of such a plot,
too.)

This idea is developed in “The
Servant Pf Death,” by J. H. Wallis,
and while the novel is marred by
atrocious writing, it is rather in-
teresting in the way the central
character puts his idea into effect.

He is a social light who has fallen
on evil days, due parry to the ac-
tivities of a certain lawyer; and he
decides to get revenge by murder-
ing the lawyer—and by doing it in
such a way that he can not be
caught.

After laying careful plans, he
bumps the lawyer off. All goes well;
he isn’t even suspected.

But pretty soon he begins to get
jittery; presently he feels that he
must commit a second murder to
escape detection.

He devotes equal care to this job
and gets away with it, too, but at
last he is laid by the heels, because,
in his striving for perfection, he
props a clew that the dumbest tyro
wouldn't have left.

“The Servant of Death” is pub-
lished by Dutton and costs $2.

JTICKfcP.S
(O'

A man paid $2 for a five-gaDon can of
milk. He sold Half of it at 12'5 cents
per quart and half at 15 cents per quart.
What was his profit?
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

WASHINGTON TUBBS II

SALESMAN SAM

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

Yesterday’s Answers

COARTPR UHJPAS
APR-CAPT-THURS-0

The letters m the top Ime were
switched around so that, reading from
left to right, they formed the abbrevia-
tions for April, Captain, Thursday and
Ohio,as shown m the lower line.
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TARZAN AND THE ANT MEN

As Talaskar laid her fingers upon the spring
of the secret panel, on the other side of it the
Princess Janzara was leading Tarzan toward a
doorway. “You are afraid," she said. “You do
not trust me? Well, look; yourself into the cham-
ber before you enter."

—By Ahern
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Komodoflorensal and Talaskar saw the floor
give suddenly beneath Tarzan's feet. Zuanthrol
disappeared. As he shot down a polished chute
he heard a wild laugh from Janzara. The floor
that had given way slipped quietly back into
placet
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The princess stood trembling in passion. Turn-
ing, she sawr Komodoflorensal and Talaskar Tar-
zan reached the bottom of the chute and picked,
himself up from the earthen floor. He found him-
self in a room, and for a brief second he thought
It was unoccupied.

—By Williams
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Komodoflorensal leaped for the spot at which
Tarzan had disappeared. It gave beneath him,
and he heard the Princess scream. “So it is YOU
he loves? But he shall not have you!" Janzara
rushed upon Talaskar with drawn dagger, scream-
ing, “Die, slave!"
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shelf. Ah. this was it. This would
do!

Hurrying downstairs Lottie stood
awestruck and fascinated while Miss
Gracie risked her own life drawing
the poison from the wound with
her lips, rinsing her mouth with
every application.

This she did again and again.
Would she die too? For Lottie had
given up hope. Leaning against the
frame of the door. Lottie watched,
praying for the first time in a long,
long while.

“That should do until they get
here,” Miss Gracie was saying,
struggling to her feet and looking
down at the wound.

"You mean ?”

Miss Gracie shook her head. "I
mean that with the serum they are
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bringing he will be all right. Even
without it he might have a chance!

He has wonderful vitality, a won-
derful constitution. I've seen men
die from a snake bite in less time
then it took to brirjg him here!"

She .stopped, abstractedly, to pick
up a towel, indicated the basin of
water to Josie and was off to the
kitchen.

Lottie dropped into a chair beside
the couch where Steve lay. He
seemed asleep, not unconscious, ex-
cept that his face was pale and his
lips hung open a little like a child
off guard.

His hair, curling about his fore-
head, was matted with perspiration.
The neck of his shirt was open, his
tie missing. His hands, usually so
strong, so capable, were relaxed.

One was flung out along his side,
the other hanging over the edge of
the couch.

The wounded leg was propped up
carefully with pillows. It was bare
from the thigh to ankle, a compress
over the wound.

He lay so still that Lottie shiv-
ered. Except for the slight motion
of breathing he might be dead!”

m a

'T'HE minutes ticked away. Miss
Gracie returned, stepping quiet-

ly for. so bulky a woman. Lottie no-
ticed that she was careful in her
movements. That was a good sign.
That meant she believed he would
live!

"I think I hear the Ladybird,”
Miss Gracie said suddenly. At that

very moment there was a cry out-
side.

The maids came clustering about
the door in excitement, old Maria
bringing up the rear.

"Boss Barry coming!” Florence
was saying eagerly.

There was no doubt about it. The
hum. the increasing roar

was the Ladybird. It came hurtling
through the air, closer and closer.

“Landing on the golf course, I
expect.*’ Miss Gracie was saying.
"That's closer. One more time
won't hurt it.'*

‘One more time!” Lottie repea ed.
The song she and Steve had rung
as they danced together went that
way. "One more time! Just one
more time!”

One more time to see Steve alive

and well was all that she wanted of
heaven or of earth.

The Ladybird settled abruptly
into a circle of trees and was lost
to view. Presently the stream of
native boys began once again to
pour out of the tunnel, gesticulat-
ing wildly. The car followed at top
speed.

Mona sat in the car. Bud was
hanging on the running board and
at the wheel this time was Barry.
There was a stranger with them,
young Dr. Allen!' That must mean
that they had brought the serum.

Lottie grew weakly limp and
quietly dropped to the veranda. She
had. for the first time in her life,
fainted away.

(To Be Contiruedl
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