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response was to roll

over in his bed and breathe heavily.
From that on Roberts’ troubles

were his own until morning.

On the way to breakfast Roberts

had Stanton turn aside with him to

the desk.
“We were disturbed last night,"

he said to the clerk. “Ihave reas-
on to question the explanation given
by the disturber. We are in room
five-ten. lie insisted it was room
six-ten. He had n key. Who occu-
pies room six-ten?”

The clerk hesitated ns If about

to refuse to give the information.
Stanton perceived his reluctance

and supported Roberts.

“In the circumstances,” said Stan-
ton, "it is a fair question. As Mr.

Roberts says, we were disturbed
and were not satisfied with the ex-
planation.”

“Have you made any complaint?”
the clerk asked. “I have been on
duty only a half-hour.”

"It isn’t necessary to make a com-
plaint.” said the lieutenant. “We

Just want some information.”
The clerk decided to give it. lie

looked at his board.
“Room six-ten is occupied by

Mrs. H. C. Carroll of Providence,
and her daughter.”

"And room four-ten?”
The clerk turned again to his

board.
“Room four-ten by J. D. Adams,

Os Des Moines. That is Mr. Adams

at the other end of the cigar coun-
ter.” He indicated a man of slen-
der build who was selecting a cigar.

“Our visitor could not have had

either room. He was fat. He was
or pretended to be, confused by

drink."
“Is it something the manage-

ment should take up?” the clerk
asked.

“No,” said Stanton, “we are leav-
ing today. It was only an incident,

but we were curious.”
“Just another thing," said Rob-

erts. “Lieutenant Stanton was
moved yesterday from the room he
was occupying—what was it, Stan-
ton?’

“Three-twelve.”
“To room five-ten. Would the reg-

ister still show him in three-twelve?
Let’s see if it does."

He turned back the pages of the
book and found the line where Stan-
ton had registered.

“Yes, it does. Who had room
three-twelve after six o’clock?”

"Mr. Peter L. Ashe of Albany,” he

said.
“Ask Mr. Ashe, will you, when

you see him, if he was aroused last
night. We are going in to break-

fast. Try to find out from him.”
“It seems to me I should know

why I’m making inquiries of our
guests. If it is a serious matter the
manager should be informed.”

“If it’s a matter of any impor-

tance, it's only to us,” said Stanton,
"or may be. It’s not likely to be to
the hotel or to anyone else. Ask
Mr. Ashe. Or we’ll do it if you
don’t want to. You’ll have a bet-
ter opportunity.”

“If I see him I will,” said the
clerk.

At breakfast Roberts explained
that he had not registered his name
but had assumed another. He was
not on the books as himself. If the
fat man had been a bird dog he
would not have found Roberts, but
he would have found Stanton. If
the occupant of room three-twelve
had any experience with a fat visi-
tor or intruder it would make the
incident at room five-ten under-
standable in only one fashion.

“Then you'll admit,” said Roberts,
“that they have begun. They’ve
gone at it quick. The very night of
the day they find me here.”

“I’ve been encouraging your ideas
too much,’ said the lieutenant.
“They’re improbable. The only
reason I've taken any of them in is
because I’m a bit fanciful myself.
And I’ve known the copper type
which won’t see at all with the
mind's eye. Eat your bacon and
eggs, man. I don't want to take
only a package of coffee and gin
back home. Put a little food around
your ribs.”

“You still think I'm yellow, don’t
you ?”

“I’m not wasting much time think-
ing about it. You probably know
yourself better than I ever will. Rut
if half the things you think are true
happen to be true you'll need both
nerve and luck to get through.”

‘l'll get by. I’m going out into
the far Pacific. I’ll get a couple of

Malay knife-men who will be mil-
lionaires in their own coin as long
as I’m alive. A few flower girls to
go along with them. Some Chinese
music and the Temple bells. Sixty
thousand a year. It won’t be so
bad.”

When they came out of the dining
room a bellboy asked them to speak
bo the clerk.

“Isaw Mr. Ashe,” said the clerk.
"He says he was called on the tele-
phone eosc time after midnight and

asked if he was Lieutenant Stan-

ton. lie said no and that was all.”
"That’s satisfactory,” said the

lieutenant. "It explains all we need

know. Thank you.”
“We’ll pack and get out,” said

Roberts as they came to their room.
"Pretty plain what was up last
night. Your Dogberrys must have
stuck with Blair and Ashley for

about two minutes. I thought you
were rather simple about that.”

“Mister, I’m always simple,” said
Stanton. It’s my trusting nature.
Did I mention the fact that I’m not
a detective?”

“You don’t need to mention it.
Why don’t you call up the police
here and ask them what they

mean?”
“What they mean what?”
“Where Blair and Ashley are?

What do you think we’re interested
in ?”

“I don’t give a d—n where Blair
and Ashley are just now.”

“Well, I do. There’s a train up
from Beacon on the other side of

the river at ten. We’re taking It.
We’ll get started moving and keep

moving.”
From then on until Stanton had

him behind the drawing room door
in the car of the train they took in

Albany his nervousness increased.
It had become acute just before
train time. He was certain that he
had sight of Blair and Ashley in
the station.

CHAPTER IX

Portraits by Roberts.

IN THE drawing room Roberts at
once locked the door and drew

the curtains at the windows. He
then opened his bag and took out a
quart bottle of whisky. With it he

went into the washroom and poured
himself a half-glass of the liquor.

After drinking it neat he gasped
and coughed, but even in his nerv-
ousness he remembered to play
host. He rinsed the glass and came
out to offer It and the bottle to
Stanton, who shook his head.

“No? .
.

. All right,” said Rob-
erts. “We’ll have lunch here in the
room. We’ll have all our meals

here. Blair and Ashley are on the
train. I’ll need all the breaks if I

can get away from them. D—n the
luck that I had to run into them at
old man Darling’s. Without that
I’d have had a fair chance.”

fit might seem that Roberts at
this time was overemphasizing the
probable consequences of this unfor-
tunate coincidence, however true
they proved in the event. Allow-
ance. however, must be made for all
the motives animating the Turner
will associates. Persons with inti-
mate knowledge of their characters
gave more weight to distrust than
to desire of money without at all
overlooking the strength of the lat-
ter. As Maisie later says. It was a
panic. Turner undoubtedly knew
the men thoroughly. Possibly If
Blair and Ashley had not encoun-
tered Roberts as they did in New-
burgh the temptation to do away
with him might have been resist-
ible. This remains conjectural, but
it is possible that without the meet-
ing at Mr. Darling’s home the mur-
ders might have been three and not
six.]

“I’ll ring for the porter,” said
Roberts. “Have him send a waiter.
Whenever anyone comes I’m going
into the washroom.”

“I’ll go through the train,” said
Stanton, “and see if they’re on.”

“What good would that do?”
“You’d be able to stop worrying

in one case and really begin it in
the other.”

“Never mind. I know they’re on
the train. They may or may not
know I know it. Let them guess.
I’ll need all the breaks.”

After lunch Roberts slept on the
couch and Stanton read. When
Roberts lazily aroused himself he
played games of solitaire, and en-
joyed his bottle, coaxing the lieu-
tenant to join him in a two-handed
game of cards or in drinks.

“You’re a dull John Law,” he said.
“Hunt up your friends,” said the

lieutenant. “We might invite them
in.”

“That’s an idea. A truce. They’d
keep it as long as they wanted to.”

“What did you fellows do to Tur-
ner? You might as well begin clean-
ing up that.”

“That seems to be preying on your
mind. Nothing was done to Tur-
ner. Incidents will happen in a
rough life. We haven’t lived in the
parlor. Sometimes one man would
get a little the worst of it and some-
times another. No one would keep
account of them. Turner wasn’t the
fellow to do it.”

“Just a great big boy.”
“That’s it.”
“And the best two-fisted hater

I’ve ever heard of. Play your cards,
or you'll have me knowing I’m
simpler than I am.”

With dark and after dinner Rob-
erts appeared almost at ease in his
mind. His bottle explained some of
his comfort. The cloister sense—-
he again had the curtains drawn-
in the closed room of the speeding
train was another reason for his
lifting spirits. He was talkative,
and the lieutenant thought some-
thing might come of that but very
little did.

“They’ll pair for it,” he said late
in the evening in one of his few ref-
erences to his flight, “but I may
handle them yet. They’ve always
been paired, and it’s a queer combi-
nation at that. I never could un-
derstand how they trusted each
other. I don’t believe they can. I’ll
never know why I haven't trapped
and shot them. Nothing but scruples

can keep anyone from murder in

New York or Chicago. It can’t be
detected. You know that, Stanton.

“You know murder can't be dis-

covered if sensible men hide it.
Only mad men and fools are caught.
Everything favors concealment and
prevents detection. The only thing

that keeps a man’s enemies alive is
his own conscience. You know that.
I'll not be so sure of mine, with this
conscienceless pursuit of me going
on the way you see it.

“Blair is a public nuisance. 1
have seen enough of his life to hang

him a dozen times. Once at Port

Said a porter was surly. Blair
cracked him on the chin, knocked
him overboard, senseless, and
leaned on the rail and grinned,
watching the spot where he went
under.

“I saw him in a Tia Juana can-
tina, not one of the American bars,
take the knives away from two Mex-
icans and carve them. Then he shot
a rurale in the leg, took his horse
and, with Ashley behind him, got

across the line. Ashley was laugh-
ing all the time as if it was a mu-
sical comedy or Charlie Chaplin.

“He’s a devil. So's Ashley. You
said you fancied Ashley. In one
fashion you might be right. Blair’s
a fool about women, and Ashley
isn’t. He doesn’t get himself tied
up, and Blair does. He’s crazy. And
you’d think he was irresistible.
Maybe he is with the only kind of
women he ever sees or is ever likely
to see. It’s a wonder he's come out
of some of his cases.

“They are all alike. For a month
Blair will be obsessed with a girl.
You would be sure it was for eter-
nity. So would she. The great
lover. If she’s Omphale she thinks
he’s Hercules at the spinning wheel.
Oh, don’t grin; I know some music.
I was an Anglican vicar once, what-
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He Seemed to Follow the Girl by
Watching Ashley’s Expression.

ever that has to do with It. He
makes them think they are all Dell-
lahs. He likes violent ones. His
favorite woman is the tigress. He
quits every one in about a month.
It’s a wonder he’s alive. He
laughs at them. I know perfectly
well he must have killed some of
them to keep himself from being
killed.

“You think I’m romancing. I saw
a girl, half Spanish, half Riff, come
up behind him In a Marseilles case
with a half-foot knife blade. I was
with some American naval officers
off a cruiser, the Nashville I think
it was. Blair was sitting with Ash-
ley. Blair’s back was to the girl,
but Ashley was facing the girl and
he saw her. He knew who she was
and why she had the knife, but he
gave her a break. The only warn-
ing Blair got was a sort of antici-
patory grin on Ashley’s face and

the same sort of look in his eyes.
That was sport for Ashley. Blair
knew him well enough to be warned
that something amusing to Ashley

was behind him. He knew that.
It might have been danger, or just
a fellow coming up to slap him on
the back or knock his hat down
over his ears and buy a bottle of
wine. That -would be champagne.
That’s always wine to Blair. He’s
a pig, but he’s an old tusker of a
wild boar. And it could be some-
thing else behind him, and it was.

“I don’t know how he did it, but
he seemed to follow the girl by
watching Ashley’s expression and he

whirled just as she struck. She
shrieked and fainted. They said
afterward he had broken her arm.
She was carried away. No one could
blame Blair for what they saw, and
it was nothing to the police what

emotional suffering she might have
had. To the Continental police

that’s hooey. Pulling a knife’s
is something, but you’ve got to
stick it in a heart to have a case
for the police. Over here you could
have got a jury to hold Blair while
the gal sliced him. It might be a
good system at that. I wish to
G—d she had been.a second quicker
or that Ashley had kept his d —n
face straight. He could have had
his fun later.

"When Blair sat down again he

ordered some more drinks and be-
gan to cuss Ashley. Ashley just
laughed. The madder Blair got and
the louder he cussed, the more fun

Ashley had. I thought there’d be
murder yet, but Ashley had one
hand spread out on the table and
there was a blue shadow between
two of his ungers. He had one of
those d—n little single shot .38's
covered. Blair saw it. If he had
made a pass it would have taken
him right through the stomach and

the spine. So pretty soon he be-

THE COOLIDGE EXAMINER

gan to laugh, and Ashley took his
hand off the table. They knew each
other pretty well. They do yet.

“They sat there two hours, and
every once in a while Ashley would
lean back and laugh. He certainly

enjoyed that girl’s visit. When they
were comfortably drunk they went
away arm in arm. That's Blair and
Ashley.”

"You said Maisie was Trembly’s
wife,” said Stanton.

“Did I?”
“Well, maybe it was Blair said

it. Where’s she living now? Chi-
cago?”

“I don’t know.”
“There are some things I want

you to know tomorrow. You’re go-
ing over to talk to the state’s attor-
ney.”

“I am, like h—l. And why?

What am I charged with?”
“Nothing. You’re helping us part-

ly in return for helping you. And
you’re being decent to me. Who do
you suppose would believe my story
without something to show for it?
You’re that something.”

“We’ll see,” said Roberts. “Prob-
ably I sha’n’t mind.”

"I hope you won’t, partly for
your own sake. I think it will be
better for you. Now you can go
into the washroom, or you can come
with me to Pie smoking room. I’m
going to call the porter to make
up the berths. If you stay here tell
him what you want.”

“I’ll stay here,” said Roberts, “and
I’ll take the upper berth. Ring
three times when you come back,

Then I'll know who it is.”

CHAPTER X

Roberts Bolts for Safety.
XI7HEN Stanton awoke the fol-
’ V lowing morning there was no

sound from Roberts in the upper
berth. The train was an hour nnd
a half's run from the La Salle Street
station, and the lieutenant did not
disturb his roommate but quietly
set about dressing and shaving.
Then he considered whether to have
his breakfast without awaking and
speaking to Roberts or to arouse
him. He thought It best to arouse
him.

“Roberts,” he called, “are you
awake? Want to get up?”

There was no answer.
“Say, Roberts.” he called again,

“I’m going to breakfast."
There was no sound from the up

per berth, and Stanton reached in
to shake the sleeper. He could feel
nothing but the bedclothes. That
astonished him, and he stood up on
the couch to look in the berth. Rob
erts was not there.

This was so completely beyond
Stanton’s understanding that he
looked In the wnshroom on Impulse,
although heiiimself had just stepped
out of it. Then he looked for Rob-
erts’ bag. It also was gone, and
the case was clearer.

Stanton rang for the porter and
opened the door. The porter was at
work on a near-by section.

"That was my ring,” said the lieu-
tenant. He did not say George.
"The man who was traveling with
me isn’t in his berth. I thought he
was asleep. His bag isn’t in the
room. Do you know anything about
him?”

“He got off at Elkhart,” said the
porter. “Didn’t you know that?”

The porter had no plantation
idiom which would require an at-
tempt at phonetics in type. He did
not say “Captain” or “Boss.”

“No, I didn’t know it,” said the
lieutenant.

“Nothing wrong, is there?” the
porter asked.

“Nothing at all. If he wanted
to get off it was his business. If
he didn’t want to tell me that also
was his affair. He probably made
a sudden decision and didn’t want
to disturb me.”

“Have you—” the porter checked
himself.

“Have I what?”
“What I started to say might not

sound so good,” said the porter,
smiling. “So I’ll not say it. I
was thinking that your friend might
have left a message with me for you
and since he didn’t—”

“I’d better see whether I have all
my belongings? That’s all right. I
didn’t have enough to worry about,
and I guess he wouldn’t want any
of them. I’llgo to breakfast.”

“Yes. sir,” said the porter.

By the time Stanton was seated
in the dining car the whole episode
had become amusing. His own part
in it as much as any other. His ward
had absconded. He was returning
home with some fantastic stories
and nothing else. He knew one of
the murderers and had talked to
him, but was not able to lay a finger

on him. He could not bring him
home, and it was a Wisconsin case
even if anything ever could be made
of it. He had been returning with
a possible victim who had run away
from him.

He thought he knew why Rob-
erts had bolted. The man was con-
vinced Blair and Ashley were on the
train. He also was persuaded that
they thought he didn't know it. They
would expect him to get off at the
La Lalle Street station without any
suspicion that they were back of
him. Therefore it would be easy
to deceive them, get off and make
a dash by any route lie wanted for
the Pacific coast and his dive into
the obscurities of the Far East.

After breakfast Stanton sat in
his room reconciling himself with
amusement to his predicament. I
never said I was a detective, he
thought to himself as an answer to

the whole thing.
ms he rnvTivi'Ekn *

WILL PAY RAISER
TO GRADE PULLETS

Weaker Should Be Given a
Fair “Break.”

One of the easiest mistakes a
poultryman can make is to grow a
lot of good pullets and then upset
their usefulness for some time by
wrong handling when putting them
into permanent laying quarters, says
the Rural New-Yorker. The Vermont
station gives some excellent and
timely advice by emphasizing care-
ful selection in making up pens
about equal in development. The
slower maturing pullets left on the
range will then grow faster because
they are not bossed by the more ma-
ture ones. Being chased about and
pecked prevents these smaller birds
from getting an equal chance at the
feed and apparently even breaks
their spirit so that they take for
granted that they are underlings and
never fully recover. Another point
of great importance is that the per-
manent quarters should be as nearly

like the range conditions as prac-
ticable, so that the pullets will not
feel “strange.” Going about, cran-
ing their necks and trying to make
up their minds where to roost, is a
bad sign. They should feel happy
and at home. As the birds on range
have had airy houses, they should
not be closed in too tightly at night.
Os course there must be no drafts
on the roosting places on cool nights

but ample ventilation that will pre-
vent any feeling of “stulflness” is
needed.

Opinion on Matter of
Heat in Poultry House

A friend of ours interested in the
ventilation of poultry houses asked
us recently if we thought the tem-
perature of the average household
refrigerator was too cold for a hen

to do good work in. We replied that
we thought it would be too cold.

He, having checked up on the mat-
ter, reminded us that the optimum
temperature for a poultry house is
45 degrees to 50 degrees F. and that
the average household refrigerator
is seldom lower than 45 degrees F.

unless it be an electric plant set to
freeze ice cubes.

This leads us to believe that if

one can keep the temperature of his
poultry house from going much be-
low 40 degrees F. in the winter time,

the egg production will not be dis-
turbed very much, provided, of
course, the hens are properly fed. —

Hoard’s Dairyman.

Inspection May Help
In looking over some poultry

houses a few days ago, small cracks
were discovered in the back of the

house just over the roosts. Think
of the enormous amount of heat
that is lost from the house. Also

consider the large amount of cold
air tnat will drive In from the
north. That crack may appear per-

fectly harmless and yet it may be
the source of much trouble later.
Chickens can’t stand that kind c1

a draft. The colder temperature as
a result of the presence of cracks
may not influence egg production,
but it is very apt to, and it is best

to give the chickens fresh air in
some other way where the cracks
are small. Patching plaster is very
helpful, but with the layer more
strenuous measures must be em-
ployed. The moral is to cttunk up
the cracks. /

Creosote Kills Mjftes
Chicken mites cannot stand the

Oder of creosote. J. J. Stegmaier.

Tippecanoe county, Indiana, has
found.

“I creosoted the floors in my
brooder houses to make them easier
to clean and to prevent decay,” said
Mr. Stegmaier. “I didn’t know there
was a chicken mite in the brooder
house. After it was creosoted I
closed it up tight and let it stand a
few days. When I opened it I found
dead mites strewn by the thousands
over the floor. It pays to use creo-
sote.”

Hens Need Lime for Eggs
For a hen to produce econom-

ically she must be supplied with all
the ingredients necessary for the
completed eggs, plenty of good bal-
anced food with fresh water at all
times. She must also be supplied at
all times with a plentiful supply of
calcium (lime). This lime is need-
ed not only for shell formation but
also for body maintenance. A good
limestone grit will supply this lime
efficiently and economically and at
the same time aid in grinding .the
food.

Water, Water, Water
Water is by no means to be con-

sidered least as a part of the egg
ration. No matter how well-bal-
anced the mash, the hen cannot
make the best use of it without a
great deal of water. If hens won’t
drink enough, wet the mash and
make them take water that way, at
the same time providing plenty of
water at a temperature that will in-
duce much drinking. An egg is G 5
per cent or more water. Don’t stint
on it, and reduce your egg supply.
—Nebraska Farmer.

Southwest News Items

Officials of the Arizona-Texas base-

ball league are working to perfect a
six-club loop for the 1932 season with
Albuquerque, N. M. filling the va-
cancy caused by withdrawal of Globe.

Cotton pickers and other field

workers are urged not to come to
Arizona at this time unless prepared

to sustain themselves for a period of
sixty days or more as there is no
work for them here at present.

Alvin Self, who escaped from the
Arizona penitentiary at Florence by
riding out of the gates in an oil tank,

was shot and killed at El Centro, Cal.,
when Melvin Perkins, a Negro jani-

tor, surprised Self as he attempted to
loot the El Centro postoffice.

Arizona is one of nine states which

has not had a lynching in the past ten
years. This information is from a re-
port compiled by the Commission on
Race Retetions, Federal Council of

the Church of Christ in America. New

Mexico has not had a lynching in the
past two years.

An Apache Indian was killed and
two of his companions were injured

! seriously when their automobile left
i the highway at Cutter, Ariz., recently.

George Modies, 40 years old died in-
stantly when he was crushed after a
wheel of the machines collapsed and

sent it swerving off the road.
I Dick Wick Hall’s Salome Frog that

I couldn’t swim came to the notice of

Arizonans again recently when articles
of incorporation were filed in Phoenix

• for the Salome Frog Mining Company,

I Phoenix, capitalized at $1,000,000 by
L. J. Soper and C. K. Tibbets, Phoe-
nix, directors of the organization.

Winnie Ruth Judd, 27-year-old min-

ister’s daughter, must die on Arizona’s
gallows for the killing of her one-

I time friend, Agnes Anne Leroi. This

i decision was reached when a Phoneix

jury that considered evidence in her

I case and found she was guilty of first

degree murder and fixed the penalty
at death.

Following a coroner’s jury verdict
that death resulted from "gunshot

wounds inflicted by a person or per-
sons unknown to us,” peace officers of

Flagstaff, Ariz., launched an investiga-
tion into the death of John O. Par-
sons, former Coconino county sheriff.

Parsons was found, shot thru the
head, in his automobile.

Approximately three hundred per-
sons will be employed at the United
States Veterans Bureau Hospital and
Veterans’ bureau office upon com-
pletion of the hospital in Albuquerque.
The hospital is expected to be com-
pleted by May 17 byt bureou officials

do not believe it will be ready for oc-
cupancy before July 1.

To be prepared to meet emergencies

in the event of Lower Rio Grande
floods this spring resulting from heavy

snows, Adjutant General Osborne C.
Wood, has ordered tents, cots, blan-

kets and other New Mexico National
Guard supplies to be moved from the
Las Vegas armory to storage in the
armory at Socorro, N. M.

One week after he had finished
serving a six month sentence in the
county jail in Albuquerque for theft
of an automobile from a car renting
company, J. M. Cash, alias James Mc-
Intyre, found himself arrested again

and charged with the theft of another
car from the same company. He was
arrested at Bernalillo.

Representatives of one hundred and
fifty Rodeos, Roundups and Stam-
pedes of the United States and Can-
ada meet at Tucson, Arizona, Feb.

18-19 to discuss proposed changes in
the rules determining the world’s
championship cowboy and the cham-
pion in each of the seven events that
constitute a rodeo.

Fred G. Cox, sixty-one-year-old Pres-
cott man, was sentenced to three
years in the penitentiary, but the
sentence was suspended providing he

refrains hereafter from hunting or
using firearms. Cox last November
shot and killed Jasper J. DeForrest,
his hunting companion, thinking he
was a deer or a coyote.

Sheriff's deputies shot it out with
three men and a woman and rescued
Gordon E. Sawyer, prominent Tucson
banker kidnaped and held for $60,000
ransom. The kidnapers fled from an
abandoned house after an exchange
of shots with deputies and Sawyer

was found at the bottom of a deep dry

well where he had been held prisoner.
Hemmed in by five feet of snow in

blizzard ridden valleys surrounded by
peaks of the Canjilon and Nutrias
mountains, three hundred and twenty-
five destitute and starving Spanish-
American people, too proud to beg,
were given food relief for which their
men-folk will re-pay the state in labor
on state highways. They did not seek
charity from the state.

The U. S. Department of Justice in
Washington, D. C., has approved the

title of the site for the proposed In-
dian sanitarium at Winslow, accord-
ing to advices received from Senator
Carl Hayden by the Winslow Chamber

of Commerce. Congress appropriated
$150,000 before their adjournment last
spring for the construction of a sani-

tarium to be built at Winslow.
Building projects with an estimated

cost of approximately $75,000 are un-
der way in Roswell, N. M., at the
present time.

The total farm value of all New
Mexico livestock on hand January 1,
1932, shows a decline of $16,534,000 or
about 32 per cent from last year, ac-
cording to the annual livestock re-
port issued by the United States de-
partment of agriculture. The total

farm value of all livestock on hand
January 1, 1932, was $35,492,000 as
compared with $52,026,000 Jan. 1, 1931,
and $71,480,000 Jan. 1, 1930.

HEADACHES
NEURITIS

NEURALGIA, COLDS
Whenever you have some nagging

ache or pain, take some tablets of
Bayer Aspirin. Relief is immediate!

There’s scarcely ever an ache or
pain that Bayer Aspirin won’trelieve
—and never a time when you can’t
take it.

The tablets with the Bayer cross
are always safe. They don’t depress
the heart, or otherwise harm you.
Use them just as often as they can
spare you any pain or discomfort.
Just be sure to buy the genuine.
Examine the package. Beware of
imitations.

Aspirin is the trade-mark of Bayer
manufacture of monoaceticacidester
of salicylicacid.

“The Cockpit Country”
In the days when the nation was.

enthusiastically accosting each
neighbor with “ask me another,” we
were often asked, where is the Cock-
pit country? Only those who have

taken a West Indies cruise know,
and not all of those. It means a
trip to Jamaica, and a journey when
there to Balaclava and the glades of
the Black river, Jamaica’s longest
navigable stream, famous for its dye

woods and alligators.

Knew
“Did my wife speak at the meeting

yesterday?”
"I don’t know your wife, but there

was a tall, thin lady who rose and
said she could not find words to ex-
press her feelings!”

"That wasn’t my wife!”—Karika-
turen.
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Is Your Rest
Disturbed?

Deal Promptly with Bladder
Irregularities

Heed promptly bladder ir-
regularities, burning, scanty I
and too frequent passage and i
getting up at night. They may
warn ofsome disordered kidney
or bladder condition. Try I
Doan’s Pills. No other adver- j
tised diuretic is so widely used,

i None so well recommended.
Get Doan’s today

l^JDo&iVs
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Going Down!
"He’s on the stock market.”
‘‘On the curb?”
“He was on the curb, but now he’s

In the gutter.”—Passing Show.

By-Bay ,

Wise —Darling, I’ve just been down
that lovely little by-street.

Husband (gloomily)—What have
you bought? —Passing Show.

The harder a man works the more
he earns for others.

COLDS
RUB Musterole well into your chest

land throat—almost instantly you

feel eaisier. Repeat the Musterole-rub
once an hour for five hours ...

what a glorious relief!
Those good old-fashioned cold reme-

dies—oil of mustard, menthol, camphor
—are mixed with other valuable ingredi-
ents in Musterole to make it what doc-
tors call a "counter-irritant” because
it gets action and is not just a salve.

It penetrates and stimulates blood
circulation and helps to draw out infec-
tion and pain. Used by millions for 20

years. Recommended. by many doctors
and nurses. All druggists.

#

To Mothers—Musterole is also
made in milder form for babies
and small children. Ask for Chil-
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