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H O T  N  £  S .  
FROM COLD JrlACiSS. 

P i c t u r e . T h e  o n l y  E u r o p e a n  u n r e s t  a t  s t . M o r i t z  i s  t h e  h u n t  f o r  
the winners of the— 

—International Horse Raoes, The ice-bound surface of St .Moritz 
Lake resounds to the thunder--

—of hoofs. Of course, it's nothing like so thrilling— 

--as Epsom Downs. There1s not a single bookie yelling his head off 
and the murderous— 

—excitement of chasing a welsher is unknown in this select spot. 
Switching from Switzerland— 

— to its supposedly gay neighbour, France, we find General Dosse 
of the French Army inspecting Alpine— 

—Infantry in the Haute savoie Region. Winter manoeuvres— 

—are just finishing, and the troops are— 

—on the last lap of this severe training. In a— 

—few hours they will shake the snow of the mountains--

—from their feet and cease banging away— 

—at nothing with yattering machine guns,— 

— take off the cold skis, and sit a--

—warmer one on their laps. And— 

— there goes the call to— 

—assemble for lower altitudes. Another switch— 

—over to, no, not Trafalgar Square, but Munich, where— 

—the lager comes from. 

An unemployed artist does this work. 

The end of a perfect day. 

Up to the neck I 

A concert party that was an— 

—awful frost. And lastly— 
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two bulls in mortal oombat— 

for their lady love. 

But the oow thawed up and ran away. 
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