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" THE STATE'S OLDEST NEWSPAPER 
(Established 1873) 

DEMON'S SPEED 
An airplane with a speed of 500 miles an hour will be 

developed "within a comparatively short time." So predicts 
Brig. Gen. William Mitchell, assistant chief of the army air 
service. 

Then, says Mitchell, a business man will be able to leave 
New York«City, early in the morning, fly to England, have 
lunch, transact business, and return home before dark. 

If so, what would happen to prohibition ? A picture rises, 
of a rum-hound flying over to London for a spree, back the 
same day. 

In flying at terrific speed, such as 500 miles an hour, the 
chief problem would be supplying air to passengers and 
crew. 

Mitchell tells of experiments, being conducted by the 
army, using oxygen tanks to furnish air for the people in an 
air-tight cabin of the flying craft. 

Fast planes in another generation or two will be as com
mon as aufbs are today. Devices such as oxygen machines 
will be needed then. And they will be monopolized by 
patents. 

About 20 years ago a writer in the Old Argosy magazine 
wrote a story, "A Round Trip in the Year 2000," in which he 
pictured earth's inhabitants going about with meters at
tached to their noses. A trust had monopolized the air and 
was making people pay for the privilege of breathing. May
be this writer was more of a prophet than a "romancer." 

Interesting problems will rise when airplanes making 
500 or 1000 miles an hour, or more, come into general use. 

The frontiers of countries then will virtually disappear. 
The flying machine conquering time and geography, will 
literally place the far corners of the earth at Mr. Average 
Man's door. 

Prohibition or most other attempts to regulate individu-
alsLconduct will be futile then, unless the laws appjy all 
< l er' the world. What will be the good of a drastic law, ap
plying only in one country, when men will be able to evade it 
by flying to another country in a few mintues or hours?. 

What, for instance, would restrain a murderer who could 
kidnap his victim in secrecy, rush him in a flying machine 
to.an ice berg or jungle, commit the murder, dispose of the 
body and return? Once home, even if his crime were dis
covered, he could not be made to answer any charge except 
kidnaping or assault with intent to kill, the actual murder 
beipg committed outside his own country. 

The airplane will steadily lessen the effectiveness of many 
laws within any given country, and international laws will 
become the most important statutes in the world. 

IIAIfDSIIIl'S OK MOVIE LIFE 
If there are among us any 'hand

some young chaps who feel the 
urge for the life of a movie hero, 
let them lie forewarned. It isn't 
all slicked down hair, moonlight, 
and soulful glances that make the 
flapper hearts gx> pf.tip.at) uiu'/er 
peek-a-boo blouses. Not by a jug
ful. The word of Rudolph Valen
tino for it. 

To be sure Rudolph draws down 
$1,250 each Saturday night. But 
the hardships! To begin with, lie 
says his employers gave him a 
dressing room in a building re
served for plebian extra actors, 
such as spear carriers, members of 
the mob and personages in the 
background. Think of it! The 
humiliation of not having a room 
on which was printed -'the word 
"STAR," so that the curious could 
gather about the door and watch 
for his appearance. 

He wanted a couch to rest upon, 
when he returned from posing be>-
fore the camera all tired out from 
heaving sighs while gazing like a 
sickly calf into the eyes of the 
heroine. But instead they built a 
dressing room for him without a 
top, and furnished a half-barrel 
upside down for him to sit upon. 
The sun was burning hot arid while 
changing hi3 costume he sat down 
on the barrel— 

Sudli cruelty! After that he 
could not sit<down, "because every
thing was toa hot. But to add in
sult to injury, when the picture 
was finished the corporation pay
ing Valentino's salary mentioned 
the names of two women as co-
stars in its advertising instead of 
featuring him as the only star. 

That's a nice state ol affairs isn't 
it, in this land of he free where 
slavery was supposed to have been 
abolished nearly sixty years ago? 
It is enough to make amy rouged 
cheeked flapper cry. But young 
men with movie aspirations should 
know what a hard life they have to 
endure.—Sioux City Daily Tribune. 
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IXTEKEST 
According to report, the manu

facturers of motor cars and the 
dealers in them have come to real
ize that it is to their interest to 
have the driving of these machines 
restricted to those who can and 
will do.it properly. Hitherto their 
attitude has been different. They 
have done what they could to 
spread the delusion that with a lit
tle teaching anybody beyond the 
age of infancy could become a com
petent driver. 

Nothing could be further from 
the trutn. Many perfect 1/ well-
intentioned people are constitution^ 
ally unable to mak^ the quie* mas-
cul&r responses to nervous .stimu
lation that t;he, safe driving of a 
motor car requires, add to these 
folk licenses should be >ts firmly 
dem'Ied as to the criminal, the 
drunkard and the drug addict. 
They — the well-intentioned — are 
t-ie ones, who, after a series of 
small accidents, have a 'big one and 
kill themselves or somebody else.— 
New York Times. 

(Continued 

BDBEUT TO CHAMBERS 
OlQQ<2 GSOBGS K.DO&AH COMBANY 

REMEMBER THEM1 

-Here is your opportnnity to do something for the disabled 
soldiers—to help relieve their suffering, to make their lives 
brighter and, in general, to compensate in. part for national 
negligence. 

: The opportunity comes Nov. 4, Forget-Me-Not Day. On 
this day the Disabled American Veterans of the World War 
make their drive for money to aid their membership. 

.^.Giving to this cause is more than a duty. 
"It is a privilege. 
-/The public, wh'en approached by Forget-Me-Not solicitors, 

shou'ld respond generously. No dollar, no dime> could be 
better spent. It will be a permanent investment in happi
ness. 

; NOVEMBER 
v?You can figure on accomplishing a lot during the next 60 

days. Scientists, after long study, announce that the human 
'brain docs its best work in November and December. 

Cool weather is a spur to mental activity, hot weather a 
brake. You've noticed, hard to think in a hot room. 

Brains slow down after Christmas. In March they run 
at high speed again. The maximum of physical strength 
comes in April, May, September and October. 

TALK 
""'tomedian Raymond Hitchcock has decided that most 

Americans who go to theaters have a vocabulary of only 500 
words — such as yes, no, listen, radio, love, money, papa, 
mamma, prohibition and say. 

Maybe it's for the best. 
-Even with a vocabulary limited to 500 words, most of us 

talk too much of the wrong kind of stuff. What would it be 
like if we had the whole dictionary at our tongues' tip? 

• HYPOCRITICAL HOKUM 
I A rich West Virginian, C. Fred 
| Edwards,' who had an ambition to i 

J represent the state in the United 
1 States senate, has 'been indicted 
: for exceeding the limit set by the 
| state corrupt practice act for 
! state-wide primary expenuiture. 

He admits spending $96,000, where
as the limit is $4,125. 

Edwards is the first candidate for 
high office to be indicted in West 
Virginia for violation of the cor
rupt practice flaw, but his friends 
also assert that he is the first can
didate in the state who has ever 
made a truthful return of his cam
paign expense. In view of the 
ridiculous limit tho cause of poli-
eal purity would (probably be ad
vanced more by awarding the can-

| didate a distinguished service medal 
j for his virtue in truth-telling than 
by punishimg him for his fault. 

| The West Virginia law is an ex
ample of political "hokum" as ap
plied to reform legislation. The 
public conscious and the public 
interest demand that some limit be 
placed on primary and1 election ex
penditures, 'but the maximum 
must be fixed ta permit a reason
able outlay for legitimate public
ity. Over half a million persons 
voted at the last presidential elec
tion in West Virginia, yet its law 
forbids a candidate to spend even 

! the price of a 1-cent stamp to each 
elector  in a state-wide appeal. Such 
laws are bound to be evaded and 
only foster hypocrisy in dealing 
with an issue which requires hon
est thinking and sensible legisla
tion for its solution.—Philadelphia 
Bulletin. 

From Our Last Issue) 

CHAPTER III '  

About that time, a mile and a 
half to the southward, James Dar
ragh came out on the rocky and 
rushing outlet of Star Pond. 

Over his shoulder was a rifle,^ftiul 
all around him ran»e dogs—big,^pow
erful dogs, built like foxhound*/1but 
with the rough, wiry coats of Aire
dales, even rougher of car and fea
tures. 

He has been seated there for ten 
minutes, possibly, with his tired 
dogs lying around him, when just 
above him he saw a State Trooper 
emerge from the woods on foot, car
rying a rifle over one shoulder. 

"Jack!" he called in a guarded 
voice. 

Trooper Stormont turned, caught 
sight of Darragh, made a signal of 
recognition, and came toward him. 

Darragh said: "Your mate, Troop
er Lannis, is down stream. I've 
two of my own game wardens at 
the cross-roads, two more on the 
Ghost Lake Road, and two foresters 
and an inspector out toward Owl 
Marsh." 

gtormont nodded, looking down 
at the dogs. 

"What are they, Jim?" 
"Otter-hounds," said Darragh, 

"—a breed of my own. . . . But 
that's all they are capable of hunt
ing, I guess," he added grimly. 
'  Stormont's gaze questioned him. 

"Well," said Darragh, "I left my 
two guests at Harrod Place to 
amuse each other, got out three 
couple of my otter-hounds and start-

"I'ye been after him ever sim*.;. 
.  . . But, Jack, until this (horning 
Quintana did not possess these 
stolen jewels. Clinch did!" 

"What!" 

"Clinch served overseas in a For-
estrjt '-Jtegunent/* In Paris he robbed 
Quintana of these jewels. That's 
jvhyy^I've been hanging around 
ClincTf.'" 

Stormont's' fs^ee was flushed and 
incredulous. Then it lost color as 
he thought -of the jewels that Eve 
had concealed—the gems for whiel) 
she had risked her life< 

He said: "But you tell me Quin
tana robbed you this morning." 

"He did, The little Grand 
Duchess and tho Countess Orloff-
Stre'.witz are my guests at Harrod 
Place. 

"Last night I snatched the case 
containing these gems from Quin
tana's .fingers. This morning, as 1 
offered them to the Grand Duchess, 
Quintana coolly stepped between 
uS—" 

His voice became bitter and his 
features reddened with rage poorly 
controlled: 

"By God, Jack, I should have shol 
Quintana when the opportunity of
fered. Twice. I've had the chance. 
The next time I shall kill him any 
way I can. .  . Legitimately." 

"Of course," said Stormont grave
ly. But his mind was full of the 
jewels which Eve had. What and 
whose were they—if Quintana again 
had the Esthonian gems in his pos
session ? 

.A few minute? later, as they came 

JOKES i 
Raymond Hitchcock, comedian, says Americans have aj 

sense of pie-in-the-face or slapstick fun, but no real sense of' 
humor. 1 

•yHe claims the old jokes go best with audiences because' 
a joke, to an American, is like wine — has to be aged to be 
appreciated. 

That's not the real reason. Old jokes bring laughs, year 
after year, because a new generation is always growing up 
that never has heard the old gags. The stuff that is old to 
grown-ups is new to youth. Actors and scenery change, but 
life is the same old show, century after century. 

PAID 
"The first country to wipe out its World War debt in full 

is„Ocean Island, a Pacific isle that shows up on the map as 
a pinpoint just south of the equator. ( 

_ This little island voluntarily rushed to the assistance of 
New Zealand. It contrbiuted an army of six men. The war 
debt which it now wipes out totaled only about $17,000. 
Nevertheless, it was a "big strain" for such a small com
munity. 

In getting rid of its war debt as quickly as possible, it 
demonstrates the horse-sense typical of small communities 
the world over. 

THE E(tTINGE 
Among the queerest cases of 

wrong identification resulting from 
the fatalities of the late war is that 
of Joe Peters; and the oddest part 
of it all is that the impersonation 
of another character was done de
liberately. While it might sound 
even more strange, the truth is that 
the impersonation wa3 made to fur
ther a worthy cause. 

Such apparent contradictions form 
the basis of the after-the-war drama 
of tender emotions and heart throbs 
presented by Richard Barthelmess ir. 1 

his latest starring picture at the 
Eltinge theater Wednesday and 
Thursday. • 
"Sonny." In his role of Joe Peters, a I 
waterfront and poolroom character, 
the star assumes the identity of 
Sonny Crosby, scion of an aristto- , 
cratie family, who had been a fa ;  

tality in the war. ' 
Movie Chats and an Aesop Fable ! 

are also being shown. The Women's 
Community Council Milk Fund shares ! 
the receipts at the Eltinge Wednes
day and Thursday. 

EVERETT TRUE 

The polks dot tie i.i one of the 
fashions that ha3 not changed for j 
decades. 

ed them—as I hoped and supposed out among the willows and alders 
—on Quintana's trail." 

"What happened?" inquired Stor
mont curiously. 

"Well—I don't know. I think 
they were following some of Quin
tana's gang—for a while, anyway. 
After that, God knows—deer> hare, 
cotton-tail—I don't know. They 
yelled their bally heads off—I on the 
run—they're slow dogs, you know— 
and whatever they were after either 
fooled them or there were too manv 
trails. .  .  I made a mistake, that's 
all. These poor beasts' don't know 
anything except an otter. I just 
hoped they might take Quintana's 
trail if I put them on it." 

They had been walking for twenty 
minutes, possibly. exchanging 
scarcely a word, and they were now 
nearing the hilly basin where Star 
Pond lay, when Darragh sa'.d 
abruptly: 

"I'm going to tell you about 
things, Jack. You've taken my word 
so far that it 's all right— 

"Naturally," said Stormont sim-
ply. 

The two men, who had been 
brother officers in the Great War, 
glanced at each other, slightly smil
ing. 

"Here it is then," said Darragh. 
"When I was on duty in Riga, for 
the Intelligence Department, I met 
two ladies in dire distress, whose 
mansion had been burned and loot
ed, supposedly by the Bolshevik. 

"They were actually hungry and 
penniless; the only clothing they 
possessed they were wearing. These 
ladies were the Countess Orloff-
Sterlwitz, and a young girl, Tlieo-
dorica, Grand Duchoss of Esthonia, 
.  . . I did what I could for the in. 
After a while, I found out that the 
crime had been perpetrated by Jose 
Quintana's gang of international 
crooks masquerading as Bolsheviki." 

Stormont nodded: "I also came 
across similar cases," he remarked 

"Well, this was a flagrant exam
ple. Quintana had burnt the cha
teau and had made off with over 
two million dollars worth of the 
little Grand Duchess's jewels— 
among them the famous Eros'.te gem 
known as The Flaming Jewel." 

"I've heard of it." 

on the northeast side of Star Pond, 
Stormont touched his eomrade's 
arm. 

"Look at that enormous dog-otter 
out there in the lake " 

And now the hounds, unleashed, 
lifted frantic voices. The very sky 
seemed full ' of the discordant 
tumult; wood and shore reverberat
ed with the volume of convulsive 
and dissonant baying. 

"Damn it," said Darragh, dis
gusted, "—that's what they've been 
trailing all the while aeross-woods 
—that devilish dog-otter yonder. 
. . ; And I had hoped they were 011 

Quintana's trail—" 
A mass rush and scurry of crazed 

dogs nearly swept him off his feet, 
and both men caught a glimpse of 
a large bitch-otter taking to the 
lake from a ledge of rock just be
yond. 

"Well, I'm in for it now," mut
tered Darragh, starting along the 
bank toward Clinch's Dump, to keep 
an eye on his dogs. * 

Stormont followed more leisure!;, '. 

CHAPTER IV 
A few minutes before Darragh 

and Stormont'had. come out on the 
farther edge of Star Pond, Sard, 
who had heard from Quintana about 
the big drain pipe which led from 
Clinch's pantry into the lake, decid
ed to go in and take a look at it. 

He had been told all about its 
uses—how Clinch—in the everft of 
a raid by State Troopers or Gov
ernment enforcement agents could 
empty his contraband hootch into 
the lake if necessary—and even 
could slide a barrel .of ale or a keg 
of rum, intact, into the great tile 
tunnel and recover the liquor at his 
leisure. 

Also, and grimly, Quintana had 
admitted that through this dram 
Eve Strayer and the State Trooper, 
Stormont, had escaped from Clinch's 
Dump. " .  

So now Sard, full of curiosity, 
back into the pantry to look 

at it for himself. 
Almost instantly the idea occurred 

to him to make use of the drain for 
his own safety and comfort. 

Why shouldn't he sleep in the 

pantry, lock the door, and, in case 
of intrusion—other exits being un
available—why shouldn't he feel en
tirely safe with such an avenue of 
escape o^en? 

For swimming was Sard's single 
accomplishment. He wasn't afraid 
of the water; he simply couldn't 
sink. Swimming was tl\e only sport 
he ever had indulged in. He adored 
it. 

And at that instant the very 
heavens echoed with that awful tu
mult which had first paralyzed, 
then crazed him in the woods. 

In the bushes on the lake shore he 
saw animals leaping and racing, but, 
in his terror, he did not recognize 
them for dogs. 

Then suddenly, he saw a man 
close to the house, running: and 
another man not far behind. That 
he understood, and it electrified him 
into action. 

It was too late to escape from the 
house now. He understood that in
stantly. 

He ran back through the dance-
lrill and dining-room to the pantry; 
but he dared not let these intruders 
hear the noise-of hammering. 

Ungovernable terror seized Sard, 
Scarcely aware what he was about, 
he seized the edges of the big drain
pipe and crowded his obese body in
to it he'id first. He was so fat and 
heavy that he filled the tile. To 
start himself down he pulled with 
both hands and kicked himself for
ward, tortoise-like, down the slant
ing tunnel, sticking now and then, 
dragging himself on and downward. 

There came a hitch somewhere; 
his heayy body stuck on the steep 
incline. 

•..He began to slide at the same in
stant, and flung out both hands to 
check himself. But his palms slid 
in the slime and his body slid after. 

He shrieked once as his face 
struck a furry obstruction wher^ 
four balls of green fire flamed hor
ribly and a fury of murderous teeth 
torn his face and throat to bloody 
tatters as he slid lower, lower, set
tling through crimson-dyed waters 
into the icy depths of Star Pond. 

Stormont, down by the lake, 
called to Darragh, who appeared on 
the veranda: 

"Oh, Jim! Both otters crawled 
into the drain! I think your dogs 
must have killed one of them under 
water. There's a big patch of blood 
spreading off shore." 

"Yes," said Darragh, "something 
has just been killed, somewhere. 
.  . .  ̂ ack!" 

"Yes?" 
"Pull both your guns and come 

up here, quick!" 
(Continued in Our Next Issue) 

REV. B. M. BRIDGES 
GIVES FACTS IN 

HIS CASE 
It is doubtful if there has ever 

been a medicine endorsed by so 
many ministers of the Gospel as has 
Tanlac. Indeed, there is scarcely .1 

faith, creed or domination in all the 
land in which one, or more, of the 
clergymen has not publicly express
ed their indebtedness to the Premier 
Preparation for the benefits they 
have derived from its use. 

One of the latest to speak out in 
this connection is Rev. B. M. Bridges, 
a widely known and beloved Baptist 
preacher, residing at Mooresboro, N 
C., whose statement follows: 

"Tanlac has given me a good ap
petite, toned up my system and re
newed my strength in such a grati
fying way that I am glad to recom
mend it to anyone who is in a run
down condition. For ten years past 
I have had such a severe ease of in
digestion that I could not find any
thing to eat that agreed with me. 
Finally I become very nervous and 
could get but very little sleep or 
rest. 

"It seems that I took nearly every
thing trying to get myself right, but 
nothing helped me until I ran across 
Tanlac. My nerves are so much bet
ter now that my sleep is sound and 
refreshing. I enjoy my meals and 
have also gained weight. I can say 
from experience that Tanlac is a 
splendid medicine and tonic, for it 
has built me up wonderfully." 

Tanlac is sold by all good drug
gists.—Adv. 

"First—For the purpose of prac
ticing with the weapon. 

"Second—To defend his life or the 
life of some one or more persons. 

"Third—In apprehending a felon 
who is fleeing from arrest and then 
only after every known method had 
been used and the officer is abso
lutely certain that the felon will 
escape. Never to be used in misde
meanor cases." 

Whenever possible the writer sum
marizes a chapter of discussion in
to a brief outline as the foregoing 
one. This naturally makes the book 
easy to comprehend, entertaining 
reading, and an'ideal for text book 
purposes. 

f ADVENTURE OfI 
I THE TWINS I 

BY CONDO 

By Olive Barton Roberts 
The Twins* crawled along the old 

man's beard, right through the sky 

from Mars to Jupiter. 

! They were searching still for 

Mother Goose's broom. 

I When they arrived, they unhooked 
the end of the old man's beard from 
the star point where it had caught. 

,when he threw it. and the last they 
saw of him, he was winding it up 
again on his garden-hose wheel. 

|  "Thank you!" called Nancy and 
I Nick, waving their hands. 

|  "You're welcome!" answered the 
old man waving back to them. 

|  Jupiter was a queer place, just as 
; queer as Mars, but - much bigger. 
The children looked around curious-

i'y. 
1 Suddenly someone came toward 
them running as fast as he could. 

I When he saw them he stopped sud
denly and put his hands behind his 
, back. 
|  "Who're you?" he demanded. 

"Nancy and Nick," answered the 
little boy quickly. "I know who 
you are. I can tell by your hat. 

I You're the Knave of Hearts and 
I you've stolen the queen's tarts.' 
i You've got them now." 
j Just then the queen herself came 
; running up, all out of breath, her 
crown on one side of her head and 
her kitchen apron untied. "Oh, you 
rascal!" she cried. "Give me those 
tarts at once. I made them for my' 

|  tea party this afternoon, for King 
Cole and the King and Queen of Six 
Pense. The poor thing got so tired 
of bread and honey, I thought I 'd 
give them a treat. And now you've 
stolen tow!" 1 

The Knave of Hearts looked 
guilty and handed them over. 

"And now, my dears, what are 
you after?" asked tho good queen. 

"Mother Goose's broom!" said 
Nancy. "She's lost it." 

"I wish I had it this very minute," 
declared the queen, looking at her 
son" sternly. 

Tom 
[.Sims 
Say© 

When noses are red and people 
are blue and coal is so high oh, 
what'll we do? 

To the pure all thing are 
pure, but to the simple all things 
are not simple. 

One might say the Seattle reject
ed lover who jumped off a building 
fell hard for her. 

In Chicago, a pretty girl of 16 is 
held for picking pockets. Just a slip 
of a girl. 

The rain fall on the just, espe
cially the just pressed suit. 

Good cooking is an art. It is in
terior decorating. 

The height of folly is the high 
cost of living. 

Harding has bought a farm. Mak
ing it pay will be much harder work 
than his present job. 

One. with bobbed haid tells us she 
gets chilled to the bone. 

Beauty secret: Not wearing tight 
shoes helps keep your face from be
coming wrinkled. ~" 

In these new fall dance steps you 
meet her face to face. 

Eat, drink and be married, for to
morrow winter may come. 

Tramp, tramp, tramp, the tramps 
are heading south. 

A stitch in time saves two socks. 

The leaves are falling from the 
trees, this is the season of the 
sneeze. 

The female of the species gets 
more sleep than the male. 

yes, S'fR. 1 wavs. Tv*/crr chair. amo j'u. be 
bot-CH fov T>IRJSCTOT — TO Ccose 
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POLICE WORK 
AS ART TOtD 

IN NEW BOOK 
"The Policemans Art," George F. 

Chandler's new book published by 
Funk & Wagnalls Co. at $1.50. 

"The Policcmans Art'" is a book 
which the layman will find filled 
with information which he can put 
into use almost every day, for it 
gives him a clearer understanding of 
his rights as a citizen; automobile 
traffic and parking rules and regu
lations; explanations of various 
crimes; the rules of criminal evi
dence; the scope of warrants of ar
rests for various breaches of law; 
the questions he will bfc asked if a 
witness. 

The book is written by the Super
intendent of the Department of State 
Police, New York State. His book is 
a digest, of the most "important sub
jects taught at .the New York state 
school for police and has been au
thorized for use in the school, it 
will undoubtedly prove valuable to 
policemen and police officials, as 
well as magistrates, justices of the 
peace, and all others whose duties 
are the protection of the public, and 
the maintenance of peace. 

The work includes a brief history 
and outline of police, simple rules 
of first aid, the use of firearms, 
horsemanship, and others closely 
allied subjects. 

Thertf are just three conditions un-
I der which it is permissible for a 
j peace officer to draw a revolver or 
I rifle, declares the author. They are: 

"Keep the dogs warm," advises ji 
magazine writer. We might turn 
them into hot dogs. 

Financial conditions must be get
ting better because bigger swindles 
are being reported. 

Trains are carrying radio outfits. 
Their cowcatchers have been broad
casting stations always. 

Fordney is planning a trip around 
the world and Fordney tariff haters 
hope he stops half way. 

Letters may be sent to Uruguay 
for two cents now. Bargain hunters 
wish they knew someone in Uru
guay. 

Lafayette, when it comes to keep
ing our troops on the Rhine, they 
are there. 

Some towns are lucky. In New 
Orleans, a man shot a bqotlegger. 

Lloyd George will have to go some 
to» come back. '  

Is it more blessed to pay than col
lect ? 

The military force* of Denmark 
are to be reduced from 11,500 to 
6,700 men. 

CATARRH 
of head or throat is usually 
benefited by the vapoorf-
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