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An Appreciation of the Poetry of Dr. Robert Bridges,
Newly Appointed Laureate

By ANDREW RAE MACDONALD

Pfhe: Two Winstons

T SCIENCE
British and A American OTI‘IHGS

Churchills Mines in the Air.

Air mines sound like a fairy tale,
but it is actually true that modern
science is able to extract dividends
from the air. Nitric acid is now
manufactured from air by means of
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8t. Louis, Novembher 10, 1871 (the proposition is to cool. the fruit cars | finer things of life to whom it will not | song, beguiling away the minutes
English Winston being born on N which cross the continent from Cali- | appeal. Fure and sweet and fresh as| he sits upon the eggs. ;
the prosody of Milton, must the merit| are, I am loath to leave the first slen. vember 80, 1874). e was educated | fornia, with electricity, instead of ice. | the perfume of & newly-opened rose OT| These pages are not devoid of the
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The Open Window

There is continual confusion be-
tween the names and identities of Mr.
Winston Churechill, whose novel “The
Inside of The Cup,” was reviewed re-
cently on tHfis page, and the Right

By K T2mple Thurston

In the very hour that Tennyson| scholarly treatment has left every
passed away, and Swinburne's enfeeb- | lyric indelibly stamped with his gen-
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rises to his greatest height, for his faken wing, “To make the engine tender,” polite- | let you live,

turn away without looking at me,
" G But I'll put you to work ’ rather than let me know she had seen.
conception of beauty is the beauty of The wet;x::(%;x;fédloitermg o'er the scene| ly replied the resourceful guide. and train some of that fat off you.” ltiit:rl; g}?ﬁtzzdemghigmophwal e~ A thousand times I have not recognized
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“I_have loved flowers that fade, Yhen first we met we did not guess da £ : !4%2 i o T B N gafe;ltsa—st'ty}?;i ‘);2!1'1 metﬁl%?t olact:e:;
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