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The New Poet Laureate I BE BOOR OF TAE WEE;I CA- ■91 ACAD]An Appreciation of the Poetry of Dr. Robert Bridges, 
■ ------ ;------- -Newly Appointed Laureate-

By ANDREW RAE MACDONALD

The Open WindowA iMines in the Air.
Air mines sound like a fairy tale, 

but It is actually true that modem 
I science is able to extract dividends 
from the air. Nitric acid is 
manufactured from air by meane of 
electric furnaces, and also nitrogen
ous fertilizers. The largest manufac
tories of this kind are in Norway, 
where the almost unlimited water
power makes it a paying enterprise.
In Germany the electric chemists 
have just succeeded in getting am
monia in commercial quantities out world. “The Open Window,•• by E.
in thp n'ir Ï5, fo|cin8' the nitrogen Temple Thurston ■#111 especially ap- 
in the air to unite with hydrogen . * , .
thru the tremendous heat of an elecT P®3-1- Indeed, I know of no one whose 
trie furnace. Another commercial 
proposition Is to cool the fruit cars 
which cross the contlnetit from Cali
fornia, with electricity, instead of ice.
One of the great wastes in steel 
ufacturing has been in the blast fur
naces which light the sky for miles 
around with their fiery glare. It 
has now been found possible to fit 
UP blast furnaces so, that, instead 
of blazing to the sky, the gas gen
erated is captured and made to sup
ply electric and steam horse

R
1 Lieut, Co*§! ! il
HI M lit There is continual confusion be

tween the names and identities of Mr. 
Winston Churchill, whose novel “The 
Inside of The Cup,” was reviewed re
cently on ttfls page, and the Right 
Hon. Winston Spencer Churchill. Nor 
Is the confusion lessoned when one 
remembers that both are novelists, 
and both politicians. This recently 
led a British journal to soundly rate 
Mr. British Churchill for action In
consistent with the written opinions 
of his unrelated American namesake 

The American author was born at 
St- Louis, November 10, 18Î1 (the 
English Winston being born on N< 
vember 30, 1874). 
at the Smith Academy, St. Louis, and 
In 1894 graduated from the U.S. Naval 
Academy. Had he pursued the naval 
career there might have been still 
«further ground for confusion with 
Britons Viking son, the first lord of 
the admiralty. It is curious, too, that 
the American should have edited the 
Army and Navy Journal of New 
York, for the Briton published his 
novel “Savrola,” as a serial In a 
British civil service magazine. Later, 
the American turned, definitely to the 
author's profession ; In 1896 he was 
managing editor of the “Cosmopolitan 
Magazine.” Then he set his hand 
also to politics. From 1903 to 1905 he 
was a member of the New Hampshire 
legislature. In 1906 he stood as candi
date for the governorship of New 
Hampshire. In politics he is a “re
donner," a man of outspoken views 
who opposes vested Interests with 
courage, and some little time ago was 
In conflict with the masters In a big 
strike movement

He is a novelist of formative and 
creative history. His first novel, 
“The Celebrity,” was followed In 1899 
by “Richard Carvel," which bad a 
phenomenal sale. In 1900

t MUSIBy E. Temple Thurston: now
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In the very hour that Tennyson 
passed away, and Swinburne's enfeeb
led pen lost its favor with literary 
England, three small books of poems, 
privately printed, marked the arrival 
of a new poet whom the late Edward 
Dowden, himself a prosod 1st of no lit
tle merit, and one of the foremost 
critics of his 'time, heralded 
greatest lyricist In the field of English 
letters.
than by the eight plays he has writ
ten, or his excellent critical study of 
the prosody of Milton, must the merit 
of Robert Bridges, the newly-ap
pointed poet laureate, be measured.

Of the same mid-Victorian epoch as 
Austin Dobson and Alfred Austin, his 
predecessor In the post to which he 
has been appointed, Dr. Bridges ex
hibits In hie shorter poems little of the 
vapid utterance that characterized his 
contemporaries, and thruout the vol
umes that have won him this signal 
recognition is a highly sustained dig
nity 
simile 
and
the laws of rhyme and rhythm that 
leads to a comparison of his poetic 
genius with that of Matthew Arnold.

As with Arnold, however, the chas
tity of his form leads in places t<> a 
halting rhythm, a seeming absence of 
rhythmic syllables, and the swinging 
cadences of metre that forms the one 
reproach that the meet carping critic 
may bring against Dr. Bridges' work. 
He Is at once the confrere of Keats in 
his love of beauty, and & co-worker 

• with Swinburne in his love of love. 
But while Swinburne'» pages riot In 
passion. Dr. Bridges has found a pur
er, more spiritual love—en Ideal—that 
toe Immortalizes.

Nature la the true field of the new 
Laureate, as witness the following 
stanzas from what Is possibly 
beet known lyric:

scholarly treatment has left every 
lyric Indelibly stamped with his gen- 
lu,s- , Many of the little gems hidden 
within the pagres of his works give 
cause for wonder that toe is not better 
known. The highly sustained poetical 
effort In his long narrative poem, 
Eros and Psyche, and In his many po
etical dramas, cannot add to the repu
tation he has established in his lyric 
productions, but they are a monument 
to his productivity, and fertility of po
etic conception. Charming tho they 
are, I am loath to leave the first slen
der volumes, and cannot restrain from 
quoting two or three of the shorter 
poems In full.

. i»
iTo students of nature, and all, 

whether dwellers in city or country, 
who have listened to and loved the 
thousand “still small voices” that 
speak In the great, beautiful out-door

A brill 
perience< 
A wonde 
arranged 
dowflky. 
for y orra,
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then the Blackcap slfigs Indeed. He 
does not like to be seen when he j. 
practicing his song. He hides In the 
leafy thicknesses of the hedge. ■ But 
as long as you do not discover him 
he will let you come quite close to lis- ■ 
ten. We sat within two yards of him 
that afternoon. He gains more cour
age as the spring draws on. Indeed, .' 
it Is his habit when taking the place of 
his mate upon the nest, to sing Ms 
song, beguiling away the minutes as 
he sits upon the eggs.”

These pages are not devoid of the 
gentle grace of humor—-but it .is very I 
gentle. The first swallow returned ’ 
amid gray, showery days. This un- t 
gracious welcome troubled the vicar.
He says: "The idea of that swallow, 
driven into hiding, compelled to shel
ter from the cheerless skies directly It 
arrived, has grown so much In my ' 
mind that at morning service today I 
read the prayer for fair weather. I 
was sure the farmers would welcome 
it and one day of sunshine would mean 
a lot to the swallow that has come so 
many miles to its old nesting place be
neath my eaves.
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ii* [ as the1 1.A. If And by these poems, rather
spirit is open to the influence of the 
finer things of life to whom it will not 
appeal. Pure and sweet and fresh as 
the perfume of a newly-opened rose or 
the trill of a bird-song at dawn, it sets 
the current of your thoughts away 
from the sordid things of life, away 
from the fever-fret and the passion- 
heat and the sociological problems with 
which so many modern novels deal. 
These all have their place and use, the 
best and healthiest of them, but I 
think we cannot have too many hooks 
like this of Mr. Thurston’s. Lite is 
full of pitfalls, and to a certain extent 
we need the warnings; but, after all, 
the advice of Saint Paul is as needful 
for us today as for the Phllipplans of 
old: “Whatsoever things are true, 
whatsoever things are honest, what
soever things are just, whatsoever 
things are pure, whatsoever things 
are lovely, whatsover things are of 
good report; if there be any virtue, 
and if there be any praise, think on 
these things.” —

I doubt if you would call "The Open 
Window” a novel at all. The story is 
told with such simplicity and genuine
ness, and is so gracefully Interwomen 
with records of bird life and pleasing

He was educated4, .
fi Jr1 || 

i’-
HI §

man-

published a now novel “The Financier." 
typifying the American commercial 
genius. Mr. Dreiser Is regarded by some 
critics as tho coming giant” In Am
erican fiction.

1494-96
pho:Without title appears :

"The clouds have left the sky 
The wind hath left the sea. 
The half-moon up on high 
Shrinketh her face of dree.

t i t GRA(si*
PT CAROI

TEACH 
Hambourg C

■1$ I power.
THE VOICE OF NATURE.

"We stood in silence then by the 
°p«n„ window; to silence as one does 
when there are the many things one
tprin»0!1 ^he sParrow« were abat
ing Johdly in the ivy. Around the
other i Tlfta were chasing each 
?ntL(T,th Joyou? 8Creehns, exulting 
the „of wlng' rejoicing inthe cloudless sky Again and again
flying h?*hre?’ the? disappeared ; now 
îînw^ii'iIgrh ,aljove the laburnum trees. 

flylng low across the purple iris.
room we could hear

XmP!hr"d ln th6,r Wlngs
„ ‘‘®.0.™®where In the quickiet hedge 

war singing; the deep-throated 
m,ado his sudden flights. We 

,hear Ida notes like water drop- 
wwJ+k* ^elL Beyond the orchard 
m»!1? the spinney lies, I saw the sharp
and °f a,plgeon from the wood,
5"; ln tl‘e elm tree over by the gate a 
dove .at cooing her three platotîve

then ? knew how much the 
« « world lies ln the mind of
?0maat° hnd it These were the sounds 
to which, when I was a boy at home 
and now, during these four years we 
enl? liy?v ln Bramlingham I have lilt!

£*th such thankfulness, such un- 
?.u!®tloning delignt They have been 
to me the very voice of nature singing; 
?? w® 8lng Ij1 the choir on Sunday, to 

of God- Yet, Whereas! our 
efforts are poor, tho they mav not h. 
vain, this choir of birds in the hedra 
rows has not one note which 
narmonize to perfect beauty.

‘P of th,

^o^Ærtha??heHtt"Sh:
KÏÏ,ntact -a b0?

Suzlnnaraca,™il. Tnd J11**
ference to a mysterious “J. H.” The lat" 
tTmoref T»*? be Maj. John HU^I
Wai“ r ^who r«:

Obvious Reasons.
The sweet young thing was being shown thru the Baldwin Lo^n^tiv!

She lightens on the comb 
Of leaden waves that roar 
And thrust their hurried foam 
Upon the dusty shore.
Behind the western hers 
The shrouded day retreats.
And unpercelved the stars 
Steal to their sovran seat».
And whiter grows, the foam.
The small moon lightens more:
And as I turn me home.
My shadow walks before.”

Elegy.
Th» wood Is bare: a river mist Is 

steeping
The trees that winter's chill of life

bereaves;
Only their stiffened 

silence, weeping
Over their fallen lea

That lie upon the dank earth brown 
and rotten,

Miry and matted In the soaking wet; 
Forgotten with the spring, that Is 

forgotten
By them that can forget.

Yet it was here we walked when ferns 
were springing,

And thru the mossy bank shot 
bud and blade: —

Here found the summer, when the 
birds were singing;

A green and pleasant Shade
‘Twaa here we loved ln summer days 

and greener;
And now in this disconsolate decay 

I come to see her where I most have 
seen her,

And touch the happier dajr.
For on this path, at every turn and

corner
The fancy of her figure on me falls; 

Yet walks she with the slow step of a 
mourner.

Nor hears my voice that «>»»

So thru my heart there winds a track 
of feeling,

A path of memory, that la all her
own;

Where to her phantom beauty 
stealing

Haunts the sad spot atone.

About her steps the trunks are bare! 
the branches

Drip heavy tears upon her down
cast head;

And bleed from
no sun staunches

For the year's sun la dead.

And dead leaves wrap the fruits that 
summer planted;

And birds that love the south have 
taken wing.

The wanderer, loitering o’er the 
enchanted

Weeps, and despairs of spring.

Triolet.
When first we met 
That Love would 

master;
2Lmori than common friendliness 
When first we met we did not guess. 
Who could foretell this sore distress 
This irretrievable disaster 
When first we -met?—We did not guess 
T. hat Love would 

master.

A Methusaleh of the Sea.
There was broken up lately at Ten-

eriffe, the Canary Islands, what __
undoubtedly the oldest ship ln the 
world- It was the Italian ship Anita, 
built in Genoa ln 1648, and almost an 
exact duplicate of the Santa Marla, 
the famous galleon in which Colum
bus made his voyage of discovery. 
The Anita

of diction, a happiness of 
wealth of Imagination, 

scholarly observance of

-
f"

was

[WAIN“And so I read the prayer that Qod 
would send us such weatler as that 
we might receive the fruits of the 
earth in due season, wondering as I 
read it, whether the thoughts which 
were in my mind could justify the use 
of such words as those.”

“After service, while I was changing 
my surplice ln tho vestry, I heard the 
voice of Mr. Bumstead, our market 
gardener, he was on his way home 
from church thru the graveyard- 

“ ‘Blame person,’ said he—‘What’s 
’e want 'to go prayin' for fine weather 
when those fields of mine be fair dried 
wi’ all the gravel underneath ’em. I 
never said .Amen to anythin’ he asked 
for, but I just whips out my prayer- 
book, and while he was readin’ the 
prayer for fine weather, danged If I 
didn’t read the prayer for rain. An’ 
what’s more, I got it finished and had 
my Amen out afore his’n.’

"I told Diana about this at- dinner. I 
told it her in all seriousness, because 
it seemed, perhaps, to me, that in the 
selfishness of m.v thoughts I bad not 
been guided to the right 

! “She looked at me for a moment 
and then, with a twinklfe in her eye, 
she leant across the table and held my 
hand as i v, as helping myself to Salt ’ 

“ "Say a prayer for local showers. 
Daddy,’ said she”

The vicar sayo that “The sorrows 
of this life are lessons. I hold no sym
pathy with those who regard them as 
a chastisement’- One day the angel of 
death visited that home, and to the 
singing of summei birds the spirit of 
Georgina took its flight Speaking of 
this event tho vicar says:

"Doubtless when greatly-you receive 
you greatly give; and from Georgina 
I had received so much. Women are 
no less wonderful, because a man does 
not understand them. I have never 
understood them at all, perhaps, be
cause thsy know so little about them
selves-
wonderful to me. 
made herself one with the interests of 
my life, that at times I would feel as 
if in her I were looking on at myself, 
could almost criticise my actions, pass
ing judgment upon them from those 
very things sin. did herself. . . This 
is the miracle which Love can make 
between a man and a woman. God is 
Lovo- -it were the jsi 
God is understanding, 
each of us, what the other was going 
to say. I know she read my thoughts 
as easily as I could think them. Some 
little wcalmness—and how many all of 
us have—ahJ I would see her eyes 
turn away without looking at me, 
rather than let me know she had seen.
A thousand times 1 have not recognised 
it was a weakness until the moment 
when I saw the turning of her head-’’ 

Diana, a girl ot nineteen—just such 
a girl as you would expect of these 
parents—takes her mother's place in 
the home. Shortly afterwards the Trag- 
ennas move nc-xt door- Diana disap
proves of them, and this troubles the 
vicar a little, especially her rather un
gracious treatment of the young man 
Allan. The parson is a little blind af
ter all. but once his eyes are opened 
he does a llttie innocent scheming to 
set the brignt biro free from his own 
home next. The birds themselves had 
lent their aid in that idyllic wooing, 
and it must not be permitted to 
to naught.

The birds sing all thru this story 
from beginning tu end- They are Eng
lish birds, and some of my English 
friends tell me that birds and bird 
songs are more plentiful in England 
than in Canada. A book like this may 
do much to make bird life more safe 
and happy. Will not some of our Can
adian authors, like Mr. Thurston, take 
up the cause of our feathered friends?
It would be a work worthy of the best 
endeavors of a gifted pen. (The’Mu»-' 
son Book Co-, publishers.)—Lilian Lev- 
eridge.

I I ORCHE
ADEL. 6SSST1was built for strength 

rather than for grace or speed. She 
was'broad beamed and clumsy, but 
she had weathered hurricanes and 
typhoons ln all parts of the seas, and 
escaped unharnted from the perils of 
the deep, from Cape Horn to Hud
son Bay.

f R. G0U1I ft Bif’ I If it ; - BARITONES and 
Pupil of Babb,

,

STUDIO » Carl IShe had a world’s record 
as the slowest ship afloat, averaging 
206 days between Baltimore, Md., and 
Rio de Janeiro. LILLIANbough» break

The Fairy Storyappeared
the British Winston’s “Savrola,” a 
novel of revolution; and ln 1901 the 
American continued with “The Crislr.” 
In 1903 came The Crossing”; “Conls- 
ton” in 1906; "Mr. Crewe’s Career” In 
1908; "A Modern Chronicle” In 1910. 
Curiously enough, the letter "C” ap
pears In all his titlep.

It is Interesting to compare him ln 
other ways with the Briton. Both 
are the sons of American mothers. A 
year after the American graduated for 
the navy the Briton entered the army. 
While the American was writing of 
the American war, the Briton was 
fighting, and acting as war corres- 
pondent, ln the South African cam
paign. A list of the British Winston 
Churchill’s , books other than tho 
ncvel will serve as a guide to the 
£fade,j;—'“The Story of the Malakand 
Feld Force,” 1898;
1899; "London to

Ce»e»rl SoprniJ 
Assistant Vocal] 

Colleg
ttaklo---Nordkcj

Phone-I

When Iron Floats.
Experiment shows that, If a hall of 

solid iron be lowered into a mass of 
liquid Iron by means of a metal fork, 
the ball at first sinks to the bottom 
with the fork, but that in a few 
seconds it will leave the prongs 
and rise to the surface, where it con
tinues to float until it melts. The 
rising is due to

“I cannot truthfully say that I 
believe in fairies, but the fairy 
story is a thing I feel sure the 
world could 111 do without. I am 
no high-churchman, yet I have al
ways believed in symbols, especi
ally for the minds of children. Un
less you train the eye to an ideal 
of beauty. It Is apt to see nothing 
but ugliness when it comes to 
know the thing that is real. I 
cannot think why this should be 
so, and it is with much regret 
that I admit it. Perhaps it is the 
stain of the sin of origin left cling
ing in the mind, and If that be so, 
then doubly Is It the duty of every 
parent to train in his child the 
power of seeing beauty every
where. So, when it comes to the 
realities in life it will be 
see them ln their true proportion.

"I always used to tell Diana, as 
I myself and many another has 
been told, that when the bitds 
lifted up their heads after drink
ing It was to give thanks to the 
Almighty for the quenching of 
their thirst.

his
I

"There Is a hill beside the silver 
Thames;

Shady In birch and beech and odor
ous pine:

And brilliant underfoot with thousand 
gems

Steeply the thickets to his floods 
decline.

ARTH
CONCÊ 

Terme i Hlllid 
Residence.
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the expansion of 
the hall cause.d by the heating, as it 
becomes, bulk for bulk, less dense than 
the molten metalStraight trees to every place 

Their thick tops Interlace,
And pendant branche» trail their fol

iage fine
Upon his watery face.

GEOR1 The Cedars of Lebanon.
The cedars of Lebanon, in Northern 

Syria, may rightly he regarded 
most famous 
the world, but today only a few 
remain. There is a single ' grove, con
taining about 400 specimens, which 
is rigidly preserved. Trees of all ages 
and sizes are to be found here, 
tall and symmetrica.; others gnarl
ed and knotted. Some of these latter 
are declared by experts to be a thou
sand years old. The.patriarch of this 
little forest has a trunk 
ment of 47 feet in circumference and 
a height of nearly 100 feet-

The wood of this tree, which 
used by Solomon in the erection of 
his wonderful temple, has a sweet 
odor, is very hard, and seldom de
cays. It is interesting to note that 
the American College at Beirut has 
adopted a cedar tree as the symbol 
of the college, and ha» pictured it on 
their seal.

r Voice productl 
Pupil of Dr. W. 
apply Phone Col 
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1H
as the

and sacred trees in
: does notAnd on this side the Island, where the 

pool
Eddies away, are tangled mass on 

mass
The water weeds, that net the fishes 

cool.
And scarce allow a narrow stream to 

pass
Where spreading crowfoot mans 
The drowning nenuphars. 

Waving the tassels of her silken 
Below her silver stare.

• • •
Sometime» an angler comes, and

drops his hook
Within its hidden depths, and ’gainst 

a tree
Loantog his rod, reads ln some pleas

ant book,
Forgetting soon hie pride of fishery. 

And dreams or falls asleep 
While curious fishes peep 

Albertt his nibbled bait or scornfully 
Dart off to rise and leap.”

Here 1s a descriptive felicity that 
rivals Tennyson, that stamps Dr. 
Bridges as a true nature poet with 
an Innate charm and quick compre
hension of the “wondrous wonders of 
the universe." In poems like this he 
rises to his greatest height, for hi® 
conception of beauty is the beauty of 
the countryside, and ln portraying it 
he lavishes a prodigal imagination as

able to:
EdgarW, w

"The River War,”
îonn*’” 1900 ! ‘-Ian llarch]"
ïonni Randolph Churchill,”
T^onfi' î£.d My African Journey," 
lifOo. The number of volumes 
by the two authors Is about the same 
each being equally well known in hto 
own country.

BAS5
Studio; Canal 
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I I For many, many 
years I know she believed that 
this was true, and then one day, 
when she was in her teens, she 
came to me and said—

Issued
I Arthur Bmeasure-grass

—conc:
Daddy—when a bird puts 

back its head after It’s been 
drinking, it’s to let the water 
down its throat.'

“ ‘Yes,’ said L
" told me It was sayinggrace. Daddy.’
“ Yes.' said I.

lsn t haIf 80 nice now that I know it’s only the 
running down its throat.'

" ‘Would It have been nice at all 
If you’d known that all along-'” I asked her.

“She sat and looked at me for 
?u‘te , a ^ng while, and then at 
U?.t *h® t>ut ou,t both her hands.

I believe old people are very
fifty then/’ She- And 1 waa °nly

“The Old Adam,’’ by Arnold Bennett.

town. Of a sudden the old spirit that re- 
sents a quiet and humdrum life breaks 
out and Alderman Machin sets out on a 
course of adventure in London, then to 
New York, and back to London again 
This book has all the humor of Ben- 
nett s lighter efforts, and the delicate re
alistic touch of his more Important books. 
It 1» published by Bell and Cockbum.

Vole* Rroductlowas
STUDIO, 2run But Georgina had been very 

So much had ehe
ever

MRS. WI 
Aeeompanlst :

rard 1178, Hi* 
supplied for soc 
Harris, Flautist,

i btu
Orar.

water

That, answered the guide, “is an 
engine boiler.” '

She was an up-to-date young lady 
and at once became Interested. "And 
why do they boll engines?” she 
quired again.

“To make the engine tender," polite
ly replied the resourceful guide.

unseen wound» that ALFRED Q r
Vtollnlet B F
Canadian A

ame to say that 
We often knew.Turning the Tables.

“The Prodigal had returned. 
“Father,” he said, "are you going to kill the fatted calf?" B
“No," responded the Old Man, look

ing the youth over carefully. “No I’ll 
let you live. But I’ll put you to work 
and train some of that fat off you.” 7

!

0 9 ln-

ecene P. w.little moral and philosophical reflec
tions, that It seems to Mâcher of the 

end Banjo, 
Studio-7-ln te

me more like a 
prose poem, an idyll that you can read 
an^re*read wltil Pleasure and profit 

The Illustrations by Charles Robin- 
eon contribute very largely to 
charm of the book.

in;

at NATURE’S GARDEN at"I have loved flowers that fade, 
Within whose magic tents ~

Rich hues have marriage made 
With sweet unmemorled scents.”
And thruout Me other work he still 

carries the imaginative similes which 
he has borrowed from Nature.

In passages like:
“Her beauty would surprise 

Gazera on autumn ervea 
Who watched the broad moon rise 

Upon the scattered sheaves.”
and this languorous excerpt from “The 
Garden in September”;

we did not guess 
prove so hard a

Mu
868 COthe

The narrator Is the Vicar of Bram
lingham, who, with his wife, Georgina, 
a quaint and gentle lady, occupies a quiet country living in England.5 ^’he 
vicar keeps a note-book in which he 
writes down his observations of things 
outdoors and the thoughts to which 
**eygiv« rtoe. It Is this note-bo!*
«tory^1 th® S!mply beautiful
«ory- .. Hla first record, written under

°f, AprU 14’ 18 of the return 
of the Blackcaps. The Illustrator has 
■here given us a pleasing and truthful 
picture of the bird singing upon a
iea'y b?.ugh’ and the author thus des- 
cribes hl-s song:

“The sound I heard thru the open
miIîd°hl J35 the sentl® song of^the 
Tht« iblrd recordln8. as they call it 
J.bj8 18 no more than a soft practice 
of that song with which he is going to 
woo his mate. The same song which 
when once he has won her, he will
ahlFlee 1Jer ll> *^1® long evenings while 
she is set upon the nest.

?°on a® I had finished my cup
hstelfed ^"thinw"10 ÎÎT gardra and 
listened. 1 think I would as soon hear
Nit-hHng i°f a BIackcap as that of a 
Nightingale. And when he is practic
ing during those early days of April

£3&«a«:tftsra K»»""11 E"“*Mideas on various topics, such as ooetri- ?„701ce- ,
art, education, memory, emotion*0 arid u Foi\ °? y a *ew days does this re-
rvad«hilathCliS' The easaya are brief and bearaal of hl8 melody take place. Then 
readable being written in an easy pers- he bursta Into the free open sônJ £
Zt *“We J" „hir Preface the aute his wooing; wherefore i be^oned t

"of0*intimate"0thou Z STTÏÏÎÎ t0 COme lnto thegard^ 
which flows on, gently and reaistlesslv^in n„f b I7®’ and together , 
the background of our lives ihe voium» Ustened to the softened music 
tnil!,p.nng of whi=h cannot alter or dimt Promised serenade, 
unscén^source away at «ome !.OUche,i| a Phrase it seemed he liked,
thru grassy pistures ind"u £51î,h flowa a U tW0 or three times.
Which falls on unknown* hîiu ra> ‘«uder on each occasion. ai
ed "by MuXVeSookTcVbOV6 “ pu^! hia volcT tuUe8t confldence of

•When once his lyre te attuned

Frederic
•peslallzes

BLUE WEED AND HAWK WEED
I

Ac
The blue-weeds or viper’s bugJoss. 

spreads very japidly, but both from 
report and observation. I have found 
that it need not be classed among the 
pestiferous weeds, for it seldom mo
lests cultivated land. Instead it 
brightens up old neglected grounds 
and dusty roadsides, making “the 
desert blossom”—not “as the rose.” 
indeed, but with a hint of cloudless 
skies.

The plant was unknown in this lo
cality until a few. years ago when, as 
the story goes, a sweet old lady, who is 

ardent lover of flowTers, was so 
delighted at first sight with its 
striking and gorgeous appearance, that 
she brought some seed home. The 
stranger in royal apparel made itself 
quite at home, ana from her gate its 
offspring have traveled many a mile-

The plant grows about two feet 
high. The leaves are long, narrow and 
hairy, the stem very rough and brist
ly, and covered with small purple dots- 
The flowers are borne in close clust
ers along the upper part of the stem, 
forming a long narrow raceme. The 
cluster is in the form of a double row 
of buds, taperiiisr at the end. and curl
ing over somewhat like a fern frond. 
Not more than two flowers open at 
once in each cluster. The corolla is 
funnel-shaped witn five unequal lobes 
and five long red stamens. The buds 
and newly-opened flowers are bright 
pink, but very quickly change to a 
deep blue. These contrasting colors 
givo the flower spike a very brilliant 
appearance.

“Blue is the prettiest color there is 
-—unless; it's pink,” 1 once heard a man 
say while driving along a road border
ed with blue-weed in full bloom. My 
companion and I glanced at each other 
with a smile at the naively graceful 
suggestion. Had the minister noticed 
the colors of our dresses? Or was it 
merely a slip of the tongue?

Studio :Here anct there amid the blooms of 
deeper blue may be seen a spike of 
very pale blue or white flowers. This 
is probably a mere freak of nature, 
for such an 

These '4m,

prove so hard a

rented 
Jam». 81 m 

of pure ha 
i Nordhelmer
Khur-itreet I

From the Growth of Love a sequ
ence of 79 sonnets, Is taken the fol
lowing, the sixth in the series:__

Fied.
occurrence is rare, 

g brilliant flower spikes are 
very pretty in bouquets for table de
coration, tho few there be that find 
it out

The biue-weed is a member of the 
Borage Family, to which also belong 
the common stickseed, hound’s tongue 
(whose tenacious burrs are such a pesl 
among sheep), and the forget-me-not. 
far famed in seng and story, and woven 
about with so much romance.

There is a species of hawkweed 
which has within recent years taken 
up its abode among us- Most of the 
hawkweeds are yellow, but this la a 
deep orange-led, and wherever it 
grows adds a dash of brilliant and 
beautiful color to the landscape. It is 
a lover of sunshine, and like the dan
delion opens in the full glare of 
day .closing up at night

The wholv plant is hairy and grows 
from one to two feet high. The long 
slender flower stem, bearing a single 
ieaf about midway, rises from a ros
ette of oblong entire leaves at ithe 
base. At its summit is a close cluster 
cf flower heads resembling small .dan
delions. except tor their deeper hue 
It belongs to the composite family! 
and like the dandelion, has hone but 
strap-shaped florets in the head.

To come suddenly upon a little col
ony of these flowers smiling up bright
ly from amici tne green foliage, i3 to 
be gladdened by a sense of their beau
ty— unless you happen to be a farmer 
and regard them as unwelcome guests. 
They are locally known by the name 
of soldier’s paint-brush , or devil’s 
paint brush. There are several species 
of hawkweed. but this may be easily 
distinguished from the others by its 
color.

» 1 come
rt,??maln Rr,liand, author of “Jean- 
Christophe,” winner of the French 
Academy pri

I "While yet we wait for spring, and 
from the dry

And blackening cast, that 
bitters March,

Well-housed must watch gray fields 
and meadows parch,

And driven dust and withering 
flake fly;

Already in glimpses of the tarnished 
sky

The sun is warm and beckons to 
the larch,

And where the covert hazels Inter- 
arch

Their tassel’d twigs, fair 
primrose lie.

Beneath the crisp and wintry carpet 
hid,
million buds bqt stay their blos
soming,

And trustful birds have built 
.nest amid

The shuddering boughs, and 
wait to sing

Till one soft shower from the 
shall bid.

“Now thin mists temper the slow-rip
ening beams 

Of the September 
gleams

On gaudy flowers shine, that prank 
the rows

Of high-grown hollyhocks, and all tall 
shows

That Autumn flaunteth ln his bushy
bowers:

Where tomtits hanging from the 
drooping heads

Of giant sunflowers, peck the 
seeds,

And in the feathery aster 
wing

?nn1?e<i?nd set free the honied flowers 
I ill thousand stars leap with their 

visiting:
While even across the path mazily flit,
Unplloted in the sun,
The dreamy butterflies.
With dazzling colors powdered 

soft glooms,
White, black and crimson stripes, and 

peacock eyes,
Or on chance flowers sit.
With idle effort plundering one by
Ti8 Eoms’’ °f deCPeat throated geMuÜ beforo u?We cafbuS’e

to a Poetic warmth of treatment that 
tyf®h compared v,i,h the great- has given, and that Dr. Bridges will 

naturae* y °f th= bCSt our «» the position to which he has" Boen
elevated in a less indifferent

There is nothing jn Dr. Bridges’ than the Late Alfred Austin- 
shorter poems of which he may be brow the laurel crown set 
aftbaroedt, for Ma careful selection and fortably.

ze
so em-

ALBERsun: his golden
,la difference between a pro

fessional poet and an amateur poet? If 
we judge the followers of this craft as 
we would those of carpentry, for example, then

an

te,""1”.'

snow--1 i
J 5 . we can properly give the 

name of professional poet only to those 
who make a living by the sale of their 
L®raa- , 1 hlE would make amateurs of all 
English poets except Alfred Noyes, and 
T,nal‘ American poets except J. Whitcomb 

ttofton toraley, and Arthur Gult- 
^toently such a classification is 

absurd. All those who write verse which 
gain* the attention of the public may ,rl Lbe .Said follow the professioHff 

Amateur poets” seems an un
duly disparaging term, yet some such 

is needed to designate the writer 
whose verses are created chiefly for his 
own pleasure and that of his friends, who 
does not concern himself with 
needs and who is indifferent to 
of his poetry.—Literary Digest.

I
and

David c
^Mocla'a Royi 

Lond
teache

a urontc
, Residence

1,
nutty

beds of , ®f£aus,6 the description of a tramp’s 
breakfast was so realistically written 
that one who casually read it swore that 
he could almost smell the bacon. Is the 
amusing reason given why Jeffrey Farnoi’S 
first novel, “The Broad Highway," found 
a publisher. As a matter of fact ,the 
aat.h?r, °f "The Amateur Gentleman,” 
which Is one of , the best sellers at the 
present moment, had the greatest dtffl- 
culty in finding a publisher for his first 
,,°^k at. alL No fewer than six firms re
fused the manuscript, and tt was with a 
sinking heart that he sent It on to Samp
son Dow, of London, Eng. As luck would 
have it, the story fell into the hands of 
the managing director, who prides him
self more on his business than on hi» 
literary capacity. He read the roanue- 
eript, and liked it Immensely—especially 
the description of a tramp cooking hi» 
breakfast. "I’m not a Judge.” he remark- 

■ „ ^.ut’ hy Jove, I can smell the bas
on! So saying he sent It to hie reader, 
but, to his surprise, the latter advised ft» 
rejection "Well,’- he said to hlmeelf.
my reader ought to know, but, hang tt 

ali I can smell the bacon! I’ll risk It” He 
did; and the book sold like hot cake», or 
as one might almost say, like hot bae-

bees o-n1 Studio ;4 noon-
£I
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