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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOL. 146



APRIL 15, 1914.



CHARIVARIA.


Reuter telegraphs from Melbourne that the Commonwealth building in London is to be called "Australia House." This should dispose effectively of the rumour that it was to be called "Canada House."



"The Song of the Breakers," which is being advertised, is not, we are told, a war song for the Suffragettes.



Some of the Press reported a recent happy event under the following heading:—

"Wedding of Mrs. Patrick Campbell."

Mr. George Cornwallis West would like it to be known that it was also his wedding.



It was rumoured one day last week that a certain officer famous for his picturesque language was about to receive a new appointment as Director-General of Expletives.



"Gold-Plated Typewriter,"

announces The Mail. We are sorry for the poor girl. Mr. Granville Barker, of course, started the idea with his gilded fairies.



Miss Mabel Rogers, we read, is bringing a suit against certain other girl students of Pardue University, Indiana, for "ragging" her by tearing off her clothes. It seems to us that it is the defendants who ought to bring the suit.



"Twelve small farmers," we are told, "were on Saturday sent for trial at Ballygar, County Galway, on a charge of cattle-driving." Their size should not excuse them.



One evening last week, The Daily Mail tells us, the electric light failed in several districts of Tooting and Mitcham. "A resident in Garden Avenue," says our contemporary, "had invited about a dozen friends to a card party. The host secured a supply of candles, in the dim light of which the party played." It is good to know that in this prosaic age and in this prosaic London of ours it is still possible to have stirring adventures worth recording in the country's annals.



The power of the motor! "At the request of the Car," says The Westminster Gazette, "M. Poincare will leave on his visit to Russia, after the national fêtes on July 14."



A couple of pictures by unknown artists fetched as much as £2,625 and £1,837 at Christie's last week, and we hear that some of our less notable painters have been greatly encouraged by this boom in obscurity.



"This Machine," says an advertisement of a motor cycle, "Gets You Out-of-Doors—and Keeps You There." Frankly, we prefer the sort that Gets You Home Again.



The Premier, who was said to have "run away" to Fife, after all had a "walk over."



"The Elizabethan spirit," says a laudator temporis acti, "is dead among us." We beg to challenge this statement. When the Armada was sighted Drake went on with his game of bowls. To-day, in similar circumstances, we are confident that thousands of Englishmen would refuse to leave their game of golf.







[image: CAPTIVE GOLF.]
CAPTIVE GOLF.

Defaulting golf-club official trying to impart a little interest to the daily round.





PROFESSIONAL ANACHRONISM.

Mrs. Andrew Fitzpatrick, who looped the loop last Friday at Hendon with her son Hector, is certainly one of the youngest-looking women in the world of her age—for she is put down in black and white as forty-four in more than one book of reference. Her miraculous Lady Macbeth, which she impersonated at the age of seven, is still a happy memory to many middle-aged playgoers, though the miracle was eclipsed by the nine days' wonder of her elopement and marriage to Mr. Fitzpatrick, the famous Ballarat millionaire, on her thirteenth birthday. Her daughter Gemma, who made her début in Grand Opera at the Scala in 1895, is already a grandmother; and her son Hector, who fought in the Russo-Turkish war of 1878, is the youngest Field-Marshal in the British Army.

M. Atichewsky, the famous Russian pianist, who gives his first recital in the Blüthstein Hall next Wednesday, is no stranger to London audiences, though he is only just twenty years of age. In the year of Queen Victoria's Diamond Jubilee he visited England as a Wunderkind, being then only thirteen years of age, and created a furore by his precocious virtuosity. About eleven years later, while he was still in his teens, he appeared at the Philharmonic Concerts with his second wife, a soprano singer of remarkable attainments. The present Madame Atichewsky, it should be noted, has a wonderful contralto voice, which is inherited by her second daughter, Ladoga, who recently made her début at the Théâtre de la Monnaie, in Brussels.



The Poetry of the Ring.

For two pugilists, shaking hands before the knock-out fight begins:—


"Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech
 Each on each."



Browning, "Love among the Ruins."




"It is interesting to learn that the swans on the lower lake have built a nest and that one of the pairs on the upper lake have followed suit, so that there is some possibility of signets on the lakes presently."

Beckenham Journal.



We shall be glad to see these freshwater seals.





THE UNION OF IRISH HEARTS.

(How the prospect strikes an Englishman.)


["In ancient times ... the Devlins were the hereditary horseboys of the O'Neills. (Loud laughter.)"—From the "Times'" report of Mr. Timothy Healy's speech in the House.]





I love to fancy, howsoe'er remote
 The fiery dawn of that millennial future,
 That some fine day the rent in Ireland's coat
 Will be adjusted with a saving suture,
 And one fair rule suffice
 For lamb and lion, babe and cockatrice.




In her potential Kings I clearly trace
 Ground for this hope; no bickering there, no jostling;
 If Healy cares to hint that Devlin's race
 Subsisted by hereditary ostling,
 That's just the family fun
 Brothers can well afford whose hearts are one.




No less the picture of O'Brien's fist
 Clenched playfully beneath a colleague's nose-piece
 Lets me foresee—a sanguine optimist—
 That Union which shall bring to ancient foes peace,
 When all who lap the Boyne
 Beg on their knees to be allowed to join.




Still (to be frank) 'tis not alone the dream
 Of leagued Hibernians kissing lips with Ulster
 That warms my heart; there is another scheme
 That with a livelier motion makes my pulse stir;
 And this can never be
 Till we have posted Redmond oversea.




But, when he's planted on his local throne,
 The Federal Plan should find him far less sniffy;
 We shall have Parliaments to call our own
 Modelled from that high sample on the Liffey,
 And crown the patient years
 With joy of "England for the English" (Cheers).




Meanwhile, amid the present rude hotch-potch,
 We natives must forgo this satisfaction,
 For still the cry is "England for the Scotch"
 (Or else some other tribe of Celt extraction);
 That's why I shan't be happy
 Till Erin's tedious Isle is off the tapis.



O. S.






THE BOMB.

I was rather glad to spend my eighteenth birthday in Germany, because I knew my people would make a special effort in the matter of presents. They did, and I turned the other girls at the pension green with envy when I wore them. The only thing that spoilt my day was that there was nothing at all from Cecil, which was rather a blow.
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