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CHARIVARIA.

Lord Howard de Walden is starting a movement with the admirable object of reinvigorating the drama in Wales by forming a travelling troupe of first-rate actors. It is rumoured that an option has already been obtained on a native comedian who is at present a member of the Cabinet.



The Chancellor of the Exchequer received last week a deputation of the Men of Kent in order to hear their views in support of the preservation of the custom of gavelkind; and many persons, we believe, were surprised to hear that it is a custom and not a disease.



Mr. Ramsay MacDonald, in a speech at Dundee last week, described Mr. Churchill as the worst Liberal First Lord of the Admiralty that had ever occupied the position. It is reported that the right honourable gentleman is having a large number of copies of this statement printed off as a testimonial.



"The Labour organ, The Evening Chronicle," says a Johannesburg telegram, "appeared to-day with the leader column blank." The leaders were, of course, all in gaol.



In addition to Sir Ernest Shackleton's little party an Austrian expedition to the Antarctic is also being organised. Such persons as were intending to go to these regions in the hope of finding quiet and rest there would do well to hesitate, for it looks as if they may be rather overcrowded.



"The American Ambassador," we read last week, "is confined to his room at the Embassy owing to a cold." Colds, we know, are nasty catching things, but we consider it shows cowardice on the part of the staff to have, apparently, locked their chief in his room.



The Duke of Atholl celebrated his jubilee as head of the house of Stewart-Murray last week. In these days to have remained a Duke for so long as fifty years shows no little grit.



"A Farnham resident," a contemporary informs us, "was badly stung by a wasp last week." At this time of year these insects are apt to sting badly, but in the summer they do it quite well.



The Roman Temple which has occupied a prominent position in the grounds of the Crystal Palace during the last three years is to be removed to Bath, and re-erected there. To the grave regret of the élite of Sydenham, an attempt to get Kew to take over the large glass house has failed.



A little while ago, at the Palladium, there was a Moore and Burgess revival. It has evidently been discovered that there is a taste for this sort of entertainment, for it is now announced that Mr. Oscar Asche will produce this year a play by Sir Rider Haggard in which the popular actor and his wife will appear as Zulus.



Joseph, we read, is to be produced at Covent Garden next week. Apparently Sir Herbert Tree's friend has now parted from his Brethren.



A lady in the front of the first circle at Drury Lane, The Express tells us, laughed so heartily the other day in the paper-hanging scene that her artificial teeth fell out and dropped into the stalls. This accentuates the importance of having one's teeth plainly marked with one's name and address.



Mr. Fred Burlingham, who recently descended into the heart of Vesuvius, has written a book entitled "How to become an Alpinist." The idea is good. One likes to learn how to cool oneself after a visit to a crater.



A little girl of our acquaintance has given the most vivid description of a cold that we have yet heard. "Well, Phyllis," we said, "how goes it to-day?" "Horrid," came the answer. "Have to make myself breathe."



"For the first time for forty years," The Daily Mail tells us, "a wild swan, supposed to have flown across the North Sea, has been shot in the marshes of the Isle of Sheppey." It does not say much for the marksmanship of the local sportsmen that this poor creature should have been shot at all those years without being hit.



We learn from The Tailor and Cutter that a garment of double fabric, with india-rubber balls inside to absorb the shock, has been designed for motorists by a Budapest tailor. But surely it is rather the pedestrian who needs this armour?



Mr. W. McDougall declared in a lecture at the Royal Institution last week that the cranial capacity of the savage was equal to that of the average Oxford undergraduate. Cambridge has suspected this for years.




[image: ]
First Urchin. "See, 'err, a Aireoplane!"

Second Urchin. "Where?"

First Urchin. "See, There—that Loose Bit."





"A Wet Sheet and a Flowing Sea."


"Hitherto more or less content with a wet sea and a flowing sail...."

"Times" Literary Supplement.




It would be terrible if The Times disapproved of the sea being wet.



"Multiply Your Income by 3.


£152 x 3 = £375

Think what you could do if you had three times the income you have now."

Advt. in "Church Times."




Sums perhaps.




"Mr. R. G. Knowles, the famous comedian, is now out of danger, and, acting on his doctor's orders, will start on Thursday for a trip to the Argentine, He will be back in London before the end of Barch."

Liverpool Daily Post.




Without that biserable cold, we hope.



Our Picturesque Language.

Extract from Japanese letter:—


"Our markets do not improve yet but as I working hard as twice than last year our business do not much decay than other person, which I am glad."




We share this gentleman's joy.





A COCKAIGNE OF DREAMS.

Based on Sir Aston Webb's recent vision of what London might be like in a hundred years' time.




Thanks to a gift of piercing sight

(Not far removed from that of Moses),

Beyond the secular veil of night

I see a City crowned with light,

A London redolent of roses.




I note an air of morning prime,

As used by bards for their afflatus,

Recovered from the spacious time

Ere yet a triple coat of grime

Had blocked our breathing-apparatus.




Swept clean of smuts and chimney-stacks

Each roof becomes a blooming garden,

And there, reclining on its backs,

All day the jocund public slacks

As in the thymy glades of Arden.




On Thames's bosom, crystal-clear,

Glad urchins bob about like bladders;

The fly is cast from Wapping pier,

And over the Pool's pellucid weir

Salmon go leaping up their ladders.




I dream how Covent's gritty bowers

(By leave of Mallaby's line) shall wear a

Fat smile to greet the sunnier hours

For joy of battles fought with flowers,

As it might be in Bordighera.




New Bond Streets on the Surrey side

Shall flaunt their gems and rare chinchillas

To swell the local mummer's pride,

And every bridge shall span the tide

With Arcadies of Aston villas.




I see, in fact, old London rise

From smokeless ashes, like a Phœnix,

To moral planes where Beauty lies

And Electricity supplies

The motive power of pure Hygienics.




But not in our time (hush, my heart!);

A score of lustres will have fleeted

Before the Ministry of Art,

Though it should make an early start,

Can hope to see the thing completed.




Meanwhile this London is my place.

Sad though her dirt, as I admit, is,

I love the dear unconscious grace

That shines beneath her sooty face

Better than all your well-groomed cities.





O. S.



"A Belgian Princess and Her Creditors.


'Le Soir' (Brussels) announces that the creditors of Princess Louise will receive the sum of 4,172 millions of francs, and consequently the legal proceedings before the Court of Appeal will not take place."




Pall Mall Gazette.

Such a paltry sum to make a fuss about! But, as usual, we hide our real feelings behind this flippant mask. Reading between the lines we confess to strange apprehensions. Why has the Princess so gravely exceeded her dress allowance? Has she, on behalf of her beloved country, been collecting war-ships? Has she 50 or 60 Dreadnoughts up her sleeve to upset the balance of naval power on "the day"? We make the German Chancellor a present of these disturbing reflections.
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