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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOL. 146.

APRIL 1, 1914.




CHARIVARIA.

We are sorry to hear that the Premier is suffering from a troublesome Gough.



Poor Mr. Asquith, as though he had not already worries enough, is getting into trouble for sending an exclusive statement to The Times. He now stands convicted by his own party of being a Times-server.



The Premier Magazine is announced for sale. Is this, we wonder, the Powder Magazine on which he has been sitting?



At one moment it began to look as if the Admiralty, after all, was going to change its mind and we were to have Grand Man[oe]uvres this year—off the coast of Ireland.



There are rumours that the Suffragettes are now preparing to blow up the whole of Ireland, as they find that that little country has during the past few days been distracting public attention from their cause.



An appeal is being made for funds to enable the battlefield of Waterloo to be preserved. A handsome donation has, it is said, been offered by one of our most enterprising railway companies, the only condition made being that the name shall be altered to Bakerloo.



It is so often asserted that a Varsity career unfits one for success in the bigger world that it is satisfactory to read that the Prince of Wales's income from the Duchy of Cornwall was £85,719 last year, as compared with £81,350 in the previous year.



The Association of Lancastrians in London held their annual dinner last week. It would have been a kindly and thoughtful act on the part of those responsible for the dinner had they offered a seat to Mr. Masterman, the Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster, who is now back in town.



Mr. Justice Scrutton has fined a man for saying "Hear, hear," in court, and there is something approaching a panic among our Comic Judges lest some colleague on a lower plane of humour should fine somebody, for laughing in court.



It has been said that we English take our pleasures sadly. By way of compensation, apparently, we take our tragedies gaily. Under the heading "Amusement Notes" in The Daily Mail we find the following announcement:—"At the Scala Theatre a new colour film is promised for Monday next, which is to depict in striking fashion the terrors of modern scientific warfare."



A contemporary describes the production, Splash Me, which was presented at the Palladium last week, as "a Water Revue." The correct expression is surely "Naval Revue"?



Messrs. Weekes and Co. have published a "Song of the Aeroplane," and we suspect that all concerned in this venture are terrified lest some clumsy critic shall say, "Merely to hear this song makes one want to fly."



It is sometimes asked, Are we a musical nation? It is possible, of course, that we are, but last week we were informed by an advertisement that "the greatest song success of the season" is entitled "Popsy Wopsy."



A Mr. Snooks attained his 100th birthday last week. So much for those who say that ridicule kills!



Thetford (Norfolk) Corporation have decided to pay their mayor a salary of £20 in future "owing to the heavy financial drain on his pocket." We think it should have been removed and the cost charged to drainage expenses.



The coat-of-arms provided for the Metropolitan Asylum Board includes a red cross, the golden staff of Æsculapius, an eagle, a dragon, and red and white roses. It sounds a mad enough medley.



Answer to a correspondent: No, Wild Life is not an organ of the Militants.




[image: Our Futurist Pygmalion]
Our Futurist Pygmalion (on seeing his Galatea come to life).

"Oh, why didn't I remain an idealist?"





THE NEXT OF THE DANDIES.

(According to our daily paper, sloppy untidiness is to be the fashion this year.)



I've jibed at Dame Fashion for many a year,
 Jibed bitterly rather than gaily;
 And over the follies of feminine wear
 I indulged in a diatribe daily;
 But now I must sing in a different strain
 And praise with a penitent vigour
 The kindness by which she was moved to ordain
 Untidiness strictly de rigueur.




Though man from her fetters is commonly loose
 (For he has the pluck to withstand her),
 I take it that what is correct for the goose
 Will not be amiss for the gander;
 And I have a suit that for comfort and ease
 I'd always elect to be dressed in;
 The trousers have dear little bags where my knees
 Have made them a corner to nest in.




The sleeves of the coat are all frayed at the end,
 The seams of the waistcoat have "started,"
 But I have a weakness for elderly friends,
 And now we need never be parted;
 No more when I wear it shall people esteem
 The bardlet in need of compassion;
 They'll merely consider him rather extreme
 In his fervent devotion to Fashion.








"Bolton W. 1, Manchester C. 0.

Bolton Wan. 1, Manches. C. 0."



Sunderland Daily Echo.





It is still a little obscure, but "B. Wanderers 1, M. City 0" would bring it home to everybody.







THE SPIRIT OF ULSTER AND THE ARMY.

(An Appeal to Both Parties.)



Still dreaming of the spell of Southern nights,
 Strange on my homing senses fall the raucous
 Shouts of Democracy, asserting rights
 It long ago committed to the caucus;
 Strange—in a Chamber run for party ends,
 Busy with private rancours, feuds, ambitions—
 The legend that the Nation's life depends
 Upon her politicians!




Yet two things offer cheer: in Ulster there—
 Fanatic sentiment, you'll say, and scoff it—
 I see a hundred thousand men who care
 For something dearer than their stomach's profit;
 Under the Flag they stand at silent pause,
 True Democrats that hold by Freedom's charter,
 Resolved and covenanted for the Cause
 To give their lives in barter!




I see young soldiers, too, who serve the king
 (For half the wage a Labour Member cashes),
 Prepared, at honour's higher call, to fling
 Their gallant dreams away in dust and ashes!
 I care a lot for any laws they break,
 But more I care to see what sacrifices
 Men still are found to face for conscience' sake,
 Knowing how hard the price is.




Ah, Sirs, and must you for a moment's gain—
 I look to both your camps with like appealing—
 Must you upon these virtues put a strain
 Irrevocably past the hope of healing?
 Cannot some gentler means be yet embraced
 That, when the common peril comes upon her,
 Such qualities of heart, too rare to waste,
 May shield our Country's honour?



O. S.






EGBERT, BULL-FROG.

"Speaking," said my uncle James, "of dogs, did I ever tell you about Egbert, my bull-frog? I class Egbert among the dogs, partly because of his faithfulness and intelligence, and partly because his deep bay—you know how those bull-frogs bark—always reminded me of a bloodhound surprised while on a trail of aniseed. He was my constant companion in Northern Assam, where I was at that time planting rubber. He finally died of a surfeit of hard-boiled egg, of which he was passionately fond, and I was as miserable as if I had lost a brother.

"I think Egbert had been trying to edge into the household for some time before I really noticed him. Looking back, I can remember meeting him sometimes in the garden, and, though I did not perceive it at first, there was a wistful look in his eye when I passed him by without speaking. It was not till our burglary that I began really to understand his sterling worth. A couple of natives were breaking in, and would undoubtedly have succeeded in their designs had it not been for Egbert's frantic barking, which aroused the house and brought me down with a revolver. It is almost certain that the devoted animal had made a practice, night after night, of sleeping near the front-door on the chance of something of the sort happening. He was always suspicious of natives.

"After that of course his position in the house was established. He slept every night at the foot of my bed, and very soothing it was to hear his deep rhythmical breathing in the darkness.

"In the daytime we were inseparable. We would go for walks together, and I have frequently spent hours throwing sticks into the pond at the bottom of the garden for him to retrieve. It was this practice which saved his life at the greatest crisis of his career.

"I happened to have strained my leg, and I was sitting in the garden, dozing, Egbert by my side, when I was awakened by a hoarse bark from my faithful companion, and, looking down, I perceived him hopping rapidly towards the pond, pursued by an enormous oojoobwa snake, a reptile not dangerous to man, being non-poisonous, but a great scourge among the minor fauna of Assam, owing to its habit of pouncing upon them and swallowing them alive. This snake is particularly addicted to bull-frogs, and, judging from the earnest manner in which he was making for the pond, Egbert was not blind to this trait in its character.

"You may imagine my agony of mind. There was I, helpless. My injured leg made it impossible for me to pursue the snake and administer one where it would do most good. And meanwhile the unequal race was already drawing to its inevitable close. Egbert, splendid as were his other qualities, was not built for speed. He was dignified rather than mobile.

"What could I do? Nothing beyond throwing my stick in the hope of stunning the oojoobwa. It was a forlorn hope, but I did it; and it saved Egbert's life, though not in the way I had intended. The stick missed the snake and fell immediately in front of Egbert. It was enough. His grand intellect worked with the speed of lightning. Just as the snake reached him, he reached the stick; and the next moment there was Egbert, up to his neck in the reptile's throat, but saved from complete absorption by the stick, which he was holding firmly in his mouth.
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