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all, where he has killed the devil and holds
the infernal carcass up in victory—we have
the whole drama of Punch and Judy done in
p_ictures. while the dialogue is given verba- °
tim. - :

Have you ever seen the wonderful and
thrilling drama of Punch and Judy{ It has
always varied with the nations that enjoyed
it; but the English version is the one which
will be most readily recognized. i

Mr. Punch, who appears as no very belli-
cose hero when he is introduced to the audi-
ence, suffers unprovoked injury at the jaws
of the dog of Scaramouche, which seizes him
by his big, beloved nose and almost bites it
off. The dog gets away in safety, and good-
natured Mr. Punch shows no such resent-
ment ag the ordinary man would display after
having his nose used as chewing gum by an
Irish terrier,

But along comes Scaramouche, lugging a
big stick, highly incensed over the ill-treat-
ment Mr., Punch must have visited upon the
dog. Bearamouche is hunting trouble. After
he has rapped the pacific Mr. Punch over the
head with his stick, he finds it. . Mr. Punch
secures the weapon and, with a single blow,
knocks Searamouche's head from his shoul-
ders. Then Scaramouche is dead.

Mr. Punch, to relieve his annoyance, calls
Judy to fetch the baby. Judy has a bitter
tongue in her head, and she gives her hus-’
band generous samples of it. But he is pa-
tient. So she brings the baby. He plays
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with it until the baby eries.

Its father tries to soothe it; but
baby won't soothe. Now, Mr. Punch,
ns the audience has seen, has the pa-
tience of a saint; yet, as any father
knows, a crying baby is just the thing

to rip the lining out of any saint’s pa-

I" tience. Mr. Punch’s patience goes in
one wild rip and tear, and he chucks
the baby out of the window. Then the
_ baby is dead.

warm summer days, you would find, in Comes Judy, first accusing, then

scores or hundreds, assemblages of
children with their parents, some scated
4 and others standing, but all gazing wit
delighted smiles toward the tiniest of tiny
4 theaters.

Presently would appear a quaint, big-
featured manikin above the shelf that serves
for the stage; and, on the instant, the Je-
lighted smiles change 1o still more delighted
laughter.

. ’F YOU were in Paris during these

Europe’s Mr. Punch an Apollo by compar-
BOIL _

Burmabh, like Turkey, has the puppet dia-
logue, which has served through generations
to vitiate the morals of the young, where, in
Italy, France and England, Punchinello’s
gravest offense has been to mix into politics
and eatirize kings and their ministers.

The children of Paris, assisted by many
bigwigs of Parisian journalism, have agreed,
however, that this is the centenary of Guig-

punishing. Punch stands for a little of it; but,’
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the cinematographs in the world
have -'t been able to oust him wholly
from affections in which he was in-
trenched as far back as the year
1600, when Bilvio Fiorillo introeduced
Pulcinella among the buffoons par-
ticipating in the impromptu come-
diesa of Naples.

Antiquaries have tried to carry
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nol, as he was called, when he turned up in
the beloved patrie. But that holds waigr as a
theory onmly in so far as Paris is concerned—
the bigwigs making their usual mistake of
imagining that Paris is France. The truth
is, that Quignol arrived from Italy in Lyons
in 1795, and won there the success that had
carried him on so triumphantly in Italy dur-
ing the previous generations.

He went to Paris, yes, and =&ll over
France, a traveling theater all by himself—
impudent, gay, forever jolly, daringly satir-
ical of those who gave their coppers to laugh
at his impertinences, daringly satirical of the
bloody Revolution itself, making fun of the
very guillotine that stood ready to lop off his
wooden head, and his master’s.

The traveling Punch and Judy show of
England, from which the United States drew
the few examples seen here, was less of the
family affair than it was in Frapce. Dickens
presented a fair idea of Punch and Judy’s ex-
ponents when he brought Little Nell and her
grandfather upon Messrs, Codlin and Short,
tinkering their lay {igures upon the tomb-
stones of the solemn churchyard.

It was that brilliant illustrator of Dick-
ens, Cruikshank, who conceived the enterprise
of perpetuating Mr. Punch in his habit &s he
lived.

It is lucky for us that he did, for the gen-

in the end, he snatchea the stick from her, and
beats her until she can’t speak another word.
Of course, when she can't speak another word,
Judy is dead,- too.

Pretty Polly arrives in the nick of time for
Mr. Punch to perceive he has done well to get
rid of old Judy. Pretty Polly lets herself be
hugged and kissed and, as soon as she makes her
exit, Mr, Punch brings in his horse, Hector, in
order to call at her house. Hector throws him,
and he yells for the doctor.

By this time Mr. Punch has made up his
mind he is embarked upon a career of vice and
erime. When the doctor fails to find anything
serious the matter with him, he kicks the doctor
in the eyo to prove the diagnosis. The doctor
goes out and returns with a club. Ile knocks
Mr. Punch about a bit, until his patient eaptures
the stick. Soon the doctor is knocked down and
beaten, and has the end of the club Jammed into
his stomach. Then the doetor is dead.

Mr. Punch is so pleased with his prowess
thnt he gets a sheep bell and celebrates. His
neighbor's servant comes, with the usual club,
to protest against the noise. So then, in a
couple of shakes, the servant is dead.

In speedy succession Mr. Punch now kills a
blind man who begs charity of him, beats the
constable and the police officer, and has the
effrontery to knock down Jack Ketch, the hang-
But the law is too much for him. Jack
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‘%L‘ T America, and England is neglecting her pop- Ketch and the officers hale him off to prison.
ular hero almost as much as France, this year, o J}m”k }\F't'?_h P?lf'!mi"‘e‘- to hang }}-.:':r-, d&g:.
c m i 1 m. Y "ngland took him to her unch, protesting that he never was hange ¥
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18 7 . > Even in 1710, when the Spectator and the wear the noose. Next minute Punch has hanged
- I"Orlke ch!_fdr(l of France are celebrat- Mr. Punch's origin still farther back, to the Tattler were first delighting English wits with the hangman.
my this year, with no warrant whalever, the Maccus of the mimes of ancient Rome, whase graceful humor, the marvelous Powell was mak- Ah, but he shan't get off so easily! You
£ centennial of their beloved Punch and Judy, grc:-nm statue, with 111'5--0-{3":::1:” nose and ir}g h'::hP_unoh and Judy t;br}w pin e[?:t!rﬁ)mtmr&;t :jn:v{l!('h“t the hangman, but how cbout the
' 1 : ump, was dug up in 1787. of such immense interest in London that the
3 f‘;’; ﬂ::d.:of childhood and oldest friends But, indeed, Mr. Punch's antiquity runs pens of Addison and Steele found his mimetic For it is the devil himself who finally comes
- age. back and back. almost like the genealogy of skill and his nimble fancy well worthy of their for doughty Mr. Punch, fetching slong a club to
Te s ' the famous John Smith, who enuld trace his best attentions. make h!mh;rl;t‘la]h]l’l. Mr. Punch :{rim his best to
/ E HAV i iont:fe cine. TR TR TR A I TAR IS TR ancestry to Adam. As a puppet, a8 mechanical After nearly 200 jzars of favor there, with appease the devil; but, as everybody knows, there
§ mstngrfu:pl:h:owh.iﬁhl".&;:::n:i!;uj».; i e o figure imitating the movements of humanity, such great lights of the national litersture as is no postponement when the devil’s to pay.
2 interminable filmey its .1"‘.&! =Sy ¥ be was a jumping jack for Egyptian babies Addison and Dickens playing upon his joculari- . But there, right there, is where Mr. Punch
. ous rivalry of many neaters and vl _—— who, as old men mummified, were planted in, ties, the best of Mr. Punch remains nowadays, makes good hia elaim to the admiration of hu-
, yaulting ambition 1o have full-grown, full- the tombs of Pharaohs for their sleep of thou- not upon the streets or country highways of Eng- manity. Where every other human sinner has
fedped theaters of its own, wifh femouns play- which the United States has see. so few jn SaDds of years land, but in the little volume containing the two succumbed before the devil's swful power, Mr,
Ly wrights and equally famous sctors to do it “Omparison with Europe. For sodey we Amasi- In classic Greece the nevropaste carried his dozen prints that were done in color By the fond Punch, scared as he is, ancounces that he is will-
\"  original work. cans see pone at all And if Punch «nd Jud box of puppets under his arm from town to and skilful hand of the jraphic Cruikshank. ing to make a fight for it. And the play con-
e Sortonete they who can recsll, st country ever do return, they sre most tikel ,‘nd JUdY  town in the days of old Euripides. In Chins There, from the grotesque frontispiece that clodes with the deril beaten to a pulp, hanging
- S0me #tray street comner, only Olo of Ia Ciml!ﬂpll b, - Rt HRely to come & and Jepsn they have had their “shadow plays” shows the inimitable Mr. Pynch in all the crim-  limp frem Mr. Punch's stick, while his conqueror
Ve, dor oed of Punch and Judy, of But gl WD ﬂl"“ from time immemorial, and barbariq Java's son of his enormous no.e and the gqueer protru- calls for \:nu:rml hurrahs, because—
o I . is Europe, Pusch still flourishes. Al Shadow puppets sre hidecus enough to make sion of his enormous bump, to the scene of “The devil is dead!”
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