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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.
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June 11, 1919.





CHARIVARIA.

"Every British working man has as much right as any Member of Parliament to be paid £400 a year," states a well-known Labour paper. We have never questioned this for a moment.



"Women," says a technical journal, "are a source of grave danger to motorists in crowded city streets." It is feared in some quarters that they will have to be abolished.



"Are you getting stout?" asks a Sunday contemporary. Only very occasionally, we regret to say.



The heat was so oppressive in London the other day that a taxi-driver at Euston Station was seen to go up to a pedestrian and ask him if he could do with a ride. He was eventually pinned down by some colleagues and handed over to the care of his relatives.



"I do not care a straw about Turkey," writes Mr. LOVAT Fraser in The Daily Mail. It is this dare-devil spirit which has made us the nation we are.



Superstition in regard to marriage is dying out, says a West End registrar. Nevertheless the superstition that a man who gets married between January 1st and December 31st is asking for trouble is still widely held.



Mr. VAN INGEN, a New York business man, has just started to cross the Atlantic for the one hundred and sixtieth time. It is not known whether the major ambition of his life is to leave New York or go back and have a last look at it.



"There is no likelihood," says the FOOD-CONTROLLER, "of cheese running out during the coming winter." A pan of drinking water left in the larder will always prevent its running out and biting someone during the dog-days.



Sympathetic readers will be glad to hear that the little sixpence which was found wandering in Piccadilly Circus has been given a good home by an Aberdeen gentleman.



Aeroplane passengers are advised by one enterprising weekly not to throw bottles out of the machine. This is certainly good advice. The bottles are so apt to get broken.



Germany, it is expected, will sign the Peace treaty this once, but points out that we must not allow it to happen again.



Of two burglars charged at Stratford one told the Bench that he intended to have nothing further to do with his colleague in future. It is said that he finds it impossible to work with him owing to his nasty grasping ways.



Sixty-seven fewer babies were born in one Surrey village last year than in previous years. It would be interesting to have their names.



A grocer, according to a legal writer, is not compelled to take goods out of the window to oblige a customer. The suggestion that a grocer is expected to oblige anybody in any circumstances is certainly a novelty.



Uxbridge, says The Evening News, has no bandstand. Nor have we, but we make no fuss about it.



The Bolshevists in Russia, we are told, are busy sowing seeds of sedition. For some time it has been suspected that the Bolshevists were up to no good.



HERBERT WELSH, aged sixty-seven, has started to walk from New Jersey to New Hampshire, U.S.A., a distance of five hundred miles. In the absence of fuller details we assume that HERBERT must have lost his train.



"Postage stamps," says a weekly snippets paper, "can be obtained at all post-offices." This should prove a boon to those who have letters to write.



It is thought if a certain well-known judge does not soon ask, "What is whisky?" he will have to content himself with the past tense.



"What to do with a Wasp" is a headline in a contemporary. We have not read the article, but our own plan with wasps is to try to dodge them.



We hear that complications may arise from an unfortunate mistake made at a Jazz Competition held in London last week. It appears that the prize was awarded to a lady suffering from hysteria who was not competing.



A taxi-driver in a suburb of London was married last week to a local telephone operator. Speculation is now rife as to which will be the first to break down and say "Thank you."



The Press reports the case of a young lady who received slight injuries from a slab of ceiling which fell on her head whilst she was asleep in bed, but was saved from further damage by the thickness of her hair. This should act as a warning to those ladies who adopt the silly habit of removing their tresses on retiring for the night.




[image: ]Hospital Orderly (taking particulars of new patient)."NAME, SIR?"

Patient. "SIR BRUCE BLAZEAWAY."

Hospital Orderly. "RANK?"

Patient. "LIEUTENANT-GENERAL."

Hospital Orderly. "BATTALION?"



To Sign or not to Sign?

As Count BROCKDORFF-RANTZAU puts it, quoting from his German translation of Hamlet: "Sein oder nicht sein, dass ist hier die Frage."




"The recommendations of the Jerram Committee came before a conference between a representative body of lower deck ratings and members of Parliament who sit for naval constituencies. The veterinary chief petty officer presided."—Sunday Paper.




The rank is new to us; but he must be just the man to look after the interests of our sea-dogs.



From the "Transactions" of a photographic society:—


"Mr. —— stated that as Architectural Photography covered a large and varied field he purposed to confine his remarks to the line of work most familiar to him, namely, The Interiors of some of the great English Ministers."




Now at last we shall know if the Government's heart is in the right place.





TO ROBERT OF THE FORCE.



Since first you loomed upon my infant ken

My firm belief has ever been, and still it is,

That you are fashioned not as other men

(Subject, at best, to mortal disabilities),

But come of more than human kin,

Immune, or practically so, from sin.




Godlike the poise that to your bearing lends

The aspect of a tower that never totters;

There's a divinity hath shaped your ends

(Rough-hewn, perhaps—especially your trotters);

Your ample chest, your generous girth

Have no precise similitude on earth.




I cannot picture you (though I have tried)

Wearing a bowler hat and tweed apparel,

Or craving sustenance for your inside

Drawn either from the oven or the barrel;

Scarcely you figure in my eye

As liable, in Nature's course, to die.




And it was you who almost fell from grace,

Striking, like Lucifer, against authority,

Leaving your Heaven for another place

Not mentioned by your ten-to-one majority,

And doomed, to your surprise and pain,

Never, like Lucifer, to rise again.




But you were wise, my Robert, wise in time;

And I, who set you far above humanity,

High-pedestalled upon my lofty rhyme,

Rejoice with you in your recovered sanity;

To me I feel it would have mattered

Enormously to see my idol shattered.




But 'ware the Bolsh, who fain would lure your feet

To conduct unbecoming in a copper;

Once you betrayed us, going off your beat,

And now you've nearly come another cropper;

If, tempted thrice, you break your trust,

You'll have no halo left to readjust.




O.S.







EMBARRASSMENT AND THE LAWYER.

Watson is a young barrister who is feeling rather pleased with himself. I confess that he has deserved it.

The situation was as follows. Before the War he had had no briefs, but had always had a conscience. A hopeless state of affairs. Then he went to the War and shed his conscience somewhere in the Balkans. So far so good. But, when he was demobilised and began to take stock of what had been happening at home in the meanwhile, he found to his horror that a conscience had again been thrust upon him by the General Council of the Bar.

Such was the situation he had to face, and he has won through.

How, you ask, did the G.C.B. play this trick on him? It happened in this way. Having nothing better to do during Watson's absence and at a critical moment of the War, these idle elderly well-fed lawyers solemnly deliberated upon the following fantastic problem:—

"What is the duty of counsel who is defending a prisoner on a plea of Not Guilty when the prisoner confesses to counsel that he did commit the offence charged?"

With a cynical disregard of their own past these sophists propounded the following answer:—

"If the confession has been made before the proceedings have been commenced it is most undesirable that an advocate to whom the confession has been made should undertake the defence, as he would most certainly be seriously embarrassed in the conduct of the case, and no harm can be done to the accused by requesting him to retain another advocate."
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