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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOLUME 159.



October 20, 1920.





CHARIVARIA.

"Whenever I am in London," writes an American journalist, "I never miss the House of Commons." Nor do we, during the Recess.



"If Lord Kenyon wishes, I am prepared to fight him with any weapon he chooses to name at any time," announced Sir Claude Champion de Crespigny recently to a representative of The Star. In sporting circles it is thought that, in spite of his recent declaration, Mr. C. B. Cochran may consent to stage the encounter.



At the Air Conference last week Lieut.-Colonel Moore-Brabazon, M. P., said the Government should appoint experts to control the weather. It looks as if The Daily Mail was not going to have things all its own way.



"The object of Poland," says M. Dombski, "is peace, hard work and production." These were at one time the object of England, and she still hopes to get peace.



Mr. Pussyfoot Johnson has told a Glasgow audience that he is no kill-joy, but smokes cigars. It is also said that he has been seen going the pace playing dominoes.



"An apple a day keeps the doctor away." We can only add that the price of apples is enough to keep anybody away.



"What is a Penny Roll?" asks a headline. The answer is "Three half-pence."



The average boarding-house, says a gossip writer, is not what it seems. No, unfortunately it is what it is.



We understand that the world's record fast has been accomplished by a Scotsman, who has succeeded in remaining in Prohibition America for seven months and three days.



South Sea Islanders, when greeting friends, says Tit Bits, fling a jar of water over them. Cats on night duty are now putting a kindlier interpretation on the treatment they receive.



An employee at a coal-mine in Ohio is reported to have died from overwork. There is consolation in the fact that this could not possibly happen in England.



Three Glasgow workmen have started on a walk to London. With the possibility of a vote in favour of a dry Scotland we suppose they started early to avoid the rush.



It is still very doubtful whether Jack Dempsey can meet Jess Willard, says a sporting paper. A dear old lady thinks he might get over the difficulty by dropping him a letter.



It is reported that the captain of a village fire brigade recently declined to call his men out to a fire because it was raining. Unfortunately the owner of the fire was too busy to keep it going till the first fine day.



A clerk employed behind the counter at a post-office in the South of England recently rescued a young girl from drowning. In order to show their appreciation of the young man's bravery, local residents have now decided to purchase their stamps at his post-office.



"Life is uncertain and often full of trouble," bewails a writer in the "Picture" Press. Still, in our opinion it's the only thing worth living.



On two separate occasions last week a cat entered one of the largest churches in Yorkshire whilst a wedding was in progress. This supports our belief that feline society is contemplating the introduction of more ceremony into their own marriage system.



Ex-sailors on the reserve need not be alarmed by the repeated rumours that a surprise mobilisation of the Fleet may be ordered very shortly, as we now have it on good authority that, in order to ensure its complete success, plenty of notice will be given to them beforehand.



Women are said to be fonder than men are of morbid stage plays. Weddings also have a greater fascination for them.



Mr. T. A. Edison is reported to have invented a machine to record communication with the other world. As a final experiment an attempt is to be made to get into touch with the Poet Laureate.



The motor-car of polished steel and no paint-work is the latest innovation. It is said that this will do away with the objection of pedestrians that under present conditions one cannot be knocked down without soiling one's clothing.



"Water," says an official of the Metropolitan Water Board, "costs far too much to waste to-day." Adulterated with whisky, we believe it costs about eightpence a time.




[image: DIPLOMACY.]
DIPLOMACY.

Mistress. "Norah, will you try to have the steak a little more underdone?"

Norah (bristling up). "Is it finding fault ye are?"

Mistress. "Oh, no, no! I merely thought it would be nicer for you not to remain over the fire so long."





The Music of the Future.

"Musical Instruments.



For Sale, one small Economic Roller, 1 Brown's triple action Roller, 2 Eastern Produce Roll Breakers, 1 Updraft Sirocco Dryer—all the above in good order and can be seen working. 1 Saw Mill, good order. 1 Souter's roll Breaker, fair order."—




Ceylon Paper.




"Mr. —— won £400,000 at Aix-les-Bains. The lucky player, who was educated at Harrow...."—Daily Paper.




The italics are Mr. Punch's. Are our public schools beginning to advertise?





FALLING PRICES

.

(With grateful acknowledgments to the Commercial Statistician of "The Times.")



Sad is the sight, but not so strange,

When the dead leaf to earth declines:

I have observed this annual change

As one of Autumn's surest signs;

But oh, how very odd it is

To mark the falling prices of commodities.




One had supposed the boom of War

(Still raging with the desperate Turk),

Whose closure seemed past praying for,

Would carry on its hideous work

And swell for years and years

The bulging waistcoats of our profiteers.




But lo! a lot of useful wares

Within my modest range have come;

Trousers, I hear, are sold (in pairs)

At three-fifteen—a paltry sum;

And you can even get

Dittos as low as thirteen pounds the set.




I can afford a further lump

Of sugar in my cocoa—yes,

And cocoa too is on the slump,

Its "second grade" now costs me less;

And green peas (marrowfat)

Are down to fourpence. I can run to that.




And, though my coffers, sadly thinned,

May not command a home-killed ham,

And though the fees for pilchards (tinned)

And eggs (to eat) and strawberry-jam

Are still beyond my means

(The same remark applies to butter-beans);




Yet milk (condensed) and salmon ("pink"),

And arrowroot and pines (preserved)—

All "easier," I am glad to think—

These, and a soul not yet unnerved,

Shall keep me going strong,

Now that the price of boots is not so long.





O. S.



GONE AWAY!

It seems to me that our local Hunt wants waking up. In some places, I believe, there are still people who "cheerily rouse the slumbering morn" by hunting the fox or the fox-cub, and, if one cannot let slumbering morns lie, there is no jollier way of rousing them. But in our village we hunt the 8.52. Morning after morning, if you watch from a high place, you can see our bowlers and squash hats just above the hedgerows bobbing down to the covert side. That one bobbing last is me.

As we trudge homeward under the star-lit skies all our racy anecdotes are of the fine fast runs we have had with the 8.52, the brave swinging of the tail carriage, the heavy work over the points, the check and find again at East Croydon main.... Those who arrive early at the meet in the morning (but, as I have hinted, I am not one of these) stroll about the platform, I am told, talking of the rare old times when the 8.52 used to be the 8.51, pulling out their watches every now and then and saying to the station-master, "She's twenty-five seconds late," for all season ticket-holders have special permission from the railway company to put trains into the feminine gender. This is a slight compensation for having to pay again when they are challenged and can only pull out a complimentary pass to the Chrysanthemum Show.
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