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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

Vol. 156.



January 15, 1919.





CHARIVARIA.

A memorial to SIMON DE MONTFORT has been unveiled at Evesham, where he fell in 1265. A pathetic inquiry reaches us as to whether SIMON is yet demobilised.



We are informed that the project of adding a "Silence Room" to the National Liberal Club is to be resuscitated.



"Small one piece houses of concrete," says The National News, "are now quite common in America." The only complaint, it appears, is that some of them are just a trifle tight under the arms.



We hope that the proposed revival by a well-known theatre manager of The Sins of David so shortly after the General Election is not the work of a defeated Candidate.



"Some of the discredited Radical organs," says a contemporary, "are already toying with Bolshevism." A case of "Soviet qui peut."



The report that a number of distinguished Irish Unionists have been ordered to choose between the LORD-LIEUTENANT's Reconstruction Committee and the O.B.E. is causing anxiety in Dublin Club circles.



Weymouth Council has decided to change the name of Holstein Avenue. We deprecate these attempts to force the Peace Conference's hand.



Mr. HENRY FORD's new paper is called The Dearborn Independent. Most independent papers, it is noticed, are that.



"Why has the Government raised the price of new sharps?" asks "FARMER" in The Daily Mail. They may cost more, but they look to us like the same old sharps.



"Sensation-mongering" is the public's verdict on the startling report circulated last week that a Civil Servant had been seen running.



The National Potato Exhibition, it is announced, will in future be held at Birmingham. The League of Political Small Potatoes, on the other hand, has moved its permanent headquarters to Manchester.



There were 21,457 fewer paupers in London last week compared with the same period in 1915, it is stated. All we can say is, it isn't London's fault.



A correspondent, writing to a contemporary, thinks it should be illegal for one taxi-driver to talk to another in the streets. It would be interesting under these circumstances to see what happened if two rival cabs collided.



With reference to the Upper Norwood gentleman who is reported to have arrived home early one night last week, it is not true that he travelled by tube. He walked.



One thing after another. No sooner is influenza on the wane than we read of a serious outbreak of Jazz music in London.



We gather from the interviews appearing in the papers that Mr. PHILIP SNOWDEN is of the opinion that his defeat was due to the General Election.



We are asked to deny the rumour that the KAISER has offered to compete for The Daily Mail trans-Atlantic flight and has offered to forgo the prize.



Scientists are agreed, says Tit-Bits, that there is nothing to prevent people living for five hundred or even one thousand years. We feel, however, that in the case of certain very objectionable persons exemption might be given at the age of about forty years.



"Blwyddyn Newydd Dda i bawb Ohonynt" was the reported greeting sent by Mr. LLOYD GEORGE to his election agent. Other delegates to the Peace Conference are talking in the same truculent strain.



One of the men for whom our heart goes out in sympathy is a South Carolina farmer who has been in the habit of doctoring himself with the help of a medical book. When only fifty-five years of age he died of a misprint.



A prisoner charged at London Sessions with stealing was described as "one of a most daring and clever gang of thieves." It is said that he has asked counsel for permission to use this excellent testimonial on his note-headings.



An Irish farmer aged one hundred-and-four years, who took a prominent part in the General Election, has just died. This should be a lesson to people who meddle with politics.



"The current open secret in Society," says The Star, "is the engagement of Lady DIANA MANNERS, but when it will be announced only she herself will decide." This is extraordinary. A few weeks ago the decision would have rested with the newspapers.



There were 523 fewer books published last year than in the year before. This, we understand, is explained by the fact that Mr. CHARLES GARVICE and Mr. E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM each went to the theatre one night in the early autumn.




[image: ]"I WISH MY HUSBAND HAD JOINED THEM PIVOTS INSTEAD OF THE FOOSILEERS. HE'D 'A' BEEN DEMOBILISED BY NOW."



Regulus Up-to-Date.


"Traveller.—Wanted a pushing young man, to work through England and Scotland in barrel hoops."—Daily Telegraph.







"To these manifestations the President raised his hat, his smiling face indicating the measure of his pleasure at the leave-taking with the British public."—Daily Paper.




One of the things that might perhaps have been expressed differently.



Redistribution.


The Bolshevist plan to conciliate Labour

Is based on the maxim of Beggar your Neighbour,

With the glorious result, when they share out the loot,

That ev'ry one's sure of possessing one boot.







THE RHYME OF THE "RIO GRANDE."



By Salthouse Dock as I did pass one day not long ago,

I chanced to meet a sailorman that once I used to know;

His eye it had a roving gleam, his step was light and gay,

He looked like one just in from sea to blow a nine months' pay;

And as he passed athwart my hawse he hailed me long and loud:

"Oh, find me now a full saloon where I may stand the crowd;

I'm out to rouse the town this night as any man may be

That's just come off a salvage job, my lad, the same as me....




"Bringin' home the Rio Grande, her as used to be

Crack o' Moore, Mackellar's Line, back in ninety-three;

First of all the 'Frisco fleet, home in ninety-eight,

Ninety days to Carrick Roads from the Golden Gate;

Thirty shellbacks used to have all their work to do

Hauling them big yards of hers, heaving of her to

Down off Dago Ramirez, where the big winds blow,

Bringin' home the Rio Grande twenty years ago.




"We picked her up one morning homeward bound from Portland, Maine,

In a nine-knot grunting cargo tramp, by name the Crown o' Spain;

The day was breaking cold and dark and dirty as could be,

It was blowin' up for weather as we couldn't help but see.

Her crew was gone the Lord knows where—and Fritz had left her too;

He must have took a scare and quit afore his job was through;

We tried to pass a hawser, but it warn't no kind o' good,

So we put a salvage crew aboard to save her if we could....




"Bringin' home the Rio Grande and her freight as well,

Half-a-score of steamboatmen cursin' her like hell,

Flounderin' in the flooded waist, scramblin' for a hold,

Hangin' on by teeth and toes, dippin' when she rolled;

Ginger Dan the donkeyman, Joe the 'doctor's' mate,

Lumpers off the water-front, greasers from the Plate,

That's the sort o' crowd we had to reef and steer and haul,

Bringin' home the Rio Grande—ship and freight and all.




"Our mate had served his time in sail, he was a bully boy,

It'd wake a corpse to hear him hail 'Foretopsail yard ahoy!'

He knew the ways o' squaresail and he knew the way to swear,

He'd got the habit of it here and there and everywhere;

He'd some samples from the Baltic and some more from Mozambique;

Chinook and Chink and double-Dutch and Mexican and Greek;

He'd a word or two in Russian, but he learned the best he'd got

Off a pious preachin' skipper—and he had to use the lot....




"Bringin' home the Rio Grande in a seven-days' gale,

Seven days and seven nights, the same as JONAH'S whale,

Standard compass gone to bits, steering all adrift,

Courses split and mainmast sprung, cargo on the shift ...

Not a chart in all the ship left to steer her by,

Not a glimpse of star or sun in the bloomin' sky ...

Two men at the jury wheel, kickin' like a mule,

Bringin' home the Rio Grande up to Liverpool.




"The seventh day off South Stack Light the sun began to shine;

Up come an Admiralty tug and offered us a line;

The mate he took the megaphone and leaned across the rail,

And this or something like it was the answer to her hail:

He'd take it very kindly if they'd tell us where we were,

And he hoped the War was going well, he'd got a brother there,

And he'd thought about their offer and he thanked them kindly too,

But since we'd brought her up so far, by God we'd see it through....




"Bringin' home the Rio Grande (and we done it too),

Courses split and mainmast sprung—half a watch for crew—

Bringin' home the Rio Grande and her freight as well,

Half-a-score of steamboatmen cursing her like hell—

Her as led the grain fleet home back in ninety-eight,

Ninety days to Carrick Roads from the Golden Gate—

Half-a-score of steamboatmen to steer and reef and haul,

Bringin' home the Rio Grande—ship and freight and all."
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