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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOL. 159.



December 15, 1920



CHARIVARIA.

Apparently the official decision not to issue Christmas excursion tickets for journeys of less than one hundred miles will inflict some inconvenience on the public. Several correspondents point out that they will be obliged to travel further than they had intended.



A newspaper correspondent describes Charlie Chaplin as being an amusing companion in private life. We always suspect a popular comedian of having his lighter moments.



"For twenty years," says a contemporary, "Superintendent Spencer of Scotland Yard has been watching the King." We hasten to add that during all that time His Majesty has never done anything to excite suspicion.



This year's Oxford and Cambridge Rugby match is said to have been the most exciting in the memory of the oldest undergraduate.



According to The Daily Express twenty-five thousand Government officials are on strike in Austria. People are asking why we can't have this sort of thing in England.



Official kissing at Presidential functions is now discontinued in France and visitors must shake hands in future. These curtailed amenities are still an improvement on the Mexican custom of exchanging revolver shots.



"Hats," says The Times' fashion correspondent, "are worn well on the head." We have always regarded this as the best place to wear a hat on.



White spats are to be fashionable this winter, we read. In muddy weather, however, the colour-scheme may be varied. Only the other day we saw one gentleman wearing a beautiful pair of Dalmatians.



So many singers want to run before they can walk, says Mr. Ben Davies. With some singers whom we have heard, the ability to dodge as well as run would be an advantage.



Loud cheers were given, says a Bolshevist wireless message, when Lenin left Petrograd for Moscow. We can well believe it.



The Bolshevists now forbid men to walk through the streets with their hands in their pockets. Hands in other peoples' pockets every time is their motto.



A palpitating writer in a Sunday paper asks if the summit of English life is being made a true Olympus or a rooting-ground for the swine of Epicurus. Judging by the present exorbitant price of a nice tender loin of pork, with crisp crackling, we should say the former.



A West Norwood man who described himself as a poet told the magistrate that he had twice been knocked down by a motor-cyclist. Our opinion is that he should have given up poetry when he was knocked down the first time.



Mr. Winston Churchill cannot be in two places at once, says The Bristol Evening News. All the same it is a dangerous thing to put him on his mettle like that.



Many people remain oblivious of the approach of Christmas until the appearance of mistletoe at Covent Garden. We don't wait for that; we go by the appearance in The Daily Mail of a letter announcing the discovery of primroses in Thanet.



Measures to arrest the subsidence of the dome of St. Paul's Cathedral have again become imperative. The cause assigned is the depressing effect of the Dean.



Of several hats caught up in a recent whirlwind it was observed that the one with the largest circulation was a "Sandringham."



A judge has decided that it is ultra vires for a municipal body to run a public laundry. Apparently this is to remain a monopoly of the Royal Courts of Justice.



"The telephone," we are told, "was cradled in a dead man's ear." As far as we can ascertain the other end of ours is still there.



Seventy is suggested by the London County Council as the age limit at which coroners should retire. Complete justice cannot be done as long as there is anything in the shape of identity of interest between the coroner and the corpse.



"The natural position of the eyeballs in sleep," says a correspondent of The Daily Mail, "is turned upwards." The practice of leaving them standing in a tumbler of water all night should be particularly avoided by light sleepers.



We are asked to deny the rumour that the Poet Laureate is entitled to draw the unemployment donation.




[image: THE POKER-PLAYER'S SECRET MAKE-UP OUTFIT.]
THE POKER-PLAYER'S SECRET MAKE-UP OUTFIT.

Disguises your elation when you hold a fat hand.

Only five-and-sixpence post free in plain wrapper.

Will pay for itself many times over.










Theatre-Fashions in Malta.


"The House was full to its utmost capacity, the elegant night dresses and toilettes of the ladies presenting a fine aspect."

—Malta Paper.







"Ye Olde —— Hotel. Hot and Cold Sheets."

Daily Paper.




Produced, we assume, by a water-bottle (h. and c.).




"The Dry Champaign in Scotland.



Polling in Edinburgh."

Provincial Paper.




Judging by the results, the Scots seem still to prefer the local vintage.




There was a young high-brow of Sutton

Who lived on hot air and cold mutton;

He knew not of Grock,

But he idolized Brock

(I don't mean the sculptor, but Clutton).







TO THE LION OF LUCERNE.



Tino, before you went away

To crouch behind a sheltering Alp,

How strong the limelight used to play

About your bald, but kingly, scalp!

And now, emerging from the shelf

(A site where Kings are seldom happy),

You must be pleased to find yourself

Once more resilient on the tapis.




Over your past (Out, damnéd spots!)

With lavish bucketfuls you paint

The whitewash on to clean its blots

And camouflage the Teuton taint;

From William and the family tie

Protesting your unbridled freedom,

"I know you not, old man," you cry,

"Fall to your prayers—you badly need 'em!"




For Athens, to your great content,

Calls you to be her guiding star

(Only a paltry one per cent

Wanted to leave you where you are);

And you've agreed to take it on,

Jumped at the prospect Fate discloses,

And thought, "With Venezelos gone,

Life will be one long bed of roses."




But mark the oversight you made,

Forgetting, while you waxed so fat,

That England, whom you once betrayed,

Might have a word to say to that;

Might, if for love of your fair eyes

Greece should decide again to wobble,

Conceivably withdraw supplies

And cut her off with half an obol.




Roar loud, O Lion of Lucerne!

But lo, upon Britannia's shore

Another Lion takes his turn

And gives a rather louder roar;

Meaning, "It doesn't suit my views

To subsidise two sorts of beano,

And Greece will therefore have to choose

Between her tummy and her Tino."




O. S.







ABOUT GOLF.

Golf is obviously the worst game in the world. I doubt indeed whether it is a game at all.

It is played with a ball, about which, though I could say much, I will say little. I will not decide whether it should have a heart of oak or a heart of gold, whether it should go through a 1·6-inch ring or a plate-glass window, whether it should sink like the German Navy or float like the British. Enough, if not too much, has been said about the standard ball.

Golf is also played with a number of striking implements more intricate in shape than those used in any other form of recreation except dentistry. Let so much be agreed.

Now, quite plainly, the essential idea underlying all games played with a ball, whether a club, stick, mallet, bat or cue be added or no, is that some interference should take place with the enemy's action, some thwarting of his purpose or intent. In Rugby football, to take a case, where no mallet is used, it is permissible to seize an opponent by the whiskers and sling him over your right shoulder, afterwards stamping a few times on his head or his stomach. This thwarts him badly. The same principle applies, though in a milder form, to the game of cricket, where you attempt to beat the adversary's bat with your ball, or, if you have the bat, to steer the ball between your adversaries, or at least to make them jolly well wish that you would.
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