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CHARIVARIA.

"When the King and Queen visit Nottinghamshire as the guests of the Duke and Duchess of Portland at Welbeck, three representative colliery owners and four working miners will," we read, "be presented to their Majesties at Forest Town." A most embarrassing gift, we should say, and one which cannot, without hurting susceptibilities, be passed on to the Zoological Society.



Are the French, we wonder, losing that valuable quality of tact for which they have so long enjoyed a reputation? Amongst the Ministers introduced at Paris to King Christian of Denmark, who enjoys his designation of "The tall King," was M. Maginol, who is an inch taller than His Majesty. He should surely have been told to stay at home.



In the Bow County Court, last week, a woman litigant carried with her, for luck, an ornamental horse-shoe, measuring at least a foot in length, and won her case. Magistrates trust that this idea, pretty as it is, may not spread to Suffragettes of acknowledged markmanship.



Extract from an account in The Daily Chronicle of the Silver King disturbance:—"The officers held her down, and, with the ready aid of members of the audience, managed to keep her fairly quiet, though she bit those who tried to hold their hands over her mouth. A stage hand was sent for ..." If we are left to assume that she did not like the taste of that, we regard it as an insult to a deserving profession.



"Do people read as much as they used to?" is a question which is often asked nowadays. There are signs that they are, anyhow, getting more particular as to what they read. Even the House of Commons is becoming fastidious. It refused, the other day, to read the Weekly Rest Day Bill a second time, and the Third Reading of the Home Rule Bill was regarded as a waste of time and intelligence.



The superstitions of great men are always interesting, and we hear that, after his experience at Ipswich and on the Stock Exchange, Mr. Lloyd George is now firmly convinced that it is unlucky for him to have anything to do with anyone whose name ends in "oni."



Professor Metchnikoff, the great authority on the prevention of senile decay, will shortly celebrate his seventieth birthday, and a project is on foot to congratulate him on his good fortune in living so long.



The Central Telephone Exchange is now prepared to wake up subscribers at any hour for threepence a call, and it is forming an "Early Risers' List." So many persons are anxious to take a rise out of the Telephone Service that the success of the innovation is assured.



By crossing the Channel in a biplane, the Princess Loewenstein-Wertheim has earned the right to be addressed as "Your Altitude."



We see from an advertisement that we now have in our midst an "Institute of Hand Development." This should prove most useful to parents who own troublesome children. No doubt after a short course of instruction the spanking power of the hand may be doubled.



Reading that two houses in King Street, Cheapside, were sold last week "for a price equal to nearly £13 10s. per foot super," a correspondent asks, "What is a super foot?" If it is not a City policeman's we give it up.



There are now 168 house-boats on the Thames, states the annual report of the Conservators, and it has been suggested that a race between these craft might form an attractive item at Henley.



Shoals of mackerel entered Dover Bay last week, and many of the fish were caught by what is described as a novel form of bait, namely a cigarette paper on a hook drawn through the water in the same way as a "spinner." As a matter of fact we believe that smoked salmon are usually caught this way.



We learn from an announcement in The Medical Officer that Dr. T. S. McSwiney has sold his practice to Dr. Hogg—and it only remains for us to hope that Dr. Hogg has not bought a pig in a poke.



It looks as if even in America the respect for Titles is on the wane. We venture to extract the following item from the catalogue of an American dealer in autographs:—"Bryce, James, Viscount. Historian. Original MS. 33 pp. 4to of his article 'Equality.' In this he says:—'The evils of hereditary titles exceed their advantage. In Great Britain they produce snobbishness both among those who possess them and those who do not, without (as a rule) any corresponding sense of duty to sustain the credit of the family or the caste. Their abolition would be clear gain....' And now he is a Viscount. Price 30 dollars."




[image: Pugilistic Veteran.]
Pugilistic Veteran. "Come erlong, young un—come erlong; put some beef into it. That ain't the stuff I did at your age."





More African Unrest.

From a letter in The East African Standard:—


"We have indeed reached the stage known as the last straw on the camel's back, and I, for one, am quite prepared, as one of the least component parts of that camel, to add my iota to the endeavour to kick over the traces. Let us unite and, marching shoulder to shoulder and eye to eye, set sail for that glorious and equally well-known goal—'Who pays the piper calls the tune.'"



No man of spirit could resist so stirring an appeal.



Embarrassing Situations.

I.

From the latest Official Report on anti-aircraft guns:—


"Another arrangement, constructed by Messrs. Lenz, is that in which the layer's seat is attached to the muzzle of the gun."



II.


"The mediators who are to intervene to bring peace in Mexico have begun their sittings at Niagara in a situation which is full of perplexity."

The Saturday Westminster Gazette.



If the spot alluded to is immediately under the Falls we can well understand their lack of confidence.





THE HOLIDAY MOOD.

To the Liberal Party—British Section.


["The effect, however," (of the Nationalists' enthusiasm) "was somewhat marred by the apathy of the Liberals."—"The Times," on the Third Reading of the Home Rule Bill.]





Why was the timbrel's note suppressed?

Why rang there not a rousing pæan

When Ireland, waiting to be blest,

Hanging about for half an æon,

Achieved at length the heights of Heaven

By a majority of 77?




Why was the trombone's music dumb?

Why did the tears of joy not splash on

The vellum of the big bass drum

To indicate your ardent passion

For that Green Isle across the way

Which you must really visit some fine day?




Was it the three elections (by-)

That left you for the time prostrated

(They should have raised your spirits high,

So Infant Samuel calculated),

Concluding with the worst of slips which

Occurred between the cup and mouth at Ipswich?




Was it because your Home Rule Bill

(Though perfect) craves to be amended,

And to the Lords you love so ill

That you would gladly see 'em ended

The delicate task has been referred

Of patching up the places where you erred?




Was it that you were pained to find

How Ulster took your noble Charter;

With what composure she declined

To bear it like a Christian martyr;

How there she stood, too firm to shake,

With no idea of stepping to the stake?




Or did you hear a still small voice

Under your waistcoat, where your heart is:

"We fought by contract, not by choice,

Ay, and the spoils are not our party's;

The Tories may be beat, but we know

This is not Asquith's, it is Redmond's beano"?




Or did you doubt if all was right

With Erin when you heard O'Brien

Foreboding doom by second sight

And roaring like a wounded lion,

And saw what venomed hate convulsed her

Apart from any little tiff with Ulster?




Or could it be you felt so fain

About your imminent vacation

That the same breast could not contain

The joy of Ireland-as-a-Nation?

There wasn't room for both inside,

And so the Bill gave way to Whitsuntide?




If that was why you would not hail

Your chance of bringing down the ceiling,

But let the holiday mood prevail,

I understand, and share your feeling;

I find my bowl of joy o'er-bubbling

Whenever Parliament has ceased from troubling.





O. S.



NEWSPAPER WAR.

Cut-throat Parish Magazine Competition.

The amazing upheaval in provincial journalism consequent on the issue of the Little Titley Parish Magazine at one penny is the sole topic of conversation in Dampshire, to the exclusion of Ulster, Mexico, the scarcity of meat, and even golf. Perhaps the most remarkable and significant outcome of this momentous change is the sudden abandonment by the Nether Wambleton Parish Magazine of its familiar claim that its sale amounted to an average which, if tested, would show an excess of two to one over any other church periodical in Wessex. The Nether Wambleton Parish Magazine in its May number contented itself with asserting that it is the largest religious monthly in North Dampshire, also that its average sale, if tested, would show a circulation calculated to stagger humanity.
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