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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

Vol. 159.



August 25th, 1920.





CHARIVARIA.

"What we have got to do," says Lord Rothermere, "is to keep calm and mind our own business, instead of worrying about the affairs of every other nation." It seems only fair to point out that The Daily News thought of this as long ago as August, 1914.



Gooseberries the size of bantams' eggs, says a news item, won a prize at the Deeside Horticultural Show. When we remember the giant gooseberries of a decade ago it rather looks as if the nation were losing its nerve.



With reference to the messenger seen running in Whitehall the other day a satisfactory explanation has now been given. He was doing it for the cinema.



The average Scot, says an Anti-Prohibition writer, cannot stand many drinks. Our experience supports this view; but he can be stood a good many.



A picture-paper gossip states that Mr. Churchill enjoys very good health. Just a touch of writer's cramp now and then, of course.



In a recent riot in Londonderry, it is stated, a number of inoffensive neutrals were set upon and beaten by rowdies of both factions. We have constantly maintained that Irish unity can always be secured when there is something really worth uniting over.



A lighthouse is advertised for sale in The Times. It is said to be just the kind of residence for a tall man with sloping shoulders.



A correspondent asks in the weekly press for a new name for charabancs. We wish we could think there was any use in calling them names.



Seaside bathers are advised not to enter the water after a heavy meal. The seaside visitor who could pay for such a meal would naturally not have enough left to pay for a bathing-machine.



A Thames bargee was knocked down by a taxi-cab at Kingston-on-Thames last week. A well-known firm has offered to publish his remarks in fortnightly parts.



The West Dulwich man who struck a rate-collector on the head with a telephone claims credit for finding some use for these instruments.



Sir Eric Drummond has purchased the largest hotel in Geneva on behalf of the League of Nations. It is said that he has been taking lessons from Sir Alfred Mond.



Following closely upon the announcement of the noiseless gun invented in New York comes the news that they have now invented some sound-proof bacon for export to this country.



It is stated that the man who last week said he understood the Rent Act was eventually pinned down by some friends and handed over to the care of his relatives.



According to a morning paper another Antarctic expedition is to be organised very shortly. We understand that only those who can stand a northern wind on all four sides need apply.



It is reported that a poultry-farmer in the West of England is making a fortune by giving his hens whisky to drink and then exporting their eggs to the United States.



A golf-ball was recently driven through the window of an express train near Knebworth. We are informed however that the player who struck the ball still maintains that the engine-driver deliberately ignored his shout of "Fore."



An amazing report reaches us from Yorkshire. It appears that a centenarian has been discovered who is unable to read without glasses or even to walk to market once a week.



The unveiling of one of the largest Peace memorials in the country is to take place on Armistice day this year. We hear that both the Premier and Mr. Winston Churchill have expressed a desire to attend unless prevented by the War.



Smart furriers, declares a fashion-paper, are pushing Beveren blue rabbit as one of the chic furs for the coming winter. The rabbit, our contemporary goes on to explain (superfluously, as it seems to us), is naturally blue.



On a recent occasion a meeting of the Dolgelly Rural Council had to be postponed, the members being absent hay-making. Parliament, on the other hand, has had to stop making hay owing to the Members being away in the country.



The Ministry of Food states that the period of normal supplies seems to come round in cycles of four years. Meanwhile the period of abnormal prices continues to come round in cycles of once a week. A movement in favour of postponing the cycle of payment till we get the cycle of plenty is not receiving adequate support from the provision trade.



Agricultural labourers near Peterborough have refused to work with Irishmen on the ground that the latter are troublesome. We always said that sooner or later someone would come round to Mr. Lloyd George's view on this point.



A newspaper reports the case of a waiter who refused a tip. It is said that the gentleman who offered it is making a slow recovery and may be able to take a little fish this week.




[image: Get me double-six double-five nine Central]
Caller. "Exchange? Get me double-six double-five nine Central—and get it quick, like they do it on the pictures."





The Growth of the Side-Car.


"Motor Cars, Cycles, &c.

Argyll.—2 Bedrooms and sitting-room, with attendance."—Scotch Paper.







"BRIGHTON ELECTRIC RAILWAY.

Palace Pier and Kemp Town Cars every Five Years."—Local Paper.




It is inferred that the Ministry of Transport has assumed control.





AN APOLOGY TO THE BENCH.

Humbly addressed to T.E.S.



If ever, where you hold the Seat of Doom,

I stand, my Lord, before you at the Bar,

And my forensic fame, a virgin bloom,

Lies in your awful hands to make or mar,

Let it not prejudice my case, I pray,

If you should call to mind a previous meeting

When on a champion course the other day

I gave your Lordship four strokes and a beating.




I own it savoured of contempt of court,

Hinted of disrespect toward the Bench,

That I should chuckle when your pitch was short

Or smile to see you in the sanded trench;

But Golf (so I extenuate my sin)

Brings all men level, like the greens they putt on;

One common bunker makes the whole world kin,

And Bar may scrap with Beak, and I with Scr-tt-n.




Nor did I give myself superior airs;

I made allowance for defective sight;

"The bandage which impartial Justice wears

Leaves you," I said, "a stranger to the light;

Habituated to the sword and scales,

If you commit some pardonable blunder,

If" (I remarked) "your nerve at moments fails

With grosser ironmongery, where's the wonder?"




So may the Law's High Majesty o'erlook

My rash presumption; may the memory die

Of how I won the match (and further took

The liberty of mopping up the bye);

Remember just a happy morning's round,

Also the fact that this alleged old fogey

Played at the last hole like a book and downed

The barely human feat of Colonel Bogey.




O.S.







IF WE ALL TOOK TO MARGOTRY.

[Mrs. Asquith's feuilleton, which for so many people has transformed Sunday into a day of unrest, sets up a new method of autobiography, in which the protagonist is, so to speak, both Johnson and Boswell too. Successful models being always imitated we may expect to see a general use of her lively methods; and as a matter of fact I have been able already, through the use of a patent futurist reading-glass (invented by Signer Margoni), to get glimpses of two forthcoming reminiscent works of the future which, but for the chronique égoïstique of the moment might never have been written, and certainly not in their present interlocutory shape.]

I.

From "First Aid to Literature."

By Edmund Gosse.

... Not the least interesting and delicate of my duties as a confidential adviser were connected with a work of reminiscences which created some stir in the nineteen-twenties. How it came about I cannot recollect, but it was thought that my poor assistance as a friendly censor of a too florid exuberance in candour might not be of disservice to the book, and I accepted the invitation. The volume being by no means yet relegated to oblivion's dusty shelves I am naturally reluctant to refer to it with such particularity as might enable my argus-eyed reader to identify it and my own unworthy share therein, and therefore in the following dialogue, typical of many between the author and myself, I disguise her name under an initial. Quis custodiet? It would be grotesque indeed if one whose special mission was to correct the high spirits of others should himself fail in good taste.

Mrs. A. (laying down the MS. with a bang). I see nothing but blue pencil marks, and blue was never my colour. Why are you so anxious that I should be discreet? Indiscretion is the better part of authorship.
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