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[image: Sportsman.'What on earth's happened to the favourite?']

Sportsman. "What on earth's happened to the favourite?"

The Jonah Man. "I put some money on him."



CHARIVARIA.

Bohemia has decided to have a Coalition Government. Several London morning papers are prepared to offer them one in good going condition, providing they pay cost of transit.



According to a contemporary, "rabbits are worth less when they are skinned by the shopkeeper." So is the customer.



"It is of greater advantage to know the Welsh language," says Professor Trow, "than to know French." That is, of course, if you wish to use it for defensive purposes.



Sir Gordon Hewart has declined to "make any attempt to consider what is to happen after the next election." The fact of the matter is that The Daily Mail itself has not yet decided.



It is reported that an opposition League of Nations is to be started among countries addicted to war. The League will take cognisance of all outbreaks of peace.



A peculiar incident is reported from a large town in the South of England. It appears that one day last week a bricklayer lost count of the number of bricks he had laid, with the result that a recount had to be made to enable him to ascertain whether he had finished for the day or not.



The Post Office Workers' Union Conference at Morecambe declared last week that the Government was "without capacity, courage or principle." Apart from these defects they have no fault to find with it.



Sir Jagadiz Chunder Bose, lecturing at Westminster School, said that plants, like human beings, are sensitive to pain. Some of the war-time allotment marrows we heard so much of must have suffered badly from obesity.



Most actors, in the opinion of an official of the Actors' Association, are better off than they used to be. But what we want to see is an improvement when they are on.



American shipping circles deny the rumour that they are building a liner measuring thirteen hundred feet in length. We felt at the time that this vessel must have been a Canarder.



Although a heavy safe was bodily removed from a small house in Wolverhampton during the night, not one of the four persons sleeping in the next room was awakened by the burglars. Such thoughtfulness on the part of the intruders deserves the greatest credit.



"A single greenfly," declared a speaker at a meeting of the R.S.P.C.A., "may have fifteen thousand descendants in a week." This almost equals the record of the Chicago millionaire who recently died intestate.



A motor-cyclist who was thrown from his machine as a result of colliding with a car near Birmingham was asked by the occupants of the latter why he did not look where he was going. This in our opinion is a most difficult thing to do, as one's destination is so uncertain until the actual landing takes place.



On being sentenced to six months' imprisonment at a London Police Court last week a burglar threw his boot at the magistrate and used insulting language towards him. We understand that in future only law-abiding criminals will be allowed inside the court.



A Hackney boy has dug up a Queen Anne shilling. We understand that, on hearing the price of sugar, the shilling asked to be put back again.



The old gentleman who, after reading in the daily papers that all hairy caterpillars should be destroyed at sight on account of their destructive powers, tried to crush a Society lady's pet Pekinese in Hyde Park with his foot is now supposed to be short-sighted.





THE VIRTUE THAT BEGINS AWAY FROM HOME

(as illustrated by an American sample of missionary zeal).



In Europe's hour of darkest night

That daunts the faith of sage and seer

I long to share the morning light

Diffused in yonder hemisphere;

There all is joy and radiance (just

As when on Eden first the sun rose),

Thanks to the Power that holds in trust

That legacy of Colonel Monroe's.




But out of those so halcyon skies

Chill blasts of disillusion blow

When I observe with pained surprise

The state of things in Mexico;

And "Why," I ask, "in Heaven's name,

Can't 'God's own country' (U.S.A.) go

And, by the right none else may claim,

Put it across the dirty Dago?"




Then I reflect: "'Tis not so strange;

Some virtues best begin at home,

But others, of superior range,

Prefer to start beyond the foam;

There are who mend the ills at hand,

But those whose aims are even bigger

Seek out a far and savage land

There to convert the godless nigger.




"This chance, no doubt, distracts the Yank

From sinners at his very door;

No local cure, he feels, can rank

With efforts on a distant shore;

His heart to Sinn Fein's gospel wed,

And by its beauty deeply bitten,

He sends his dollars forth to spread

The fear of hell in heathen Britain."

O. S.







THE BEST PICTURE IN THE ACADEMY.

Let me see. I must have been battling my way through the Galleries step by step for an hour and three-quarters, and I haven't yet decided which is the best picture.

But then it's no easy matter to make up one's mind when there are so many, many pictures—and so many, many people....

And some of them, I'm sorry to say, are not quite so considerate as they might be. For instance, I had nearly chosen Mr. Clausen's Shepherd Boy: Sunrise. I was imagining the hush, the solitude. Suddenly two inexorable hats were thrust between me and the canvas, while two inexorable voices carried on a detailed discussion about what Doris (whoever Doris may be) was wearing at the wedding yesterday.

It wasn't fair to me; and it wasn't fair to the Shepherd Boy. I know he hasn't got a face, poor fellow. But is that a reason for putting ideas into his head?

It seems to me the crush is fiercer than ever in front of the picture over there. Probably I shall find that to be the best of all; No. 274: Mr. J. J. Shannon's Sir Oswald Stoll. Ah, I see. These ladies are simply using the unfortunate gentleman as a looking-glass to tidy their hair in.

But oh, Sir Oswald, do I really look as tired as all that? Yes, you're right; I am tired. I'll go and sit down.

Not a vacant seat anywhere.... Yes, there is—quick! At the far end of the Galleries. Now isn't it just like the Supreme War Council to have left that one chair empty for me at their table?

No, it's a trick! The artist knew I should never have the effrontery to sit there, right under the Prime Minister's nose. Very well, Mr. Olivier, exhausted though I am, I shall not vote for you either.

There's a dull pain all down my spine. My feet are like lead. Give it up? Never! I will not leave until I have found the masterpiece.

But I can stem the tide no longer. I surrender myself to the mob and let it bear me whither it wills....

Where am I? Oh, the Architectural Room. Thronged this afternoon, like all the others. And yet, once upon a time, before I grew old and weary—heavens, how weary!—I remember this room with only one other person in it, and she——

Why, here! Right in front of me; No. 1235: London County Westminster and Parr's Bank, Ltd.: Brondesbury branch. That's it. That's the best picture in the Academy!

Not so much because of its chiaroscuro, not because of its romantic associations, but because, immediately opposite that branch-bank, there's a place where at last, at long, long last—ah!—I can sit down.



OPEN DIPLOMACY.

Stung to the quick by the accusation of secrecy hurled at him by a portion of the Press in connection with the conference at Lympne, Mr. Lloyd George has arranged with M. Millerand, we understand, to make the next encounter, on French soil, a vastly different affair. As a delicate compliment to the Welsh blood shared by the Prime Minister and the greatest of our Tudor kings, and through the courtesy of Sir Philip Sassoon who has kindly promised to defray the whole of the expenses, the mise en scène will be arranged to resemble, almost to the minutest detail, the Field of the Cloth of Gold.
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