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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

Vol. 159.



November 17th, 1920.





CHARIVARIA.

It is rumoured that a gentleman who purchased a miniature two-seater car at the Motor Show last week arrived home one night to find the cat playing with it on the mat.



It appears that nothing definite has yet been decided as to whether The Daily Mail will publish a Continental edition of the Sandringham Hat.



The matter having passed out of the hands of D.O.R.A., the Westminster City Council recommend the abolition of the practice of whistling for cabs at night. Nothing is said about the custom of making a noise like a five-shilling tip.



We shall not be surprised if Mr. Austen Chamberlain becomes the Viceroy of India, says a gossip-writer. We warn our contemporary against being elated, for it is almost certain that another Chancellor of the Exchequer would be appointed in his place.



During the Lord Mayor's Show last week we understand that the Lord Mayor's coachman was accompanied by the Lord Mayor.



The licensee of a West Ham public-house has just purchased a parrot which is trained to imitate the bagpipes. The bird's life will of course be insured.



Ireland will have to be careful or she will be made safe for democracy, like the other countries.



Upon hearing that Mr. William Brace had accepted a Government appointment several members of the Labour Party said that this only confirmed their contention that his moustache would get him into trouble one day.



Mrs. Stackpool O'Dell warns girls against marrying a man whose head is flat at the back. The best course is to get one with a round head; after marriage it can be flattened to taste.



A man who persistently refused to give any information about himself was remanded at the Guildhall last week. He is thought to be a British taxpayer going about incognito.



The cackle of a hen when she lays an egg, says a scientist, is akin to laughter. And with some of the eggs we have met we can easily guess what the hen was laughing at.



The National Collection of Microbes at the Lister Institute now contains eight hundred different specimens. Visitors are requested not to tease the germs or go too near their cages.



A large spot on the sun has been seen by the meteorological experts at Greenwich Observatory. We understand that it will be allowed to remain.



Mr. Raymond Forsdik, of Chicago, states that twelve times more murders are committed in Chicago than in London. But, under Prohibition, Satan is bound to find mischief for idle hands.



Canon F. J. Meyrick, of Norwich, is reported to have caught a pike weighing twenty-five pounds. In view of the angler's profession we suppose we must believe this one.



A curate of Bedford Park has had his bicycle stolen from the church, and as there were a number of people in the congregation it is difficult to know whom to blame.



"Shall Onkie Live?" asks a Daily Mail headline. We don't know who he is, but he certainly has our permission. We cannot, however, answer for Mr. Bob Williams.



With reference to the complaint that a City man made about his telephone, we are pleased to say that a great improvement is reported. The instrument was taken away the other day.



Discussing the remuneration of Cabinet Ministers a contemporary doubts whether they get what they deserve. This only goes to prove that we are a humane race.



Hatters say that the price of rabbit skins is likely to ruin the trade. Meanwhile the mere act of getting the skins is apt to ruin the rabbit.



"Mine," says General Townshend, "was a mission which Napoleon would have refused." We doubt, however, if Lord Northcliffe is to be drawn like that.



Dr. E. Halford Ross, of Piccadilly, is of the opinion that coal contains remarkable healing powers. Quite a number of people contemplate buying some of the stuff.



"What does milk usually contain?" asks a weekly paper. We can only say it wouldn't be fair for us to reply, as we know the answer.




[image: I say, Dad, go slow. Remember who's got to wear it after you've finished with it.]
Small Boy at Tailor's (to father, who seems to be impressed with "Jazz" tweed).

"I say, Dad, go slow. Remember who's got to wear it after you've finished with it."










An Indomitable Spirit.


"Mr. ——'s tank held only —— Spirit during the whole climb and not satisfied with climbing up Snowdon

Mr. —— then drove down again."

Motoring Paper.







"Why I didn't go to the Bar.

By Horatio Bottomley."

"John Bull" Poster.




Perhaps it was after hours.




"This upset Mr. Chesterton, a patriotic, beer-eating Englishman."

—Sunday Paper.




We deplore the modern tendency to pry into the details of an author's dietary.




"What the word 'Democracy' was intended to mean was that every man should have to betrTcOshrdluesthafaodfabadofgarfaf."

Local Paper.




We have long suspected this.




"Milwaukee.—Fourteen cases of whiskey, a large quantity of brandies, gin and wines were found stored in a bathhouse. It will be presented to the federal grand jury for action."

Canadian Paper.




Not the obvious form of "direct action," we trust.





HOW TO VITALISE THE DRAMA.

A hint of what might be done by following the example of the Press.


["More than one actor-manager during the past few months has been searching round frantically in his efforts to find a new play."

The Times.]






Oh, have you marked upon the breeze

The wail of hunger which occurs

When starved theatrical lessees

Commune with hollow managers?

"Where is Dramatic Art?" they say;

"Can no one, no one, write a play?"




I cannot think why this should be,

This bitter plaint of sudden dearth;

To write a play would seem to me

Almost the easiest thing on earth.

Sometimes I feel that even I

Could do it if I chose to try.




What! can this Art be in its grave

Whose form was lately so rotund,

Whose strength was as a bull's and gave

No sign of being moribund?

I'm sure my facts are right, or how

Do you account for Chu Chin Chow?




As for the gods, their judgment shows

No loss of flair for grace or wit;

We see the comic's ruby nose

Reduce to pulp the nightly pit,

Whose patrons, sound in head and heart,

Still love the loftiest type of Art.




Nor should the playwright fail for lack

Of matter, if with curious eyes

He follows in our Pressmen's track,

Who find the source of their supplies

In Life, that ever-flowing font,

And "give the public what they want."




If authors, moving with the times,

Would only feed us, like the Press,

On squalid "mysteries," ugly crimes,

Scandals and all that carrion mess,

I see no solid reason why

Dramatic Art should ever die.




O. S.







UNAUTHENTIC IMPRESSIONS.

II.—Mr. Winston Churchill.

If it be urged that a few trifling inaccuracies have crept into the sketch which is here given of a great statesman's personality I can only say, "Humanum est errare," and "Homo sum: humani nihil alienum a me puto." These two Latin sentences, I find, invariably soothe all angry passions; you have only to try their effect the next time you stamp on the foot of a stout man when alighting from an Underground train.

Of all the present-day politicians, and indeed there are not a few, upon whose mantelpieces the bust of Napoleon Bonaparte is displayed, Mr. Winston Churchill is probably the most assiduous worshipper at the great Corsican's shrine. How often has he not entered his sanctum at the War Office, peering forward with that purposeful dominating look on his face, and discovered a few specks of dust upon his favourite effigy. With a quick characteristic motion of the thumb resembling a stab he rings the bell. A flunkey instantly appears. "Bust that dust," says the War Minister. And then, correcting himself instantly, with a genial smile, "I should say, Dust that bust."

But Napoleon's is not the only head that adorns Mr. Winston Churchill's room. On a bookshelf opposite is a model of his own head, such as one may sometimes see in the shop windows of hatters, and close beside is a small private hat-making plant, together with an adequate supply of the hair of the rabbit, the beaver, the vicuna and similar rodents, and a quantity of shellac. Few days pass in which the War Minister does not spend an hour or two at his charming hobby, for, contrary to the general opinion, he is far from satisfied with the headgear by which he is so well known, or even with the Sandringham hat of The Daily Mail, and lives always in hopes of modelling the ideal hat which is destined to immortalise him and be worn by others for centuries to come. The work of a great statesman lives frequently in the mindful brain of posterity, less frequently upon it.
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