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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

Vol. 156.



April 30, 1919.





CHARIVARIA.

An alarming rumour is going the rounds to the effect that Printing House Square refuses to accept any responsibility for the findings of the Peace Conference.



"Mystery," says a news item, "surrounds the purchase of fifty retail fish shops in and about London." The Athenaeum Club is full of the wildest rumours.



The statement of the Allied Food Commission, that there are more sheep in Germany to-day than in 1914, has come as a surprise to those who imagined that the loud bleating noise was chiefly Herr SCHEIDEMANN.



"Get your muzzle now!" says The Daily Mail. It is felt, however, that the PRIME MINISTER scored a distinct hit by saying it first.



"There is absolutely no reason," says a Health Culture writer, "why Members of Parliament should not live to be one hundred." We think we could find a reason if we were pressed.



To-morrow a man in the North of England is to celebrate his hundredth birthday. He will be the youngest centenarian in the country.



At Ealing it appears that a rabid dog dashed into a pork butcher's shop and snapped at a sausage. The sausage was immediately shot.



The War Office, says a contemporary, is to have another storey built. In order that the work shall not cause any sleepless days it is to be undertaken by night.



It is reported that a burglar who has been drawing unemployment pay has decided to return to work.



The New Zealand Government has decided to check the introduction of influenza, and every passenger arriving there is to be examined. All germs not declared are liable to be confiscated by the Customs.



Nearly all the Bank Holiday visitors to Hampstead Heath, it is stated, chose a silver-mounted bridge-marker in preference to nuts.



Two days before his wedding a man at Uxbridge was summoned to Wales by his wife for desertion. It is said that his second wedding went off quietly.



It is understood that the Home Office does not propose to re-arrest DE VALERA. The official view is that in future the Irish must provide their own entertainment.



We hear that all imprisoned Sinn Feiners have been instructed to give a day's notice in future before escaping, so that nobody shall do it out of his proper turn.



Citizens of Clarkson, Washington, U.S.A., have appealed to the Government to protect them against a plague of frogs. The Federal authorities have informed the Press that these insidious attempts to distract the Government from its Prohibition programme must not be taken seriously.



From an American newspaper we gather that a New York plutocrat has by his will cut his wife off with twelve million dollars.



"Is the Kaiser Highly Strung?" asks a weekly paper headline. We shall be able to answer this question a little later.



The report that an early bather was seen executing the Jazz-dance on the beach at Ventnor on Easter Monday seems to have some foundation. It appears that his partner was a large crab with well-developed claws.



We hear that visitors at a well-known London hotel, who have patiently borne the extension of the gratuity nuisance for a considerable time, now take exception to the notice, "Please tip the basin," which has been prominently placed in the lavatory.



On many golf-links nowadays the caddies are expected to keep count of the number of strokes taken for each hole. One beginner whom we know is seriously thinking of employing a chartered accountant for this purpose.



What cricket needs, says a sporting contemporary, is bright breezy batting. The game should no longer depend for its sparkle on impromptu badinage between the umpire and the wicket-keeper.



People who think they have heard the cuckoo before the first of May, declares a well-known ornithologist, are usually the victims of young practical jokers. The conspicuous barring of the bird's plumage should, however, make any real confusion impossible.




[image: ]
ABSENT-MINDED PHYSICIAN SENT BY HIS WIFE TO BUY "TWO GOOD SOUND BIRDS".






"Striking testimony as to the popularity of the Cataract Cliff Grounds—when it is remembered that the period embraces the complete term of the war—is the fact that during the past five years an aggregate of 428,390 persons was bitten by a snake."

Tasmanian Paper.




The snake may be fairly said to have done his bit.





PEACE AT THE SEASIDE.


[The public are being passionately warned against the threatened crush at watering-places in August of this year of Peace.]






Stoutly we bore with April's icy blizzards;

"The worst of Spring," we said, "will soon be through;

Summer is bound to come and warm our gizzards

And we shall gambol by the briny blue."




But even as we put the annual question,

"Where shall we water? on what golden strand?"

Warnings appear of terrible congestion,

Of lodgers countless as the local sand.




Lucky the man, the hardened strap-suspender,

Who with a first-class ticket, there and back,

Finds a precarious seat upon the tender,

A rocky berth upon the baggage-rack.




Should he arrive, the breath of life still in him,

His face will be repulsed from door to door;

He'll get no lodging, not the very minim,

Save under heaven on the pebbly shore.




In vain he pleads for stall-room in the stable;

The cellars are engaged; 'tis idle talk

To ask for bedding on the billiard-table—

Two families are there, each side of baulk.




Next morn he fain would wash in ocean's spray (there's

Balm in the waves that helps you to forget),

And lo! the deep is simply stiff with bathers;

He has no chance of even getting wet.




He starves as never in the age of rations;

The fishy produce of the boundless sea

Fails to appease the hungry trippers' passions

Who barely pouch one shrimp apiece for tea.




"I came," he says, "to swallow priceless ozone

Under Britannia's elemental spell;

She rules the waves, as all her conquered foes own;

I wish she ruled her seasides half as well.




"I don't know what the beaten Bosch may suffer

Compared with us who won the late dispute,

But if it equals this (it can't be tougher),

Why, then I feel some pity for the brute."




So by the London train upon the morrow

From holiday delights he gets release,

Conspuing, more in anger than in sorrow,

The pestilent amenities of Peace.





O.S.



GREAT BEARD MYSTERY.

Where do men go when, they want to grow beards? This is a question as yet unanswered, and the whole subject is shrouded in impenetrable mystery.

One sees thousands of men with beards, but one never sees anyone growing a beard. I cannot recall, in a life of varied travel, having ever encountered a man actually engaged in the process of beard-cultivation. The secret is well kept, doubtless by a kind of freemasonry amongst bearded men, but there can be little doubt that somewhere there are nurseries where a bonâ-fide beard-grower who is in the secret can retire until he is presentable.

I have frequently been annoyed by the way in which these men flaunt their beards at one; their whole manner seems to convey an air of superiority; they seem to say, "Look at my beard. You can't grow a beard because you haven't the moral courage to appear in public while it's growing. Wouldn't you like to know the secret? Well, I won't tell you."

Determined to suffer these contemptuous glances no longer, I set out on a voyage of discovery to unravel the mystery of England's beard-nurseries.

I asked bearded men if they knew of anywhere in the country where one could slip away in order to grow a beard, but they always gave me evasive replies, such as: "Why not have an illness and stay in bed for three months?" But when I went on to ask where they had grown theirs, they either made an excuse to leave me or said evasively, "Oh, I've always had mine."

I once went to the enormous expense of making a bearded Scotch acquaintance intoxicated in order to drag the secret from him, but the question as to where he grew his beard instantly sobered him, and nothing would induce him to touch another drop.
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