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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOLUME 147




December 2, 1914.



CHARIVARIA.

The Kaiser, we hear, has had much pleasure in not bestowing the Iron Cross on Herr Maximilien Harden, the editor of Zukunft, who, in a recent article, suggested that the Germans should give up the pretence that they did not begin the War.



Mr. Cecil Chisholm, in his biography of our Commander-in-Chief, draws attention to the fact that both Sir John French and General Joffre are square men. This, no doubt, accounts for the difficulty the enemy has in getting round them.



The author also mentions that the subject of his biography is known as "Lucky French," though few persons understand the full appropriateness of the epithet. It was Sir John Luck who first gave him a chance of distinguishing himself.



"Before Christmas," says a German journal, "Londoners will have become familiar with the spectacle of seeing their public buildings guarded by German blue-jackets." This, of course, must refer to the interior of our prisons.



We hear that as a result of the raid by British airmen on the Zeppelin base at Friedrichshaven, the place has now been placarded with notices announcing that foreign aeroplanes are verboten there.



It is announced that the proposal at Lewisham to change the name of Berlin Road has been rejected by the residents. This is unfortunate, as the only effect can be to put fresh heart into the Germans.



The Russians having objected to being called a steam roller, the London and North Western Railway have tactfully taken their fast engine "Teutonic" and re-christened her "The Tsar."



The Russians succeeded, a few days ago, in catching the Goeben napping. Apparently the motto of the Turkisch Navy is "Let lying dogs sleep."



A writer in The Daily Chronicle suggests that cats, with their marvellous homing instincts, might be used for the carriage of messages in the same way as pigeons. Not quite in the same way, perhaps; though cases of flying cats have occurred. We know one, for instance, that flew at a dog only the other day.



"Eye-witness" has remarked that the Germans in France are now equipped with a gun which is quite silent. As a result of this statement a number of men who had hitherto held back as being subject to headaches are now rushing to enlist.



The advertisement of a new rifle gallery in Dublin runs as follows:—"Learn to shoot at the Dublin Rifle School. The object is to teach every man to shoot irrespective of political views." The old order changeth. Formerly, no doubt, the rifles were sighted in one way for Unionists and in another for Nationalists.



The watchmaking industry in Chaux-de-Fonds, Switzerland, has, it is stated, already suffered a loss of £700,000 since the outbreak of the war. This is attributed entirely to the competition of the Watch on the Rhine.



With reference again to the Silent Guns which the Germans claim to have invented, it is only fair to point out that, before they were heard of, English artillery-men had silenced many of the noisy ones.



"FREE PASSES AND OVER-CROWNING."

Evening Standard.

There was some excuse for this misprint, for the offence complained of took place at the Coronation Picture Palace.



Caution.—The members of the Old Boys Corps simply hate being called "Old B.C.s."



Plucky little Wales again! Russia may have her Przemysl, but it transpired in certain police-court proceedings last week that Glamorgan has her Ynysybwl. We would suggest that the competition should now stop.




[image: Want to join the Cavalry]



Recruiting Sergeant. "Want to join the Cavalry, do you? Know anything about horses?"

Applicant. "Wot—me? Three winners and a second yesterday! Lumme, Guv'nor! Wot do you think?"





THE RECRUITING PROBLEM SOLVED.

The recruiting problem would surely be solved easily if Lord Kitchener would send for Captain Desmond, V.C., and his legions from Lahore. It will be remembered that in a polo tournament at that military station Captain Desmond and his team reached the final after "they had fought their way, inch by inch, through eight-and-twenty matches." (Ch. XVI., Captain Desmond, V.C., by Maud Diver.) If we generously assume that the hero's team played in the only tie in the first round the rest being byes—we arrive at the result that there were 268,435,457 teams or 1,073,741,828 men playing. Might not just a small percentage of these, if brought over to France, decide the issue at once in favour of the Allies? Some of the four or five billion ponies might also be utilised for remounts and for transport. Nor should the committee which successfully managed this tournament be lost sight of. They showed a power of organisation which could scarcely fail to be of use now at the War Office.




"Rosa pulled off her hat as she spoke, throwing it carelessly on the bed, and she laughed nosily."—Ottawa Citizen.




This is generally supposed to be an American habit.



A censored letter from a correspondent at the Front tells us that the most popular song with our Troops is the following:—


"It's a long way to ——,

It's a long way to go;

It's a long way to ——,

To the sweetest —— I know,

Goodbye ——, farewell ——;

It's a long, long way to ——

But my heart's right ——."



It will be interesting to hear further details as soon as they can be divulged without giving the position away to the Enemy.





TO THE NEUTRAL NATIONS.



If you elect to stay outside

And run no risk, on shore or sea,

Where men for all men's sake have died

In this the War of Liberty

(The same whose figure points the pilot's way,

Larger than life, in New York Bay);—




If you prefer to fold your hands

And watch us, at your guarded ease,

Straining our strength to sweep the lands

Clean of a deadly foul disease,

Which must, unless our courage find a cure,

Fall on your children, swift and sure;—




Stay out by all means; none shall ask

The help that your free will declined;

We'll bear as best we may the task

That duty's call to us assigned;

And you shall reap, ungrudged, in happier years

The harvest of our blood and tears.




Only—when this long fight is done,

And, breathing Freedom's purer air,

You share the vantage we have won—

Think not the honour, too, to share;

The honour shall be theirs and theirs alone

By whom the thrall was overthrown.




Meanwhile a boon: if not your swords,

Give us your sympathy at need;

Show us the friendship which affords

At least to let its pockets bleed;

And get your tradesmen kindly to forgo

Their traffic with a common foe.





O. S.



HISTORY'S REPETITIONS.


[It may be interesting to compare modern war items with some which have been culled from our own contemporary records of the past.]




From The Early British Weekly, circ. 50 B.C.:—

The Chief Druid's Fund to provide woad for our gallant troops at the Front continues to progress.

Tried yesterday for flint-and-steel signalling to the enemy, a Roman spy was convicted and axed.

News from Rome continues to show that the capital of the enemy is growing very uneasy. A force of special lictors has been enrolled to keep order in the event of a popular rising.

An account of the fighting by an Eye-Witness with the Headquarters of Cassivelaunus appears on another page.

From The Saxon Chronicle, 878 A.D.:—

King Alfred has given his patronage to a scheme for sending comforts to our troops in the trenches. Contributions are already pouring in, and it is said that the KING was particularly touched by a gift of confectionery from the wife of a humble neatherd.

From The Saxon Standard, 1065 A.D.:—

The Norman Lie Factory continues to try to frighten us by means of invasion stories. The latest tale of terror is to the effect that a great army is to be landed at Hastings before we know where we are. We are to be crushed under the mailed fist of Normandy. The General Staff of King Harold can, we think, be trusted to deal with such dangers—when they come.



UNWRITTEN LETTERS TO THE KAISER.

NO. IX.

(From General Von Bernhardi.)

All-Highest War Lord,—To have received from you a letter written in your own gracious and weapon-bearing hand is an honourable privilege, under the weight of which many a General might have felt his knees tremble, and I confess that I too, though used to your Majesty's kindnesses, have not been unmoved.

Your Majesty asks me what I now think of this war of mine—I quote your words—and goes on to insinuate that in some measure the humble books that I have from time to time written, and the conversations I have held with your supreme self and with others, are responsible for what is now taking place in France, Flanders, and the Eastern seat of war. This insinuation I must with all my strength repudiate. It is true that I have been an advocate of war. For the Germans it was necessary that war should be the object of their policy in order that when the hour struck they might be able to attack their foes under the most favourable conditions and conquer them in the shortest possible time. But in saying this I made myself merely the echo of your Majesty's speeches and the faithful interpreter of your august mind. When you in words of matchless eloquence spoke of the mailed fist and bade your recruits shoot their parents rather than disobey their Kaiser, a humble General like myself could not go far wrong if he supposed that the thought of war was constantly in your Imperial mind. No other nation, I knew, had the purpose of attacking us, and I assumed therefore that if we were to gain the world-power at which we aimed we must be ready to attack other nations. Everything, however depended on the conditions and the moment.

OEBPS/www.gutenberg.org@files@29351@29351-h@images@449.png





