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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOLUME 147.



November 18, 1914.



CHARIVARIA.

Contrary to the usual custom there were no official dinners on the eve of the opening of Parliament. The explanation of this is clear to the German Press. It was due to scarcity of food.



Upon receipt of the Japanese ultimatum, the Kaiser, it may be remembered, cabled to the commander of his Chinese fortress:—"Bear in mind that it would shame me more to surrender Kiaochau to the Japanese than Berlin to the Russians." The kind-hearted Russians will now, we feel sure, have less compunction in taking Berlin, seeing that the blow will have been softened to an anticlimax.



The Kaiser's hair, it is said, is now bleached: but this attempt to look like a white man will deceive no one.



Just as we go to press a report reaches us which certainly bears the impress of truth on the face of it. It declares that the Crown Prince has been shot for looting by a short-sighted brother-officer who did not recognise the son of God's Vice-regent on Earth.



"The British Navy is in hiding," says the Kölnische Zeitung. We beg our fragrant contemporary not to worry. In due course the Germans shall have the hiding.



It is so frequently stated that the leaders of the German Army attach no importance to the lives of their men that it seems only fair to point out that last week Brussels was fined £200,000 for wounding a couple of German policemen.



Neither the French, Russian, Belgian, nor British troops like the idea of fighting against the mere youths whom a paternal Kaiser is now sending into the firing line, and a humane suggestion has been put forward for correcting this embarrassment. Would it not be possible, it is asked, to arrange Boys' Own Battles, in which the German little ones would be opposed by the young of the Allies?



"Klopstock, one of our greatest geniuses," says the Hamburger Fremdenblatt, "taught us, 'Be not excessively just.' We shall endeavour now to follow that teaching." We should say that there is no great danger of the German nation breaking down under the strain of this effort.



"How ever do the Teutons manage to produce so many lies about us?" asks "A Lover of Truth." Our correspondent is evidently not much of a gardener or he would have heard of "Intensive Culture."



The reply published by the Vossische Zeitung to the protest of French clergymen against the destruction of Louvain and the shelling of Rheims Cathedral contained at least one unfortunate expression. It asserted that the German Emperor and the German People are both permeated with a burning love of peace.



The Rev. Mr. Edwards has resigned his assistant curacy at Tettenhall under somewhat peculiar circumstances, but we are sure the case is not so bad as The Wolverhampton Express would have us believe. According to our contemporary this gentleman exhorted his congregation "not to hate the Germans, but rather to pay for them."



A wounded Tommy in one of our London hospitals, on being asked, the other day, by a lady visitor what he thought of the French soldiers, replied that he very much admired the French Curaçaos.



When in Breslau, The Evening News tells us, the Kaiser promised that the Russian Army should be crushed. Fortunately in this case the undertaking was not even written on a scrap of paper.



"For thirty-two years," says the Vossische Zeitung, "Egypt has had to endure British rule." Curiously enough this bright little sheet does not go on to point out that during the same period the poor Egyptians have also had to put up with a good deal of prosperity.




[image: Wot's the Use of This 'ere Earlier Closing]
"Wot's the Use of This 'ere Earlier Closing?"

"Wy in case of a Zeppelin raid. If the 'Un smells beer 'e'll 'ave it!"





A Beauty Spot.


"This photograph of the town of Pervyse, on the road from Nieuport to Dixmude, has been taken and retaken by both sides several times. Our photograph was taken just after it had again come into the possession of the Allies."—Daily Chronicle.




It is now the German photographer's turn again.






Another song for the Kaiser:— "Come Tsing Tau Me."






Translation of a letter received by The Morning Post:—


"By spring-time of the 6,000,000 German soldiers there will remain only three capable of fighting."




The Crown Prince and two privates.




"Patriotism for Pauper Children.—The Lambeth Guardians yesterday decided that in order that the Poor-law school children may have an opportunity of appreciating the position of national affairs the usual practice of allowing each child an egg for breakfast on Christmas morning be suspended this year."—Times.




If this doesn't learn them to love their country, it ought, at any rate, to encourage them to honour and respect the patriotic Lambeth Guardians.




"Pending operations for her capture, or destruction, effective steps have been taken to block the Königsberg in by inking colliers in the only navigable channel."--Birmingham Daily Mail.




Aren't they black enough already?



Examples of official enthusiasm are always welcome, and we therefore give further publicity to the following:—


"The Cossacks who have been mobilised in the Amur district have sent the following telegram to the Commander-in-Chief of the Russian forces:

'Your children are coming to your aid, father commander. They come shouting "Hurrah!"'

The Grand Duke Nicholas replied:

'I shall be very pleased to see you.'—Reuter."








TO THE BITTER END.

(A word with the War-Lord.)



A rumour comes from Rome (where rumours breed)

That you are sick of taking blow on blow,

And would inter with all convenient speed

The hatchet wielded by your largest foe.




Is it the shadow Christmas casts before

That makes the iron of your soul unbend,

And melt in prayer for this unholy war

(Meaning the part that pinches most) to end?




Is it your fear to mark at that high feast

The writing on the wall that seals your fate,

And where the Christ-star watches in the East

To hear the guns that thunder at your gate?




For on your heart no Christmas Peace can fall.

The chimes shall be a tocsin, and the red

Glow of the Yule-wood embers shall recall

A myriad smouldering pyres of murdered dead.




And anguish, wailing to the wintry skies,

Shall with its dirges drown the sacred hymn,

And round your royal hearth the curse shall rise

Of lowly hearths laid waste to suit your whim.




And you shall think on altars left forlorn,

On temple-aisles made desolate at your nod,

Where never a white-robed choir this holy morn

Shall chant their greeting to the Birth of God.




Peace? There is none for you, nor can be none;

For still shall Memory, like a fetid breath,

Poison your life-days while the slow hours run,

Till it be stifled in the dust of Death.





O. S.



WHY I DON'T ENLIST.


[Curiosity is often expressed regarding the causes which have prevented young men from enlisting. Considerable interest, therefore, should attach to the following replies to enquiries, an inspection of which has been permitted us by the Secretary of the Patriotic League, an organisation which seeks to stimulate recruiting by writing to young healthy and unmarried men and asking them why they do not join the colours.]
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