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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOL. 147.



October 7, 1914.



CHARIVARIA.

General Villa has now declared war on President Carranza. Everybody's doing it.



Is there, we wonder, a single unfair weapon which the Germans have not used? It is now said that not infrequently a German band is made to play when the enemy's infantry advances to attack.



A regrettable mistake is reported from South London. A thoroughly patriotic man was sat upon by a Cockney crowd for declaring that the Kaiser was a Nero.



Servia, The Times announces, will in future be called Serbia in our contemporary's columns. We would suggest that in the same way Bavaria might be called Babaria.



All German soldiers are close-cropped. To show, apparently, that they have the courage of the conviction they deserve.



The German officers in France are said to be extremely careful as to what they eat, betraying a great fear of being poisoned. It is, of course, a fact that one grain of vermin-killer would dispose of any one of them.



It has been suggested that the explanation of the Kaiser may be that he is a "throw-back." His parents were gentlefolk, but his ancestor, Frederick William I., was a well-known undesirable.



It is now stated that the reason why the German troops destroyed the historic edifices of Louvain and Rheims was the Kaiser's order that no stone was to be left unturned to prove that the Germans are the apostles of Culture.



It has been decided, after all, that Shakspeare may be played in Germany; and the proposal that the name of the bard should be changed to Wilhelm Säbelschüttler has been dropped in deference to the wishes of the Kaiser, who thought it might lead to confusion.



It has, we are glad to see, been denied that Carpentier, the famous boxer, has been wounded. This reminds us, by-the-by, of one more miscalculation that the German War Party made. In choosing their date for the outbreak of war they relied on the fact that Carpentier was not yet liable for service.



The Germans have had a bright new idea, and are calling us a nation of shopkeepers. Certainly we have been fairly successful so far in repelling their counter attacks.



"GERMAN PIES SHOT."

Times.

Sound policy this. The enemy cannot fight without his commissariat.



A well-known Floor Polish firm has issued a notice declaring that it is entirely a British concern. However, we shall not complain of their dealing with an alien enemy if they care to supply a little of it for the benefit of German manners.



Dr. Karl Vollmöller, who is chiefly notable for his spectacle "The Miracle," has, The Express tells us, been acting for the past month as Germany's head Press agent in Rome, and has now sailed for New York. One would have thought that there was greater need for him in Germany, where only a miracle can save the situation.



Publishers seem to be realising that books, to sell nowadays, must have warlike titles. Mrs. Kate Douglas Wiggin's new volume is, we note, called A Summer in a Cañon.



By the way, The Price of Love is announced. It is six shillings.




[image: This ain't my usual way o' gittin' a livin]
Hawker. "This ain't my usual way o' gittin' a livin', lidy; but, owin' to the war, I——"

Housekeeper. "That's all nonsense! Why, to my knowledge you have been about for the past ten years."

Hawker. "You'll pardon me, lidy, but I'm referrin' to the Souf Afrikin War."





EPITHETS FOR ACTORS.

The dramatic critic of The Daily Chronicle, speaking of the first performance of Mameena, observes, "Mr. Oscar Asche, jutting, preponderant and softly corrugated, was a splendid Zulu chief."

Following this distinguished example, we have endeavoured to express the histrionic inwardness of some of our leading actors and actresses on similar lines:—

Sir George Alexander, dolicocephalic, fimbriated and supra-lapsarian, interpreted the rôle of the archdeacon with consummate skill.

Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, goliardic, tarantulated and pontostomatous, invested the character of the great financier with a fluorescent charm.

Mr. Ainley, prognathous, salicylic and partially oxydised, made a superb lover.

Miss Gladys Cooper, lambent, pyramidal and turturine, fully realized the polyphonic cajoleries of Seraphina.



A Coincidence.

Thursday.—The Kaiser distributes 30,000 iron crosses.

Friday.—Great Britain declares pig-iron contraband of war.




"Members of the Tooloona Rifle Club have collected 1,000 fat sheep as a gift to the British troops. The price of butter has been reduced to £4 per ton, and the wheels of the export trade will be immediately set in motion."




Daily Chronicle.

How fortunate that the price of lubrication fell just in time.





ANOTHER "SCRAP OF PAPER."


["The Times" of October 1st vouches for the following Army Order issued by the German Kaiser on August 19th: "It is my Royal and Imperial Command that you concentrate your energies, for the immediate present, upon one single purpose, and that is that you address all your skill and all the valour of my soldiers to exterminate first the treacherous English and walk over General French's contemptible little Army."]






Wilhelm, I do not know your whereabouts.

The gods elude us. When we would detect your

Earthly address, 'tis veiled in misty doubts

Of devious conjecture.




At Nancy, in a moist trench, I am told

That you performed an unrehearsed lustration;

That there you linger, having caught a cold,

Followed by inflammation.




Others assert that your asbestos hut,

Conveyed (with you inside) to Polish regions,

Promises to afford a likely butt

To Russia's wingéd legions.




But, whether this or that (or both) be true,

Or merely tales of which we have the air full,

In any case I say, "O Wilhelm, do,

Do, if you can, be careful!"




For if, by evil chance, upon your head,

Your precious head, some impious shell alighted,

I should regard my dearest hopes as dead,

My occupation blighted.




I want to save you for another scene,

Having perused a certain Manifesto

That stimulates an itching, very keen,

In every Briton's best toe—




An Order issued to your Army's flower,

Giving instructions most precise and stringent

For the immediate wiping out of our

"Contemptible" contingent.




Well, that's a reason why I'd see you spared;

So take no risks, but rather heed my warning,

Because I have a little plan prepared

For Potsdam, one fine morning.




I see you, ringed about with conquering foes—

See you, in penitential robe (with taper),

Invited to assume a bending pose

And eat that scrap of paper!





O. S.



UNWRITTEN LETTERS TO THE KAISER.

No. III.

(From the Emperor-king of Austria-Hungary.)

My very dear Brother and Best Friend,—I seize a few moments of leisure to write and congratulate you, as I congratulate myself, on this constant succession of almost incredible victories that have brought new laurels to your arms. Your presence in Paris at the head of the splendid troops whom you have conducted from triumph to triumph places the coping-stone on your life's work. Oh, that it had been possible for your dear old grandfather—I did not always value him as he deserved—to have lived to see this glory. But, then, I suppose your part in the work would have been less brilliant and prominent, so, perhaps, all is for the best as it is.

To have captured the whole French army; to have driven the English army into the sea and drowned them in what they call their own element (by the way, when are you going to make your triumphal entry into London?); to have brought the ungrateful Belgians to recognise you not merely as their conqueror but also as their benefactor—all this is really almost enough of honour for one man. But in addition you have made the plans which have kept so many of the disgraceful Russians cooped up in their own country, and you will soon, I am sure, lead your troops to Moscow and on to Petersburg. My own brave fellows shall march shoulder to shoulder with them. Nothing will be impossible to these armies thus united and thus led.

OEBPS/www.gutenberg.org@files@28092@28092-h@images@289.png
J
3
m
H






