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CHARIVARIA.

Some idea of the financial straits in which English people find themselves may be gathered from the statement that the first forced strawberries of the season fetched no more than ten shillings a pound. The Germans proudly point out that their forced loans fetched more than that.



A kindly M.P. has suggested that our German naval prisoners should be employed in making the projected the ship canal between the Firths of Forth and Clyde. At present they suffer terribly from a form of nostalgia known as canal-sickness.



Owing to the scarcity of hay in the Budapest Zoo the herbivorous animals are being fed on chestnuts, and several local humorous papers have been obliged to suspend publication.



As the two Polar bears refused to flourish on a war-diet they were condemned to death, and a Hungarian sportsman paid twelve pounds for the privilege of shooting them. No arrangements have yet been concluded for finishing off the Russian variety.



Old saw, adapted by an American journalist: Call no one happy until he is Hearst.



We all know that marriage is a lottery. But the New Zealand paper which headed an announcement of President Wilson's engagement, "Wild Speculation," was, we trust, taking an unduly gloomy view.



The fact that the Postmaster-General and the Assistant Postmaster-General are as like as two Peases was bound to cause a certain amount of confusion. Still we hardly think it justified a Welsh paper in placing a notice of their achievements under the heading: "Pea Soup and Salt Beef: 300 Sailors Poisoned."



In the endeavour to decide authoritatively what is a new-laid egg the Board of Agriculture has sought information from various sources, but is reported to be still sitting. There is some fear that the definition will be addled.



In tendering birthday congratulations to Mr. Austin Dobson a contemporary noted that "many of his most charming poems and essays were written amid; their the prosaic surroundings of the Board of Trade," and described him as "a fine example of a poet rising above his environment." Mr. Edmund Gosse, who was a colleague of Mr. Dobson at Whitehall Gardens during his most tuneful period, is inclined to think this last remark uncalled for.



It is estimated that 843,920 house-holders read with secret joy the paragraph in last week's papers stating that spring-cleaning is likely to cost the housekeeper this year considerably more than usual both for materials and labour; that 397,413 of them repeated it to their wives, suggesting that here was a chance for a real war-economy; and that one (a deaf man) persisted in the suggestion after his wife had given her views on the subject.



On reading that London people spend on an average seven shillings a year in theatre-tickets, a manager expressed the opinion that according to his experience this calculation was not quite fair. Account should also have been taken of the very large sum which they expend on stamps when writing for free admissions.



It is evident that recent events have had a chastening effect upon Bulgarian ambitions. After receiving a field-marshal's baton from the Kaiser, King Ferdinand is reported to have expressed his hope that by co-operation their countries would obtain that to which they had a right. The Kaiser then left Nish in a hurry.



From El Paso (Texas) comes news that a band of Mexican bandits stopped a train near Chicuabar, seized seventeen persons, stripped them of clothing, robbed them, and then shot them dead. There is some talk of their being elected Honorary Germans.



China has sent a trial lot of small brown eggs packed in sawdust to this country, and it is thought that after all we shall be able to have a General Election.




[image: ]
Private Jones (crawling out after being buried by a shell explosion). "Silly 'orse-play, I calls it!"





Too Good to be True.


"The able organisation which resulted in Hell being evacuated with just as complete success and the same absence of loss as at Suvla and Anzac, relieves what might otherwise be the rather melancholy spectacle of the winding up of this enterprise."

Morning Paper.






From an article by Mr. John Layland on his visit to the Fleet:—


"One would like to describe much more than one has seen, but that is impossible."—Morning Paper.




Some other Correspondents have found no such difficulty.




"Lady Secretary Required, for about two hours early every morning, by lady doctor living near the Marble Arch; rapid shorthand essential; preference given to a possessor of healthy teeth."

Advt. in "The Times."




It looks as if the lady-secretary's luncheon would be a tough proposition.




"Our Correspondent endorses the Russian official claim to have captured the heights north-east of Czernowitz."—Morning Paper.




The Correspondent's condescension is no doubt greatly appreciated by our Allies.



Answer to a correspondent:—


"'Enquirer.'—It is pronounced 'communeek.'"—"Examiner," Launceston, Tasmania.




But not in the best circles.



MODERNISING LAST YEAR'S SKIRT.


Another simple and practical way of doing it would be, if the skirt is quite plain, to lift it well from the top, and set it neatly on to a band, so making the skirt shorter as well as fuller. Eight inches is not considered too short for present wear, though personally I think six inches a more graceful length. However, do not be tempted to wear a very short skirt unless you are the possessor of well-shaped feet and ankles.—The Woman's Magazine.




But what about knees?



A Babu's letter of excuse:—


"Sir,—As my wife's temper is not well since last night, on account of that I am unable to attend office to-day. Kindly excuse my absence and grant me one day's causual leave."




In the circumstances Caudle leave would have been a happier form of holiday.





HOW TO GET UP A HOLY WAR

(German Style).


[The Special Correspondent of The Times at Salonica states that "among the documents examined at the Consulate of his Catholic and Apostolic Majesty of Austria are 1,500 copies of a long proclamation in Arabic to the Chiefs of the Senussis, inciting them to a Holy War on non-Germanic Christendom." The proclamation purports to be composed by one of the Faithful, but "its pseudo-Oriental wording clearly betrays its Germanic authorship."]






In Allah's name, Senussis! Allah's name!

Please note the Holy War that we proclaim!

High at the main we hoist our sacred banner

(Forgive my pseudo-Oriental manner);

For now the psychologic Tag has come

To put the final lid on Christendom,

Always excepting that peculiar part

Which has the hopes of Musulmans at heart.

For lo! this noble race (its Chief has said it;

Else would it seem almost too good to credit),

Prompted by generous instincts, undertakes

To waive its scruples and for your sweet sakes,

Indifferent to private gain or loss,

To help the Crescent overthrow the Cross.




Christians they are, I own, this Teuton tribe,

Yet not too Christian. I could here inscribe

A tale of feats performed with pious hands

On those who crossed their path in Christian lands

Which, even where Armenia kissed his rod,

Would put to shame The Very Shadow of God.

You must not therefore feel a pained surprise

At having Christian dogs for your allies;

For there are dogs and dogs; and, though the base

Bull terrier irks you, 'tis a different case

When gentle dachshunds jump to your embrace.




If crudely you remark: "A holy win

May suit our friends, but where do we come in?"

My answer is: "Apart from any boom

Islam secures by sealing England's doom,

We shall, if we survive the coming clash,

Collect papyrus notes in lieu of cash;

And, if we perish, as we may indeed,

We have a goodly future guaranteed,

With houris waiting in Valhalla's pile"

(Pardon my pseudo-Oriental style).
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