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PUNCH,

OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

VOL. 147.



September 30, 1914.



CHARIVARIA

The German troops which started out for a "pleasure trip" to Paris are now reported, owing, no doubt, to the influence of British environment, to be taking their pleasures sadly.



Several reasons have been given for the destruction of Rheims Cathedral. The real one is now said to be the following. Owing to the Red Cross Flag being flown from one of the towers the Germans thought the building was only a hospital.



A Scotsman gifted with much native humour wishes it to be known how glad he is to see that the Frenchmen have been getting their Aisne back.



It is reported that the Kaiser is proceeding to East Prussia to assume the chief command there. In Petrograd the news is only credited by extreme optimists.



It does not say much for the enterprise of our English newspapers that we should have had to go all the way to India for a reference to what must have been an exceedingly clever capture of one of the enemy. "As the war progresses," says The Times of India of the 20th ult., "the stories of German brutality become more and more frequent. One instance is shown in a letter from a German soldier captured in a mail-bag in Lorraine."



We have always held that the Turkish sense of humour has been underrated. A leading Ottoman statesman has told Der Tag (the newspaper of that name: the real thing has not turned up yet): "We only fear for Germany one thing—her magnanimity towards the conquered, a quality which she shares with the great Turkish conquerors of the past."



There is reported to be an uneasy feeling among the poor in our big towns that, if hard times should come, an attempt will be made to foist on them many of the weirder garments which kind-hearted ladies have been making for the troops.



The attention of the public is being directed to the value of fish as a food, in contradistinction, we suppose, to its remarkable qualities as a perfume.



Mr. Lloyd George's statement that "The Prussian Junker is the road-hog of modern Europe" has, we hear, had a curious and satisfactory sequel. Large numbers of adepts in the art of pig-sticking are joining the Sportsmans' Battalion which is now in process of formation.



Not the least encouraging result of the War would seem to be that it has put a stopper on decadent ideas as to dress. Mlle. Gaby Deslys, we read, found herself unable to begin her season at the Palace the week before last as her dresses were delayed in Paris.



A London-born Italian organ-grinder who was plying his trade in Wales has, The Express tells us, enlisted in Lord Kitchener's Army for foreign service, and has left his organ in charge of the recruiting officer at Barmouth. A pity. It should have made a powerful weapon to use against the enemy.



So much has been written about the brutality of the Germans that it seems only fair to draw attention to an act of humanity on their part. Steps have been taken at Stuttgart, at any rate, to protect prisoners against annoyance. "It is," runs a proclamation, "rigorously forbidden for any woman to cast amorous glances at British and French prisoners."




[image: Taking No Risks.]

Taking No Risks.





A HAUNT OF ANCIENT PEACE.

The young man who had come into this quiet room looked round him with a sigh of relief at finding it empty. It was a large room, and he knew it well. Usually a little sombre and even oppressive of aspect, to-day it seemed filled only with an atmosphere of kindly security and benevolence. He noticed (being sensitive to such impressions) that in some strange way this restful atmosphere seemed to emanate from the large table, covered with illustrated papers and magazines, that stood in the centre. He approached it and, drawing up a chair, began to take the papers one after another into his hands.

Then he understood. Gradually, as he read, the nightmare that life had lately become faded away from him, and he saw himself once more surrounded by the sane and gentle interests that had been familiar to him from childhood. In one paper he read how such and such Duchesses were preparing yacht-parties for Cowes, and of the thrilling triumphs of the Russian ballet. Another told him that the Government was a collection of craven imbeciles, and that the price of rubber continued disappointing. He saw photographs of golf-champions and ladies in the chorus of musical comedies. One paper had a picture representing the state entry into somewhere or other of a—a German Royalty. The uniforms in this caused him a momentary uneasiness, as of a light sleeper who stirs in his dream and seems about to wake. Then he turned the page, and the dream closed upon him again as he contemplated an illustrated solution of the problem "Where shall we spend our summer holidays?"

He sighed contentedly and went on turning the pages, here reading a paragraph, here merely glancing at pictures or headlines. Thus the hours passed. How peaceful it was in this quiet room! And this table of literature, strange that never before had he appreciated its subtle charm....

Long afterwards, when they came to seek him, he was found asleep, a happy smile upon his face, and his weary head fallen forward amid the two-months-old newspapers of the dentist's waiting-room.





AN IMPERIAL OVERTURE.


[From notes taken by a British airman while engaged in hovering over the Kaiser's headquarters at ——. The name of the place is excised because the Press Bureau Authorities do not wish the Kaiser to be informed of his own whereabouts.]






Now let an awful silence hold the field,

And everybody else's mouth be sealed;

For lo! your Kaiser (sound the warning gong!)

Prepares to loose his clarion lips in song.




In time of War the poet gets his chance,

When even wingless Pegasi will prance;

Yet We, whose pinions oft outsoared the crow's,

Have hitherto confined Ourself to prose.

But who shall doubt that We could sing as well as

That Warrior-bard Tyrtæus, late of Hellas,

Who woke the Spartans up with words and chorus

Twenty-six centuries B.U. (Before Us)?

Also, since Truth is near allied to Beauty,

We are convinced that We shall prove more fluty

Than certain British scribes whom We have read

(Recently published by The Bodley Head).




Well, then, it is Our purpose to inflame

Our soldiers' arteries with lust of fame;

To give them something in the lyric line

That shall be tantamount to fumes of wine,

Yet not too heady, like the champagne (sweet)

That lately left them dormant in the street,

So that the British, coming up just then,

Took them for swine and not for gentlemen.




Rather we look to brace them, soul and limb,

With something in the nature of a hymn,

Which they may chant, assisted by the band,

While working backwards to the Fatherland.

Put to the air of Deutschland über alles

Or else to one of Our own sacred ballets,

The lilt of it should leave their hearts so fiery

That at the finish they would make enquiry—

"What would our Attila to-day have done?"

And, crying "Havoc!" go and play the Hun.

For there are some cathedrals standing yet,

And heavy is the task to Culture set,

Ere We may lay aside the holy rod

Made to chastise the foes of Us and God.




And now that We are fairly in the vein

Let Us proceed to build the lofty strain.

Ho! bid the Muse to enter and salute

The burnished toe of Our Imperial boot!

Hush! guns! and, ye howitzers, cease your fire!

We, William, are about to sound the lyre!
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