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have abandoned hope too, since Poincaré and his
Cabinet have gone to Bordeaux. The German
Press cali him a *“ Feiger ” (Coward).

September  9th.—Unaccountably the forward
march seems to have been checked, although we
don’t know why. Maubeuge has fallen, and of
course the usual bell-ringing and bunting and
singing has celebrated the victory. We cannot
understand what our troops are doing. There is
no mention of them in the German papers, only
columns of sneers and abuse of England.

September 10t/h.—A rumour has reached us that
the Crown Prince has been captured, and that the
enemy is retreating. No official confirmation has
come to hand however; but the flags are down at
last, and the jangling of bells has ceased, and we
have not heard * Deutschland iiber Alles” for
twenty-four hours, “Gott sei Dank”! Prince
Joachim is wounded, and he has sent a telegram
worded after the manner of his dear Papa, thanking
God who in His goodness permitted him to be
wounded for his beloved Fatherland. 1 wonder
what Frederick the Great would have thought of
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