





The Project Gutenberg EBook of Punchinello, Vol. II., No. 33, November 12,

1870, by Various



This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with

almost no restrictions whatsoever.  You may copy it, give it away or

re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included

with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.net





Title: Punchinello, Vol. II., No. 33, November 12, 1870



Author: Various



Release Date: November 17, 2003 [EBook #10105]



Language: English





*** START OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK PUNCHINELLO 33 ***









Produced by Joshua Hutchinson, Steve Schulze and PG Distributed

Proofreaders


















	

THE HANDSOMEST AND THE BEST.

Every Saturday,

THE GREAT ILLUSTRATED PAPER OF AMERICA.

Illustrated with Drawings from the Best Artists in America and Europe.

Able Editorials, Excellent Stories, Attractive Miscellaneous Reading.

BEAUTIFULLY PRINTED ON TINTED PAPER.

For sale everywhere.

FIELDS, OSGOOD & CO., Publishers, Boston.




	

We will Mail Free

A COVER

Lettered & Stamped,

with New Title Page


 FOR BINDING


 FIRST VOLUME,

On Receipt of 50 Cents,

OR THE

TITLE PAGE ALONE, FREE,

On application to

PUNCHINELLO PUBLISHING CO.,

83 Nassau Street.



	

HARRISON BRADFORD & CO.'S

STEEL PENS.

These pens are of a finer quality, more durable, and cheaper than any other Pen in the market. Special attention is called to the following grades, as being better suited for business purposes than any Pen manufactured. The

"505," "22," and the "Anti-Corrosive."

We recommend for bank and office use.

D. APPLETON & CO., 

Sole Agents for United States.












	





[image: ]

PUNCHINELLO

Vol. II. No. 33.

SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 12,1870.



PUBLISHED BY THE



PUNCHINELLO PUBLISHING COMPANY,





83 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK.











	
FOR SALE.—22 VOLS., 52 NOS. EACH, OF London Punch,

COMPLETE FROM 1841 (1st YEAR) TO 1862, INCLUSIVE.

PRICE Fifty Dollars.

ADDRESS P.F.G., P.O. BOX 2783, NEW YORK CITY.





	
See 15th page for Extra Premiums.













	

Bound Volume


No. 1.





The first volume of PUNCHINELLO, ending with No. 26, September 24, 1870,




Bound in Fine Cloth,





will be ready for delivery on Oct. 1, 1870.

PRICE $2.50.

Sent postpaid to any part of the United States on receipt of price.



A copy of the paper for one year, from October 1st, No. 27, and the Bound Volume (the latter prepaid,) will be sent to any subscriber for $5.50.



Three copies for one year, and three Bound Volumes, with an extra copy of Bound Volume, to any person sending us three subscriptions for $16.50.

One copy of paper for one year, with a fine chromo premium, for------ $4.00




Single copies, mailed free .10




Back numbers can always be supplied, as the paper is electrotyped.



Book canvassers will find

this volume a

Very Saleable Book.

Orders supplied at a very liberal discount.

All remittances should be made in

Post Office orders.

Canvassers wanted for the paper,

everywhere.

Address,

Punchinello Publishing Co.,

83 NASSAU ST.,


N. Y.

P.O. Box No, 2783.




	
[image: ]
FOR COUNTY CLERK,

CHARLES E. LOEW.


	
A NEW AND VALUABLE BOOK.

EVERY MOTHER

Should read and have for constant reference this much needed manual for the family, MATERNITY, by Dr. T.S. VERDI, of Washington, D.C. It is a complete treatise on Motherhood, treating of Pregnancy, Labor, the Nursing and Rearing of Infants, the Diseases of Children, the Care and Education of Youth, Reflections on Marriage. Emphatically and thoroughly commended by Distinguished Physicians, and by the Medical, Religious, and Secular Press.

Circulars sent on application; or, Book sent free by mail on receipt of price, $2.95.

J.B. FORD & CO., Publishers,

39 Park Row, New York.





	
APPLICATIONS FOR ADVERTISING IN

"PUNCHINELLO"

SHOULD BE ADDRESSED TO

JOHN NICKINSON,

Room No. 4,

No. 83 Nassau Street, N.Y.


	
FOLEY'S

GOLD PENS.

THE BEST AND CHEAPEST.

256 BROADWAY.





	
TO NEWS-DEALERS.

Punchinello's Monthly.

The Weekly Numbers for August,

Bound in a Handsome Cover,

Is now ready. Price, Fifty Cents.

THE TRADE

Supplied by the

AMERICAN NEWS COMPANY,

Who are now prepared to receive Orders.


	
FORST & AVERELL

Steam, Lithograph, and Letter Press

PRINTERS,

EMBOSSERS, ENGRAVERS, AND LABEL MANUFACTURERS.

Sketches and Estimates furnished upon application.

23 Platt Street, and 20-22 Gold Street,

NEW YORK.

[P.O. BOX 2845.]





	
Bowling Green Savings-Bank




33 BROADWAY,

NEW YORK.

Open Every Day from

10 A.M. to 3 P.M.

Deposits of any sum, from Ten Cents

to Ten Thousand Dollars will be received.

Six per Cent interest,

Free of Government Tax

INTEREST ON NEW DEPOSITS

Commences on the First of every Month.





HENRY SMITH, President


 REEVES E. SELMES, Secretary.

WALTER ROCHE,

EDWARD HOGAN,

Vice-Presidents.


	
The only Journal of its kind in America!!

THE AMERICAN CHEMIST:

A MONTHLY JOURNAL

OF

THEORETICAL, ANALYTICAL AND TECHNICAL CHEMISTRY.

DEVOTED ESPECIALLY TO AMERICAN INTERESTS.

EDITED BY

Chas. F. Chandler, Ph.D., & W.H. Chandler.

The Proprietors and Publishers of THE AMERICAN CHEMIST, having purchased the subscription list and stock of the American reprint of the CHEMICAL NEWS, have decided to advance the interests of the American Chemical Science by the publication of a Journal which shall be a medium of communication for all practical, thinking, experimenting, and manufacturing scientific men throughout the country.

The columns of THE AMERICAN CHEMIST are open for the reception of original articles from any part of the country, subject to approval of the editor. Letters of inquiry on any points of interest within the scope of the Journal will receive prompt attention.

THE AMERICAN CHEMIST

Is a Journal of especial interest to

SCHOOLS AND MEN OF SCIENCE, TO COLLEGES, APOTHECARIES, DRUGGISTS, PHYSICIANS, ASSAYERS, DYERS, PHOTOGRAPHERS, MANUFACTURERS,

And all concerned in scientific pursuits.

Subscription, $5.00 per annum,

in advance; 50 cts. per number.

Specimen copies, 25 cts.

Address WILLIAM BALDWIN & CO.,

Publishers and Proprieters

424 Broome Street, New York










	







Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1870, by the PUNCHINELLO PUBLISHING COMPANY,

in the Clerk's Office of the District Court of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.










[image: ]
FASHIONABLE RELIGION.

Father. "WELL, MY DEAR, DID YOU HAVE AN AMUSING SERMON THIS MORNING?"

Daughter. "O NO!—VERY STUPID. DR. CHIPPER ISN'T THE LEAST FUNNY NOWADAYS—PREACHES THE REGULAR OLD MISERABLE SINNER SORT OF BUSINESS."







GREAT MEN OF AMERICA.

By MOSE SKINNER

DANIEL WEBSTER

Was the sort of a man you don't find laying round loose nowadays to any great extent. It's a pity his brains wasn't preserved in a glass case, where the imbecile lunatics at Washington could take a whiff occasionally. It would do 'em good.

We are told that as a boy DANIEL was stupid, but this has been said of so many great men that it's getting stale. Some talented men were undoubtedly stupid boys, but it doesn't follow that every idiotic youth will make an eminent statesman. But there are plenty of vacancies in the statesman business. A great many men go into it, but they fail for want of capital. If they would only stick to their legitimate business of clam-digging, or something of that sort, we should appreciate them, and their obituary notice would be a thing to love, because 'twould be short.

But D. WEBSTER wasn't one of this sort. He didn't force Nature. He forgot enough every day to set five modern politicians up for life. When he opened his mouth to speak, it didn't act upon the audience like chloroform, nor did the senate-chamber look five minutes after like a receiving tomb, with the bodies laying round promiscuously. I should say not. He could wade right into the middle of a dictionary and drag out some ideas that were wholesome. Yes, when DANIEL in that senatorial den did get his back up, the political lions just stood back and growled.

Take him altogether he was our biggest gun, and it's a pity he went off as he did, for he was the Great Expounder of the Constitution.



HON. JOHN MORRISSEY

Is also a Great Ex-pounder. Even greater than WEBSTER, for the constitution of the United States is a trifling affair, compared with the constitution of J.C. HEENAN.

Mr. MORRISSEY is a very able man and made his mark early in life. Before he could write his name, I'm told. No man has made more brilliant hits, and his speeches are concise and full of originality. "I'll take mine straight." "No sugar for me," &c., have become as household words.

A man like this, though he may be vilified and slandered for awhile, will eventually come in on the home stretch with a right bower to spare.

That's a nice place JOHN has got at Saratoga. Fitted up so elegantly, and with so much money in it, it looks like a Fairy bank with the fairies gambolling upon the green. It's all very pretty, no doubt, but excuse me if I pass.



GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN.

This gentleman is yet destined to send a thrill of joy to our hearts, and flood our souls with a calm and tranquil joy. This will come off when his funeral takes place. He wasn't born like other people. He was made to order for the position of common scold in a country sewing-circle.

But he wasn't satisfied. He wanted to be an Eminent Lunatic and found private mad-houses. And so he began to lecture. He used to rehearse in a graveyard, and it was a common thing for a newly-buried corpse to organize a private resurrection and make for the woods, howling dismally.

A village out West was singularly unfortunate last summer. In the first place the cholera raged, then they had an earthquake, and then G.F. TRAIN lectured three nights. Owing to this accumulation of horrors the village is no longer to be found on the maps. TRAIN'S second night did the business for 'em. The once happy villagers are now aimless wanderers, and one poor old man was found in the churchyard, studying a war map of Paris and vicinity in a late New York paper.

It is said that TRAIN has his eye on the White House, and is indeed a shrewd, far-seeing man. When he visited Europe and kissed all the little Irish girls, could he have had in his mind the time when they, as naturalized American Female Suffragers, would cast their votes for G.F. TRAIN as President?

That the mind of the reader may not become hopelessly dazed by contemplating this last paragraph, I will stop.



MOTHER GOOSE.

I cannot close these memoirs without a simple tribute to this remarkable woman, who has probably done more to mould the destinies of this Republic than any other man put together. She was an eminently pious woman, devoted body and soul to Foreign Missions, and to the great work of sending the gospel to New Jersey.

But it was as a composer that her brilliant talents stand preeminent. MOZART, BEETHOVEN, and a host of others excelled in this respect, but they all lack that exquisite pathos and graceful rhetoric which so distinguished this queen of literature. The beautiful creations of that fruitful brain are as a passing panorama of constant delight. Her style is singularly free from affectation, and, while we are at one moment rapt in wonder at her chaste and vigorous description of the annoyances of a female in the autumn of life, training up a large family in the limited accommodations afforded by a common shoe, we cannot but feel a twinge of compassion for the singular Mrs. HUBBARD and her lovely dog, who "had none," only to have those tears chased away by the arch and guileless portrayal of the eccentric JOHN HORNER.

That we cannot to-day gaze upon the classic lineaments of her who welded such a facile pen, is a source of the most poignant regret. It is a crying shame, for I think I am correct when I say that there does not exist on the civilized globe a statue of this peerless woman, but she will always live as long as there are infant minds to form, or tender recollections of childhood to remember.

P.S.—I forgot to say that I hold a copyright of old GRANNY GOOSE'S works. I have just got it renewed, and it is as vigorous as a kicking-mule. Send in your orders. Contributions to the old gal's statue will be duly acknowledged, and deposited with my tailor.







THE PLAYS AND SHOWS.

[image: ]JANAUSCHEK is a Bohemian, and with the Bohemian propensity for picking up things, has picked up the English language. The public is somewhat divided in its estimate of her skill in speaking English. One-half of her average audience insists that she speaks better English than nine-tenths of our native actresses: the other half asserts that she is at times nearly unintelligible. Neither of these statements necessarily contradicting the other, they might both be easily true. The fact is, however, that she speaks English like a foreigner. Mud itself—or a Sun editorial—could not be plainer than this definition of her exact proficiency in our unmelodious tongue.

If we go to see her play "Lady Macbeth," we meet evidences at every step of her want of familiarity with English, or at all events with American customs. We find her playing at the ACADEMY, and we at once remark that no one but an unnecessarily foreign actress would dare to awaken the sepulchral echoes of that dismal tomb. We find, too, that at the very threshold of the house she defies the one of the most time-honored institutions of our stage, by employing a pleasant and courteous door-keeper—instead of the snarling Cerberus who lies in wait at the doors of other theatres. We find again that she outrages the public by the presence of decent and civil ushers, who neither insult the male spectators by their surly impudence, nor annoy the lady visitor by coloring her train with tobacco juice. So that before the curtain rises we are prepared to lament over her unfamiliarity with American customs, and to predict her ignorance of the American, as well as the English language.
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