3

PORT TOBACCO TIMES,

NOA

AND CHARLES COUNTY ADVERTISER.

PORT TOBACCO,

-—

come —y

(MD.) THURSDAY, APRIL 23, 1846.

NO. 51.

PUBLISHED EVERY THURSDAY Brit. The deuce you did.
BY E. WELLS, JR. & G. W. HODGES, pose you come by anticipation.
EDITORS AND PROPRIETORS. Monsicur G. No, madam,

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. —vat you call? ch!
For one year, if paid within six months,eeee$l 50 gmq‘}? balloon. )
s e if not paid until end ofthe year,2 00 Brit. A very pleasant way of travelling,
Single copies 6} cents. Monsieur. But I see you have brought
ApveErTISEMENTS.—$§1 per square for three inser-| Y ©Ur S(::}I(fs to w eigh that saucy young
tions—14 lines of small type or 16 of large typc MINX, Columbia. I wonder where she is—
to constitute a square—25 cents for every subse- Oh! here she comes. What an evergrown
quent iﬂsefﬁo"-] “'5“0 It‘“lmbCTtO_t; i\‘\‘;‘ﬁ"‘df“illl’)e(monslcr.' If we don’t give her burnt bran-
. e s 3¢ will o Saib ) i

]ni:l‘;c:galzll;fi‘{ Follbtl(‘](; zn:ltcrhlab:;;?llaccording]y.l ‘l\id}"’or somelhmg else, to stint her gl‘OWlh,
liberal deduction made to those whoadvertise by;Sl'e I turn ogress and eat us all up, one of
the year. 'these days. 1 do believe she has grown a

Communications addressed to this office must be|foot since yesterday.
post paid. Monsieur G. Pardieu! He be one she
T = = |giant, sure enough. 1 am much fear she

POETRY. will keep my Balance de Power all into

von piece.
From the Boston Courier. Brit. How shall we get the great over-
OTHELLO IN CONGRESS.

grown creature into your scales. 'We must

OR THE APOSTROPHE SAUSAGEIVOROUS. !try to put her into a good humor; for as
to forcing her, that is out of the question.

Monsieur G. Eh—hah! bien—I shall

persuade her. I have brought de granda
present of baby-clothes for mamselle, eh!

Brit. Oh fie, monsieur. You know she’s

Then 1 sup-

I did come
I did come in von

Most potent, grave and reverend Representatives,

My very noble and approved porkonians,

That I bave gobbled ap this greasy sausage

It is most true. True I have bolted it,

And wiped my chops with an old newspaper.

The very stretch and grin of my voracity

Hath .thi[s e"te"td—'?ol"“?m‘t. P“:.d“; cr it Jaws, {a young lady,and won’t like the insinuation.
ed w s of sl ng. e A

R e et | i o i) Monsieur G. Vat you mean by insiniva-

For since these gums of mine had seven year’s teeth, | . i J - A

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used |tton, {31\ : 1 oung lady no mind such badi-

Their keenest action upon head and pluck, nage in Paris.

ittle y . squeak / :
And little of the whole hog can I squeak Brit. Hush! here she is. (Enter Co-

More than pertains to feats of a broiled whisker, e . _ |
And therefore leanly have T greased my grinders lumbia.) Ah! my dear pupil, how do you
P’m rejoiced to see you. Let me in-

In munching for myself. Yet by my patience jdo?

tla! ha! ha! (Puskhes the scales up and down,
alternately, and sings.)

“Here we go up, up, up, ‘

And here we go down, down, down, O ;

Here we go backwards and forwards,

And here we go round, round, round, O !”
Good day, Monsieur Guizot; my compli-
ments to Ilis Majesty the King of the French,
land please to tell him my weight exactly.
( Exit laughing.)

Brit. Monsieur Guizot!

Monsieur G. Eh bien?

Brit. We’ve established the new Balance
of Power.

Monsicur G. Begar, he von dem alf-orse
alf-alligator—and a little bit of de snapping
turtle. He make von Balance of de Power,
vid von dem big vengeance. (Scene closes.)|

From the Knickerbocker.
“BOTHERATIONS OF WOMEN.”
A new correspondent “Joe Miller, Jr.,”
discusses to some purpose upon ¢ The Bo-
therations of Women;’ albeit he has rather
overlaborated his exordium, as well as a few
of his illustrations. He contends that there
is no man, bachelor or Benedict, ancient or
juvenile, who can lay his hand on his heart
and say, that since he first wore his long-
tailed coat, ‘the whole sex, from the ‘help’
in his mother’s kitchen to the girls at meet-
ing, and from them up to the young ladies
who play the piano,” have not been a con-
stantly-going-on, a never-ending and out-
and-out Botheration. We are presented

E)P.ill a lrol]md, Ull\'u;:llisllcd][lliltd.«,-“\'cr R ;lroduce monsieur Guizot to you—just from
my whole coarse of pig; what tripes, whattrotters,|p_ -~ st ra A

What big black puddings and what mighty suusugcs??arh ALy ‘_’ld friend ")f mine—ever
(For such pork-feeding I am charged withal,) JPEEE the day before yesterday. (.side.)
I gormandized in greasy dignity. | Col. (Curtsies ) What is he going to dOE

with that great pair of scales? Is he a|

grocer? (Jside to Briltania.) I

Sweet pizoy loved me—oft delighted me,
And piggish was the story of my life,
From year to year, the mbbles, bites and chumpings!
I greased it through, even from my boyish d.’l»\“s
‘To the very moment when you caught me atit.
And I can speak of the most slippery lardings,
Of moving accidents by skewer and gridiron.
Of hair breadth *scapes enrough to singe your bristles,
When squealing grunters died on point of fox.
Of perils in smoke-house and dripping-pan,
Of being baked in the insolent dough,
In pot-pie slavery. Of my muzzling since,

Brit. Why, my dear moppet, he wants|
to know exactly your weight, for he has|
ibeen told you are the longest and heaviest|
Iperson of your age, that ever was known|
{in the world. You must indulge him, dearee. |
| He has a passion for weighing people, and!
(if he finds any one everweight, he puts them|

: - o .
And tit-bits in my Congress history, s ngnncnv Em.“l l}lc:\: e I".F()-U.('lel'L .
Wherein of antics vast and speechies idle, {proper size. This he calls establishing the
Fisticuffs, fudge, and fibs whose headstouch heaven, Balance of Power. r f i

|

It 1s a harmless Toible,i

"Twas my bad lack to hear :—such was the gammon |and you must indulge him—now wont your?|
Of swaggering caunibals that each other eat— ithat’s a vcod soul

The Anthro puffigi—the men whose tongues el 1
2 . . e + e

Are broader than thicir shoulders—mighty bores. | ’ : nal do no

Yet still the “House affairs” kept me from dinner | Do you take me for a jockey,

]
udeed, 1 chall do no such thine.|

Nonsieur.!

‘and ‘rixed fact’ in this regard. While shav-
ling in the morning, his thoughts dwelling

with a‘sample’ of our sex, as an embodied

the while upon the young lady with whom
he flirted last evening, he cuts a gash in his
cheek at sight of a beautiful damsel at an
opposite window, who is watering flowers;
‘now bending down to pick out a decayed
leaf, and now lifting her sweet face, bloom-
ing with health, to look alter some stray
‘morning glory” which her small white hand|
would ‘train up in the way it should go.
Breakflast over, he hurries down Broadway
to the marts of trade, and scuds like a
business-man through crowded streets, on
*chaige, andin all public places, his thoughts
istracted and his calculations spoiled by|
the apparition of some daughter of Eve, who
hus chanced to trip past him in all the witch-|
CrY Ol Iowclin o,y LEAUIIUL B0 in {3006 and
figure; her elegant dress swelling round her

a lady wishes you to kiss her. Now ifa
man wanted such a thing, the probability is|
that he would ask for it ‘right out, or it
may be, proceed to snatch one without ask-
ing at all; but if the damsel desires one of
the ‘long, long’ salutes, of which Byron
speaks, how much more finished is her plan
of operations! She has some ‘great secret’
to tell her lover, and gets behind his chair
to whisper it softly in his ear; her long
curls sweep over his face ; her balmy breath
spreads incense around him; her ‘secret,

ment.” Suppose (understand, | say Sup11080,)|

=

a scolding when he’s stubborn. The fact
has long been ascertained, that teazing is the
most delightful thing which a woman can
do; it is so easy, so pleasant, and puts her
in such an amiable state of mind. Just let
her get fair game, an old bachelor for ex-
ample,and don’t she worry >—first one way
and then another. Now it is, ‘why don’t
you get married, Mr. Simpkins? I’'m sure
you’re old enough.’ And then, ‘Oh! who’d
have such an old dried up ‘specimen’ as you
are? Orif it should be a coquette, with
some ill-used victim dangling after her,look-

by reason of her agitation, is murmured so|ing as thin as a fishing-rod and as lugubri-
low that he can’t distinguish a word of it;|{ous as a sick monkey; sighing like a bel-
and most naturally, turns his face around to{lows and groaning like a dry cart-wheel ;
catch her meaning from her eyes; and in|then if she does not care about ‘driving’ him
doing so, his lips (accidentally, of course,)|to extremities, but prefers to worry him for
meets hers; and then oh! ‘linked|the fun of the thing, what happy opportu-
sweetness long drawn out,’ isn’t ‘a touch to|nity to exercise this amiable characteristic
it;” and the most brilliant exploits of mili-|She goes with him to a ball and dances all
tary strategy are completely dimmed by this|the evening with Mr. Johnson ; she engages
specimen of female mancuvering, which a/to go with him on the next Sabbath even-
lawyer would pronounce to be a clear case|ing to hear the Rev. Dr. Poundtext preach,
:)‘f ‘obtaining a kiss under false pretences.’|and before he reaches the house she is off
T'his is just the way they coax, bewilder, with Mr. Jenkins; he visits her and finds
and bother; and if they can’t succeed in|her so much entertained with the conversa-
this manner, they make their next attempt|tion of Mr. Jones, that she does not look at
as- *‘DRIVERS.’ him all the evening; and all this time the

Sam Slick says, “The men hold the reins ynfqrtunate wight views the whole proceed-
but the women tell them how to drive;’ and|1ng 10 much' the same light as a little dog
theoretically and practically, such is the fact. looks at a big one, when the big one runs
A woman will coax, entreat and languish,|3Way with the little one’s bone ; ‘grins hor-
so long as she can, and men show a dispo- “b])’_a _ghaslly smi!e ;’ tries to make believe
sition to comply; butlet these weapons fail,|that itis a good joke,a very good joke,
and ‘presto change!” She comes outa per- while all the time rage is gnawing at his
fect tyrant; scolds and berates us,if weare|heart; and every circumstance portends that
only ‘courting ;” boxes our ears, or smacks|there will shortly be a grand blow up.—
our mouths, if we are ‘engaged;’ and lec-|Positively it is a shame that they worry
tures, scratches and thumps us if we’re|the men €03 and yet ‘some people’ say that
‘married.” One who is a good subject for they are not so much to blame after all.—
‘driving,” stands no chance at all. = Every|‘They say’ that the men encourage them in
effort which he makes to extricate himself|i; and as long as they do so, they must ex-
only plunges him deeper in the difliculty;|Pect that the women will smile, provoke,
and finally at one start he finishes the mat-|bother and tease them. Now, if an unfor-
ter forever, and we see him safely secured|tunate, love-stricken youth is troubled by
like a big catfish with a string through his|the smile of beauty, de you think that if
gills. Did you ever remark a juvenile pussy she knows it to be the fact, she will ‘stop
after she has achieved the conquest of a poor it?” Nota bitofit! It is more than likely
insignificant mouse : how, she hits it a spat|that on the next occasion that she sees him,
and sends it here, and then to balance mat-|She will smile more sweetly than ever; and
ters gives it another and sends it there; how|he, silly fool! instead of bracing.up his
she shakes, cuffs and knocks it about until erves, and flying to ‘a lodge in some vast

it is almost breathless, and then should it wilderness,’ what does he do? Why, like

[

—All empty chaff and draff ;—which I observing, {that you want to know vhether 1 come up

| o~ ~ . .
|person after the latest fashion; with one

Clapped a fried sausage in my breeches pocket, 'to the proper weight? . ! ! : .
elle. no. *Tis|iand deposited in her side pocket, her face
le, . S|

Wrapped in a ragged «Madisonian,” 1 Monsieur G. No, mams
Whereof by parcels I had something smelt, i ' -‘ g ,, ol s st wads il ? | cast down, innocently and eracefully suck-!
But nought distinctly. Sol clutched and bit it. | von grands pouey=-sit Yoo 8 1 - - ,i 1o the knob on the end of her sun-shade
Before high Heaven: *Twas fit; *twas passing fat,| you grow too big—you \\‘(‘.l'cfll toc much— '-"n[ oy it o )
*Twas peppery : “twas wundcmu::_]'-cpperv'. e¢h, bien—I slall put you in de gmndc 1)\1_:0.1 )111_11(:5 with her small w nte' lee 11ts 1vory
I wished [ !‘3&1 not bit it; yet I wished lance, and cut you off like one von piece |ing- Who could resistattractions like these?
io pigs had made me such a sausage Sup” | an inst: \is
g(l:fu?i’f\.\umlm,mv oy i ol e of fromage—so come to de proper balance In an “‘5‘7\“}” 1‘»‘3 1;}_0“81”5 steal ‘«]"0‘" art ‘3
Off'this end I dodge. and weigh no more den your nclghbnrs-lf}(lihm. L f""”!} ‘,f“c?l',““']’ bpu!cmse?l all‘
You quiz me for the sausage I have munched, eh? Tal(‘s ﬁ.CC from his excited brain. A' the
And I stump you to bite a harder one. Col. And pray, Monsieur Guizat, whmi]ﬁoys‘ of a h:np}py home rll'slil beforeAh(lim——a
business is it to you, whether 1 grow too{fond wile and merry children. And now
hbors ? |fancy runs over a space of twenty years;

A silk-dyer enriched his sig‘l]l with‘tl\li‘slneatlpar(])-}r o G ek s G- iy
oldsmith” iful lines, ‘“When lovely |{as '€ ) y s : - : i
iyof;f;fs‘ii‘i]fﬂ’ Fu]l]);fl’l’mml o “1rd ,lmve }.ODU to know, DI’ll grow just asjan'd in his mind’s eye he seesa long train
WHEN LOVELY WOMAN TILTS HER |fast as I please—as big as I please—and |of beautiful daughteis,all walking the streets,
SAUCER. weigh as much as I please. IUs none Ol‘;snckmg the knobs of future parasols in the

When lovely woman tilts her saucer, your busivess, I reckon. |same graceful manner as the beauty who has
Sl S o I diint- tan Wikl sl Monsicur G. Pardonnez, mamselle—you |JU5t passed him. ‘It is a curious fact,’ says
w{l{tlle:tbarr'tn:;l; ::li\lfljdﬁn‘).::;c again? say true—"lis none of my business—but my Mr. Miller, jr., ‘that aithough the \\{hole Sex

- particular friend, maitre Jean Bull, he no| have conspired together for one object, they

like you grow so big—he little scared—and |have yet various methods of operation, all

so he come to my master, Ilis Majesty de|tending to the same grand result—Dbothera-

The only art the stain to cover,

To hide the spot from every eye,
And wear an unsoiled dress abover her, o =l .
Of proper celor, is—T0 DYE. King of de French—and he say, “My goodi ) ! s
friend, Monsieur Guizot, you must weigh|an amiable turn of mind, who think that the
A milliner in Boston, harping on the samestring, | yr. - <o1le Columbia in de great balance. | guict system is the best, and they prefer to

= . \t‘*. '. BT " 1= < - 4 o [ =) i ,:‘ ‘. - . °

tgrf-pdt forth, some time since, her claim to cus-| ) | 43¢ mameelle be too heavy—viola—you 4310 their objects ‘hy whgedhng. Othf;rs,
'\then ST R —— must cut off one of de leg.” having greater copnm!cnui": in the assump&gon
And snatch a victim from the beaux, Col. Cut off my leg! Upon my word, of a“‘h‘””}]’ preier to [a('()pt a comma;n g
What charm the soft design will carry? Monsieur Guizot, I am very much obliged|manner, amvlr'ust to their powers of com-
What art will make the men propose? to vou. pulsion. While a third class prefera well-

The only art, her schemes to cover,
To give her wishes sure success,
To gain, to fix a captive lover,
And “wring his bosom,’’ is—T0 DRESS.
s o s rarn s

MISCELLANEOUS.

From the National Press.
PIALOGUES OF OLYMPUS
BETWEEN THE GODDESSES

COLUMBIA AND BRITTANIA.

continual dropping wears away the hardest

the oround.) De obligation all on my side. AW !
; : 7 stone. The sex may be divided into three

Is mamselle ready ? (Prepares the scales.)

Brit. I’m afraid there’s a storm brewing.
There’s a very devil in her eye. (/side.)

Monsicur G. Is mamselle ready ?

Col. Ready for what?

Monsicur G. For de Balance of Power,
{mamsclle. Please to step in. I assure you
there is no harm meant—none in de world.

Col. Why you impudent varlet. Do you
come here to treat me as a grocer would
his tea and sugar, or a farmer his pig?

Monsicur G. Only de Balance of Power,
mamselle. (Bowing.)

Col. Do you think I'll allow you to cut
: off one of my legs, if I outweight such a

Brit. 1 wonder what keeps Monsieur|weasel-faced pedagogue as you?

Guizot so long. He should have been here|  Monsicur G. But de Balance of Power,
before this time. | am afraid some accident| mamselle, (Bowing.)

has happened to the railroad cars. Oh!|  Brit, I see she’ll never consent by fair
here he comes looking like the personifica-| means — but I’'m resolved she shall be
tion of Justice. weighed, and there,s an end of it, monsieur!

"l 1 : - - s 1 ~ .
[P‘mi'glgﬁ?sﬁi?fg‘;lzzﬁf:’s%‘ﬂ?ffa"ci.'jk'wmg’ with B.:{on:vzczcr.G. L}hh:xen;hcy L g threa!eln(i‘d_ - de;lmy P‘lqme-’ who was i(;

] 1 2 ania whispers n . a v & .
Brit. Ah! Monsieur Guizot, 1 am g]ad ; ]rlllllﬂ)i'l by tlmpurm,zmd attempt to force her into :gf::‘ee(the“g;lyt? 2;’(‘1?)(’), 111:2 ::(E?rll](:::n, ::d

and have brought your scales I les. She bursts from them, and, seizing 2
you are come, a ght your scales| thescales. 7 3 > ) S o : - X
with you. When did you leave Paris, and| them both, places one in each scale, and hangs it when Governor Dorr undertook his last re

how is my dear friend, Louis Philippe ? to a high limb of one of the trees. ] volution, who was it furnished recruits for

Monsieur G. Eh bien—I leave—vat you| Col. There, good folks—only sce how his valiant army?. The Yankee glr]s._ Jqsl
call? 1 leave—eh bien—I did leave de day | nicely the scale is poised. ~Aint T a capital look at the superlor!ty‘ of female tactics in
after to-morrow. " {hand at establishing a Balance of Power ?|every branch of this ‘elegant accomplish-

and Worriers. Let us glance at them for
a moment in their order.

coaxincg! when will they cease?

lit comes as natural to them as smiling. In

you don’t, ’pon my word, Il never speak
to you again! Ah, I thimk you might; I
think you’re mean if you don’t. If we are
‘children of a large growth,’ it is: ‘Dear
William, wont you, for my sake now ?—
only once! I’'m sure you can’t refuse this
one time;’ and they languish at you with
their sparkling eyes,and pout out their ruby
lips so prettily, that for the soul of you you
can’t refuse : and before you know it, you
are completely bamboozled out of your in-
dependence and firmness. When Coriolanus

BY LUCIAN, JUNIOR.

NUMBER I1II.

[Brittania sitting solus in a grove of fine trees near
a fountain.]

{tion. There are some of the softer sex, of

. . . . b
Monsicur G. Oh, mamselle! (Bows to directed course of teazing, believing that €r-

grand classes; namely: CoAxERs, DRIVERs,

umphantly, and seen

away if you dare!” Ifso, then you have
some slight idea of the situation of a poor
fellow who is a good subject for ‘driving.’
He gets a hit here, which sends him bang
into a tea-party; then whack ! comes another
which sends him clear into the middle of
next week, at a pic-nic party; and whip!
comes a toss up into the air, and he alights
on his feet at a fashionable ball. And one-
half of the time the unfortunate man is un-
conscious of his mal-treatment; thinks it
all very nice; that he is doing the agreable,
and making all these arrangements himself;
when in fact the whole affair is managed by
the lady to suit herself; and yet she has
the address to make him believe that he 1s
the author. And he stands like a calf about
to be led to the slaughter, while his enemies
are getting the dripping-pan and basting
spoon ready for his roasting, and he is at
this moment being regularly ‘done brown.’
We see occasionally in the newspapers ac-
counts of marriages which take place ‘after
fifty years’ courtships,’ and every one is
shocked to think of the great waste which
has taken place, when an expeditious ‘dri-
ver’ would have brought the wooer up to
the popping-point‘immediately, if not soon-
The matter is very simple. Five or
six hints of the superior attractions of Mr.
Smith, or Mr. Brown, with an occasienal
going to church with one or the other, or
both; and then a softness of voice, and a
sort of ‘Don’t-speak—to-me-but-go-right-

s ¥ 5 SE el )
And first: when did women ever cease|away-and-ask-my-pa’-ativeness,’ in his pre
Coax !| sence, will soon bring affairs to a crisis. It

why, they coax from the cradle to the grave;|!S all very nice for a_beau to have no rival,

but it is sometimes the source of great pro-

early life, or mature years, it is all the same. | crastination, when one or two appearances
If we are children, it is ‘Auh! do now; if|of some good-looking man with whiskers,

would have sharpened up the ideas of the
lagging admirer, wonderfully,and he would
have been in great haste to have married his
inamorata for fear some body else would
get her. It is said that there are other ways
of ¢!driving’ which are not quite so pleasant,
but as the present generation has been made
very well acquainted with some of the ways
in which it is done, it is thought hardly ne-
cessary to discuss the matter here ; yet those
who wish to study this branch of the science,
are referred to the melancholy narrations of
the patient and long suffering Job Caudle.
But to change the sad picture, suppose that
‘in conclusion’ we say a word or two of
‘WoRRIERS.’

When a man can’t be led, he must be
driven: and when he can’t be driven, he
must be worried. There’s a smile when

~wo_nnts her paw on it tri-|@ frightened horse, he rushesinto the flames
1S 10 SaPAC0 L

affer a¥i te-Ws,eves_wide open! So that
heart; and if any accident happens; TéttHe
coroner’s jury bring in a verdict of ‘Sarved
him right!”  All of which is respectfully
submitted to the consideration of our ‘lov-
ing’ readers, here and elsewhere.

Lice oxn Fowws, Birps, &c.— Fowls,
chickens, and others of the feathered race
often suffer much from vermin. There isa
very small insect, much smaller than the
commoh hen louse that is very destructive,
aften causing the death of the hen on her
nest, or causing her to leave her nest, often
just before the time of hatching, to the great
loss and disappointment of the owner.

These lice are not common where there
are but few hens, or when they have a good
range and roost in open situations. When
they roost in a close place, these insects
generally appear in the warm season. They
are of a pale color when hungry, but when
they have free access to hens they are filled
with blood and are of a dark color. When
magnified they look like a wood tick.

They are very hard to kill, far more so
than the more common hen louse. We have
been told by two persons who have much
experience in keeping poultry and birds,
that whale oil soap, so valuable for destroy-
ing insects on vegetables, is the best remedy
for lice on all the feathered tribe even for
the delicate Canary bird. The oil soap is
used very strong, adding barely enough wa-
ter to dissolve ity then take the fowl, chick,
or bird by the bill, and souse him in all but
his eyes and mouth, and rub the liquid into
his feathers. It is said that it will not harm
them.

Whitewashing every part of the hen house,
nests and all, has a good eflect in prevent-
ing hen lice. When they are in the nests,
they should be cleared out, brushed or
washed, the old straw burnt, buried or re-
moved to some distance, and a fresh lot sup-
plied. Strong scented herbs in nests have
been recommended, and camphor too, but
we have tried them in vain, as it regards the
small lice or ticks. Lard or butter are often
used to kill lice on chickens or hens, but
we have found that dry snuff put on them
in a few places causes them to scamper very
quick, so that in an hour or two after not
one will be seen, and this seems to have no
unpleasant eflect on the fowls. This was
recommended some months since by one of
our correspondents. Coustant attention is
necessary to guard against this evil, else
fowls, birds and chickens will die before it
is known that any thing is the matter with

he’s willing, a frown when he’s sullen, and

them.— Boston Cultivatar.




