IHGERSOLL’S SYSTEM. .
A Fond Father Tests the Colonel’s
Theory of Training Up a Child.
{Albany Evening Journal.]

Col, Ingersoll says he keeps a pocket-book
in an oven drawer, and his ehildren go and
help themselves to moncy wherever they |
S\ wantit. “They eat when they want to; they
may eleep all day if they choose, and sit up
all nieht if they desire. I don’t try to coerce
them, I never punish; never scold. They
buy their own clothes, and are masters of
themselves.”

A gentleman living on State street, who has

a boy that 1s full as kitteny as his father,
| read the article and pondered deeply. He
: knew that Col. Ingersoll was & success at
1 raising children in the way they should go,
| and he thought he would try it. The boy had
cansed him considerable annoyance, and he
| made up his mind that he had not treated the
{ boy right, so he called the boy from the
L | street, where he was putting goft soap on &
\ lamp-post in order o see the lamp-lighter
' climb it, and said to him:
) “My son, I have decided to adopt a differ-
y ent course with you. Heretofore I have been
S careful about giving you mouney, and have
s wantoed to know where every eent wenb to,
|

and my supervision has no doubt been an-
! noying to you. Now, I am going O leave my
3 pocket-hook in the bureau drawer, With
i plenty ot money in it, and you are ab liverty
tonse all you want without asking me. [
" want you to buy anything yoa desire, buy
Y yourown ciothes, and to feel as though the
‘, {| money was yours, and that you had not gob
N {0 account for it. Just mage vourself at
'S heme now, and try and have a good time.”’

The 1,0y looked at the old gentlernan, put
\ his hand on his head, as though he had *‘got
Tam sire,” and wentout to she the lamp-
{ iifor climb that soft soap. ~The mext day
the stern ' parent went oub- into the country
shooting, and returned on the midnight train
tlivee days later. He opened the door with 1
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i latch-ikey, and a strange yellow do; grabbed
him by the elbow of his pants, and@sook him,

ha said, “iike the agul
The dox barked and
came down in  his" B
off. Fietoidhi
rof a firvint
1e best d

hirt and:e him
had bonght that
11, and it was prob-
;- nad beenmade

YRy n toid him
5 wanted that kind-of

parent fook oil. his pants, that the dog
} had not removed, and in the hall he stumbled
over a birehshark canoe the boy bought of an
Tndian for $9; and an army musketl with an
iron ramrod feil down from the corner. The
g for that He_ had: aiso |
frselt an overcoat with a seal-skin
| ¢ 1ifs, and complete oubfls of calio
shirts and silk sjockings.
Tn his roow bae parents found the marble
top of a soda fountain, & wheel-barrow and
shelf fliled “with - ali kinds of canned, meat,
p.eserves and crackers, and o barrel of ap-
ples. A whll tent and six pairs of blankets
were rolled up ready for eamping out, and a
" bucksiin shirt and o pair ol cord4ioy panis
i Tay on the bad ready for paling or. SIiX fish-
poles and a basketful of fish lines were ready
SA| Lor business, and an ‘oyster-can fult of grub-
on the W
The oid gentleman looked £
, Tooked at his pocket-book in the bu
‘ér, 48 empLy a8 & contribution box, and
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““Young man, the times have been too flush.
TWe witl now resurn to o spacie basis.  When
yoi want money come to meand T will give
you a nicket, and yoa will tell me what you
incen®to buy with it, or I’ll warm you. You
bear mel?”?

And now that man stands around from the
offacts of the encounter with the yeliow dog,
and asks every man where a letter wiil-reaco
3 i_n‘; Pn;b Ingersoll. « He'savs he will kitl Ix
Bit] u it is tho Inst noble a
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i Ah, How Bitter!
t‘;f s sy sweet to Jove,
But ah how bltter,
sy To love a girl

_ And tben not git her.”

As evidence of the above, think of young
Mr. M., of this city, who has loved to des-
All peration all summer a pretty Chestnut-street

1| girl; think of tho many lines of love-bur-
/v 8 k,d,gﬁegl lore he poured into her willing ear;
T think of the theater ticksts he has invested
in; think of the buggy rides, the flowers, the
77| photographs, the ice-cream treats, the rings,

the lockets, ete., ad infinilum, that have been
hers at his cost! and then meditate upon his

disappointment when, a few days since, the

‘.g‘) fair creature informed him, in a sublimely
| innoeens manner, that her wedding would*
i/l shortly take place with Mr. 8., of Kalamazoo.

! Did young Mr. M. drown himself? Did he
‘B0 T} snap a pistol at his lacerated heart? Did he

Ax| take landanum, arsenic, or lock himself up
with o charcoal furnace? No! But he acted
like a philosopher. He referréd to his diary.
He procured two sheets of commercial pa-
per. He made out an itemized account of
the money he had spent upon the ‘“gal who
flung bim,”” and sent it to the old man. The
young lady pronounced it all “O. K.,” and
yesterday young Mr, M. received a cheek for
the amount (380 83) upon a prominent bank,
upon which he obtained the money, and is
now bitterly happy. s

EAND WILLIE GREY.

Two browi ,]mlg curls,

Red lips shutting over pearls
Bare feet white and webt with dew,
Two eyes black and two eyes blue;
Little boy and girl were they—
Katie Lee and Willie Grey.

They were standing where & brook,
Bending like & shepherd’s crook,

Tlashed its silver, and thick ranks
Of green willow fringed its banks,

Half in thought and half in play,
Katie Lee and Willie Grey,

They had cheeks like roses red—
e was taller, most & head;

She, with arms like wreaths of snow,
Swung o basket to and {ro,

As she loitered half in play,|
Chattering to Willie Grey.

“protty Katie,” Willie said,

And there came a dash of red
Trrough the hrownness of his cheek,

“Boys are strong and girls are wealk,
And T'll carry, so I will,

Katie's basket tp the hill.

Katie answered, with a’laugh,
«you shall only carry half,”
And then, tossing back her curls,

“Boys are weak as well as girls.”
Do you think that Katie guessed
Half the wisdom she express 12

Men are only boys growin tall,
Hearts don’t change much after all;
And when, long years after that day,
Katie Lee and Willie Grey
8tHod again beside the bhrook
ending like a shepherd’s ¢rook,

Is it strange that Willie said,

While again a dash of red
Crossed the brownness of his cheek,

«T am strong but you are weak,
Life is but a slippery steep

Hung with shadows eold and deep.”’

till you trust me, Katie dear—
Walk beside me without fear?
May Icarry, if T will,
All your burdens up the hill?”’
And she answered with a laugh,
“No; but you may carry half,”’

Close beside the little brook
herd’s crook,

Is a cottage where to-day
Katie lives with Willie Grey.

i5 well-known poem sppedred in the

tmas wumber of Frank Leslie’s News-

per, ¢redited to Joaguin Miller. The real

aathor, Charles - G- Halpin (Miles O’Reilly),

died come years ago. Col. Bolling, of this

¢ity, reerfes it admirably:
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Belubbed fellow

| De sheriff’s gwine to lebby upon ebery ting {1

HALF-WAY DOIN’S.
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I doesn’t quote no gpecial verse for
T has to Say.

De sermon will be berry short, and dis here b
am de tex’; e

Dat half-way doin’s ain’t no ’count for dis

what

worl® or de next

Dis worl’ dat we’s alibin’ in is like a cot-
ton row,

Whar ebery cullud gentlenan has got his
line to hoe;

And ebery time a lazy nigger stops to take

B e T T pcace

a nap,
—
De grass keeps on a-groysy Lo to smudder
b his crap.
g

e
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When Moses ‘led de Jews acrost de waters
ob de sea, i

Dey had to keep a-goin’, jes’ as fus’, as fas’
could be;

Do you s’spose dat they could ebber hab
succeeded in deir wish

And reached de Promised Land at last—if
dey had Sfup;u:d to tish ?

My frien’s, dar wasa garden once, whar
Adam libbed wid Eve,

Wid no one ’round to bodder dem, no
neighbors for to thieve,

And ebery day was Christmas, and dey got
dar rationgfree, ok |

And ebery ting :,_Qonged to dem except an

apple-tree: —

You all know ’béut de story—how de snake
come snootin’ roun’,—

A stump-tail rusty moccasin, a crawlin on
de groun’—7>

How Eve and Adam ate de fruit; and went
and hid deir face,

Till de angelelerseer’
’em off de plz\cei

“come and drove

Now, &’pose dat man and ooman hadn’t
tempted for to shirk, |

But had gone about'deir gardenin’, and
tended to deir work,

Dey wouldn’t hab been loafin’ whar dey
had no business to,

And de debbil nebber’d got a chanee to tell |
‘ent ‘Y\‘}ﬁ 3_‘10'

No half-wiy doin’, bredren! I1t’ll nebber
do, I say! ’

Go to your task and finish it, and den’s de
time to play—

For eben if de crapis good de rain’ll spile

| de bolls,

l Unless you keeps a-picken’ in de garden ob

4 your souls.

Keep a-plowin’ and a hoin’, and a serapin’
ob de rows,

And when de ginnin’s ober you can pay up
what you owes ;

But if you quits a-workin’ ebery time de
sun is hot,

you’s got.

Whatever ’its you’s dribin’ at be shore and
deibe it through,

And dont let nufiin stop you, but do what
you's gwine 16-do; i

For when you sees a nigger foolin’, den, as
‘shore’s your’e-born,

You’s gwine to see him comin’ out de small
end ob de horn,

I thanks you for de 'tention you has gib dis
afternoon—
Sister Willinms will oblige us by a raisin ob
a tune—
I see dat Brudder Johnson’s bout to pass
‘round de hat, 1
And don’t let’s hab mno half-way doin’s :4
when it comes to dat!
—_— G ————
WHAT I HATE.

[ORIGINAL.]

2

1 hate long stories and short ears of corn,

A costly farm-house and a shabby barn;

More curs than pigs, no books, but many
guns,

Corned toes, tight boots, old debts and pa- %
per duns.

I hate tight-lacing and loose conversation, B

An abundance of gab with little informasa-
tion;

The fool who ‘sings in bed and snores in
meeting,

Who langhs while talking and talks while
exting.




