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THE SUMMER SCHOOL.

The summtr schoel opened oo Mon-
day, Augnst 1, at the Brigham Young
Academy at Provo. Dr. Maeser
opined the eestion by prayer. Profes-
gor Clu{l introduced Professor Parker
of Boston, who hns recertly closed
week’s sefsion at Cbatauque, He Les
been a teacherdfor thirly-six years,

There were about 350 teachers prec-

ent, who recelved him with applause.
Alter some remarks from him as to the
purpose In visiting Uiah, a recess of
ten minuteas was had for social conver-
ealivp.
% On re-opening Professor Parker gave
an cutline of subjects for etudy and ip-
vestigation, and the mannper of hand.
ling themi. There are to be instrue-
tions in drawing, clay modelling, #a-
.tory; civil government and practical
methoda of teaching.

In the afternoon Frofessor Parker
lectured on geography as a hasis of all
the netural sciencea.

“# Mra, Parker lectured oo the Delsarte
‘aystem of phystcal culture,

Mies effrop illuetrated and ex-
plained free hand drawing by use of
the blagkboard.

In the evening Professor Parker lec-
tured on ‘*Artlst or Ariigan.?’

On Tuesday Mre. Parker gave
another lecture on the Delssrte system.

Professor Parker followed on goo-
graphy, j

Mies Heffron continued her lessons
and iliustrations on the blackboard,

In the afternoon Professcr Parker
descanted on number work.

Mre. Parker followed with & short
lecture on articulation.

On Wednesday the forencon wsia oc-
cupied hy the following programme:

Mrs. Parker on Delearte and his
system; Colonel Parker in teaching
reading; Mise Hefarlng oo modeling
in clay and eand, and the German
professors in muelg.

The . little historlcal sketch IMrs,
Parker gave of Delsarte intensified
the general interest in the diecoveriea
he had made; and the deductions from
those discoveries,

Colonel Parker opened up new
theught for the guidance of the teacher
In this brapch of edusxtinn. Quite a
dlscussion was mafntained on the ques-
tion of wholes ve. elementary parts,
deoclcded In favor of entiretles. In con-
clugion he eald he was the best mis-
understood man in A merlcs, and that
there was something In this mountaip
alr that shortened tim:e.

The clay modellng was so applied as
to 1llustrate the relative waulues of
weights and mearures, and as an ald to

‘comprehensive jllusiratlon of many
other studfen Is used both to stimulate
observation and impress retention,

The music Jesson progressed (r'm
that of yesterday, and fnstead of being
&b obscure and d ffionlt splence, out of
the reach of common murlals, music
seemed to be easy of access.

It was announced that the oitizens of
Provo would tender a reception at the
Taberyaole to Protessor and Mrs. Par.
ker for the entire olags—teachers teach-
ing, and teaphers studylng.

WEDNKEEDAY EVENING.

The library was crowded to suffoou-
tlon ngrin this even!ng to hesr Colonel
Parker’s lectare oo *The Child.”?

The Colonel s a very easy and 'fin-
irhed speaker, reminding ome, but for

the difference in theme, of Charles
Eilis.

The subject of bhaving the steno-
graphic reports ot Mr, Parker’s lec-
tures pubiiehed in pamphlet form was
lald before the atudents, and declded
affirmatively.

Thw following is an extenslve synop-
eis of the lecture:

Fellow Teachers:—The unrealized
possibllitles of development In the
chiid is a theme for our earmest con-
sideration, and tbat deveiopment we
owe to the next peneration. The
whole queation lies in the education of
the lttle cbild,and there js no work too
good, no thought too great, no desire
to deep, no endeavors too noble to be
concentrated in this one granud « fTort.
[t means better hemes, higher morals,
noubler aspiratiouns, the love of God and
tbe perpeluztion of our Repablic,

The tittle child lies cradled in its
mother’s armes; its life a dream of bliss,
earth its eervapt, the sun its toy, itg
eurroundings a slgn and aymbol of the
anlverse, My life has been spent
among [ittle children, and [ thipk
have learned to read them a little, 1
say thut the child is a "born eavege,
Do not be'sturtied by the assertlon, for
when we have become better ucquaint-
ed with our ancestors we will respect
them more. Much of our mental
strength und vigor, the spiritual fervor,
a3 well us physical sujeriority, we in-
berited from a savage ancestry,

Have you ever known a little boy
who did not wish lo dig a caveand
live in 1?7 Who did not take unbound-
ed eatigfaction in making himself pro-
ficlent with the bow and arrow, and
dearly hold In his heart an igeal of
suvage teolusion and Independence? [
remember one boy who dug a cave in
an island and there defended himself
agalnst all intruders — though there
wero cone. He fortifled his island and
bujit a fort at the most exposed poing,
determined no vessel should pass up or
down without hearing from him apd
his tin gun. The fact was po boat

could pass because the water was too|

sballew. But there be fought imagin-
ary battles, revelling in the expression
of his eavage ipstinots, How chiidren
dellghbt In ““Roblnsen Crusoe? hegause
of its savagery.

The properly constitated cbild lives
a mythical life. Just as soon an it be-
gins to get a little light it begins to
create and people n world of Itz own,
a world In whioh it is the central
figure, llving, moving and having an
extlted being, Canyou Dot remember
when with & few broken bits of plate
and two shingles under a tres you
kept house, received and entertalued
visitors, deligbted with your ehedowy
guests? Then there are the mother’s
storles, ' {old * to the happy child
as it closes Jts eyes in  slumber;
and some bave forbldden this,
and (fell you it a child could
not breck the bonds of reality he
would be a brute, But he breaks these
bonds, looks beyond, and he sees a
future life apd a world cutside of his
present turroundings.

There zre those who forbid fairy
tales lo chlldren, “sayliog, tell a child
on'y the truth. Of ail such I.would
ask the question, **What is truth?>? [
can fanecy: the halo of glory
around the hea. of the Lover of man-
kind when Pllate asked Him, What is
truth? Our good oid Puritan fathers

. 1]

{petsted on trutb, but falled” to see ppy
undersiand the truth in rich Imagjp,,
tlon, with its ipapiring, humanizing
beautifying efects lu crude bumapity’
The old geographer Peter Parley, re.
fusiog beautlful truth through imagty,
ative sy mbols, gave us o man—I styg,
ied It—with a couniry ealled Ethly,
in the centreof Africa; I learped i,
#bound it.?? There Is nosuch eountry
He gave the children absolute falce.
hond clothed in the classic drapery o
koowledge with the forged bea] g
truth buroed into her brow,

Have you ever contemplated the
sweet trutts hidden iu the parable
which He gave to those not strong
enough to hear naked truth? Inthe
holy sympathles, the expectant, livigg
inguiry wakened for the smallest of
God?’s creatures bytbe fairy tale told the
little chilu? They help us to learn of
the exquirite purpose in the moet mi-
nute of God?s creations, to hate noth.
tog, to love all things.

The earlh confronted aavage map
and said; *\What am 'I??? And map
repiied: *Thom art Qod!*?  Bat the
stars coofronted him with the ssme
questlon: *“What are we?’? And by
paid, **Burely thou art God,*’ aod wor.
shiped, But the sun with power apg
glory asked the question occe again,
and He said: **Thou art God,” pyt
through hils consclotisness thers atglg
the thought ¢f n power beyond i)
thie, and hias soul reached gut through
boundlesr space, {0 commune with the
infinite.

Little children worshlp everythirg.
'The stars are nuil holes in the tioor of
heaven, The grandeur of nature stir
the divinily within the child which
his tongue cannot express, The myth-
ical 1s ta him the beginning of rellgion.
Why have we become a race bound Lo
he surdld and soulslaying realitiea of
life? It does not matter what our lips
utter, our faces espeak the apiritugl
death, killed when the mythical way
deatroyed In the chtld life.

This ssme condemned facuity is the
beglnning of sclence; it glves usthe
treasures of the ages.” The orystal irag.
ments of wisdom left in islands of ths
sea and upon contipente come to up
this way, QGermany has It folk lore
that eyery child knowe, The child s
a born naturalist, He loves flowers,
In Boeton onoe, up a dark and dirty
street, I eaw a neglected chilg, on ap
equally peglected doorstep, but upon
that begrimed face was a divine smile,
Curlous to know what had stirred the
divinity within its Hiile soul, I ap.
proached, and found that it held in ity
band a clover blossom. That smllels
sometimes seen on the faces of old men
who have led uncelfish, childlike lives,

Every ohild has a love for nature un-
letr come teacher kille it ont. I knew
a very ordloary boy, oo a little roecky
farm, who pursued the study of gep
graphy with burning zeal, and never
knew that he was learnipg anytbing.
Every swamp, hili, slope, etone, brook,
he explored and kpew. He studiel
botany. No tree, nor plant nor flower
butt e knew its time of openioy, its
habita of leaf and bud, the situativns i}
loved best; and when that boy became
aman, he taught scbool for twenty
years before he knew that the New
Hampshire farm had been a tutor Jn
these sclences, Bo far as ihe theory of
books wandered from nature.

Hecrtudied buge, and kpew those that



