e

— —
— -

THi12 DESERET WEEKLY.

skurridh away when he lifted a stone,
| those that flew and thcse that crept,
end those that were good for flsh-bait.
He knew atso the petridges and woed-
chucks. (mt of many a hofe tbat hia
dog Tim has dug he ha; dragged the
woodchuck with a hay hoe.

He studied physice. He conld iell
what the weather would be by nature’s
baropieters, No Dnusio Was ever
8weeter thun the peiter of rain on the

| attiec rafters two feet above his head
that he himeelf bad predieted. 1t
meant no work and a long d=y fish-
ing, for it It rezined, of courre, he
could not work out doore. .
All this road of natural studies ena-
ed n the litile cross-road school house,
where with balfa pailof frozen dinnes
| heeat prisoner among his fellow suf
ferers. If that teacher had sald to me:
“You have been studying on the farm
what some kind perscn has beré put in
books, yours ia the true education,
Come lot us pee how near theeo bouks
are right, i they have mure Ol'”lesg
than we have alfeady. learned,” it
%ould huve enveloped thut old farm in
a biaze of glory and made that log
house the ante-chamber to heaven,

The starved faculties and repressed
activities sought expreselon Inl draw-
Ing, fur which tne child had & decided
talent. Just =s he was publing ibe
finishing touches to & lifelike portrait
of the tescher, the tencher drew some-
thing else. Whack! whuck! and the
boy drew no more. T '

I tell you that was a oflme, aein,
in erushing out with cruel blows, and
bitter hate & God-given taleut that
pointed only to the gvod snd trus,
through the brutal ignorance of & né:)an
celling himeelf a soheol teacher. Ohl
the undeveloped engrgy and oppor
tunity battling againat sin aud sinking,
dy ing beneath the efort.

A boy looked outupon 20
lay in{ death-like sieep beneath the
winter’s snow., He knew that the re-
surrectlon would cvme, xnd exulted
In his ljttle heart in the knowledge. All
hature speaks of the regurrection. One
day he saw the tree bark shining with
the glad blood that mounted up be-
veath it. He watched the swelling
buds, wnd saw the first pale tint of
the green leaves. The final glory of
thelr banks of pink and white bloom,
fAlled with delicate fragrance, seemed
to his unsulijed soul like tht{lvzlceﬁ)f
G aking in a new oreation, He
W(;: :Eegrat:ful to God for doing it
that he got & sheet of paper and tried
to put his emotions inio words. With
eyes glowing =and gheeks aflame,
he took this story of his soul Dot very
well written—to the houseleeper, (for
he baa no mother) and looked up into
her eyes for 8 smile of npproval and
response, She was 2 good wowman,
butghe sald: **If [ could pot wrile
better than that I would not write
at ajl.”?

That is the way that we crush the
divine oul of children, and afterwary
when they go wrong we call it tolai
depravity. Itell you il is tolal” neg-
lect, Can we eave the bad boys? Yee,
It you hzve ninety-nine good ones
they must be uged to save the
oce bad. Oh, there are in our
schools today, and some In days pact,
teachers with great souls] They may
never have money or fame, hut they
are loving, earnest, splendid tenchers,
helping In the grand work of saving

orchard that

tbla one bad boy, and believing in in-
apiration, and Inspiration comes to
everyone who tries to bless and suve,
Btudy waysand mesns ufter you have
studied the peculiarities of the child,
and if nothing eise will save him Jove
will save him. I.ove if he can feel it,
and a terrible crime has been com.
mitted if a ohild bas been ao calloused
by hatred and ill-usage that his heart
ro longer responds to tenderness. The
clenched fist, the bent brow and set
jaws, with eyes glaring hate that we
sometbimes see in citles,are not total de-
pravity, but the settled conviction that
his speoiia hate him—nand in return he
hates all mankind.

A boy wns thrown into a school-
room and told to get Enowledge,with a
brutality and a sneer that were bins-
phemy against all that makes ihe dig-
nity of manhood when properly di-
rected, Tbe convictlon was in bls
soul that nobody cared for him. He
eat sullen aad lowerlog In a corner,
a segured Ishmael, "“caged but
defiant, He had a teacher, not
a Jjallor. Bhe determined to save
him. Bhe studied bim, and learned
that he loved birds. He knew every
-little fenthered pongstdr, their time o!
neating, thelr f{avorite haants, their
notes were a {amiliar song, and she
| found the gateway wheore love entered
hiswsoul, Bhe called sll the oiber chil-
dren around her, and got ihem to tell
her all they knew about birds, The
sullen ecowl relaxed. Was this aboul
birde, knowledge? He grew eager, for
he Lkpew more than they. ‘‘Come,
John,?? said the teacher, ‘“tell us what
you kpow about birds.’> He found
eympathy, companionship, his heart
dilated, he felt hipself & man, he was
saved. Go i blesa mich teachers, It
the whole end of all religiot; savet -
huandredth and you have saved the
world.

In the fif y-three years of my llfe
the worid has wonderfuily changsd.
There nre better times coming for all
humanijty; but do not forget while
seated in this beautiful room,surround-
ed by ull the blessings that are yours,
that there are millions livibg still in
loathsome cellars, debarred from all
that mukes life a bLlessing, There are
millione still unhorn doomed toa ike
fate. If it 1s ever bettered it will be
through the discovery and proper ap-
plication of energies and forces, The
world is bound together by iron bands
and intelligence speeds,and it is on the
wings eof lightning, and progreas
should te equally rapid.

There =are, teachers who aver that
there is no mornl phase In those
three studies with whioh ohildren are
belabored—reading, writing, ’rithme-
tie. I tell you n child may read him-
pel! to damnation, clpher himself to
Canada, » rsfuges from his country,
and write the sealof hiz 0Wn doom,un-
leas in &ll these studiea he peesthe
thoughts of God expressed on the uni-
verse. They are worse than nothing
unless intrinsically good. Every ohild
beglns the studles of the sciencer; it ia
for the teacher to countinue itin the
sanie lines that God poluts out.

The child {2 a boru naturalist. There
Is not one atep of that but is Intrinei-
oally moral, and it Is the finger of
God pointing the way to true educa-
tion. Every child i= a born worker,
I see you differ from me. You are

thinking of the child of Bix 0r seven

years, whose mother has waited on him
until he sinks down,educated into lazi.
ness, Why will mothers make slaves
of thempelves to their own injury and
the ruin of the child?

Just watech a baby. How eager to
fcuch, taste, tear; how much they
learn, Think of learning 3 language
inone year. Hundreds ol words re-
quiring five or six different positions of
the vocal organs. We who are twen-
ty-iwo would consider it a terrible
tssk. Thank (lod po teacher has
discovered a system for teaching
babies to talk. - Bee how hard they
work while learning to walk; -how
happy when they conguer. Have you
a family sand pild? [t is indispensible
to a well regulated home. All day
these little ones will build and dig and
work. [ would ot glve a fig for the
boy or girl who never made mud piea,
Their active energies nreerying out for
al opportunity to work out their salva-
tion; while teachers and mothers are
continuaily telling them to “*hold sthll
while we pour something into you.”?

The curse of the East and middle
West is luziness,and the prevailing sin,
wanting to get something for nothing.
Look at the children of wealth and
idlenes~; they bave defied God’s law
of labor ard there is nothing for them
but death., War hsa saved many a
vobleman’s sop; it was fashionable,
and gave exerpize to perishing facul-
ties, From the forge and plow, the fleld
and workshop, have come the heroes
who have ruled the world, Qur Presi-
dents, railroad kings, Lankers, would
afl teil you that from the sohovls of
bhard manual trainiug they have brought
the stern endurance, the brain and
brawn with which they have achieveil
BUCCeEs,

The faymer makes.a mistake who
aays **My boy eball not work as [ have
done,?” and sends him to college. If he
gets the education be works, if not he
is 2 lost soul. There are those who
point to the faot that the graduates of
our New England schools in former
days were mere glanie, and thing the
schools are to blame. Notac. It ia the -
home lifs that differr, and the athletio
sports introduced cannot supply the
place,

I ptead tbat every e¢bild ahall be
tralned to work with its hands. [
plead that every school heuse shallhave
its workshop atinched, and its garden
also,

Muslo has marvelous powers to edu.
cate the human belng, yet some
trusiees coneider it non-eslential. No
victorious army was ever led on to
vigtory without It; no pilgrims ever
found through frosie and fiames of
martyrdom a Zion unless led by the -
asongs of Zion. When we who fought
for the dear old flag felt all our bravery
and patriotism bad oczed out through
utter human weariness, and we were
looking for some fence to hide behind,
or wagon to orawl into, some brave soul
began ginging “Mine eyes have
gcen the glory of the coming ef the
Lord,” and as vnice after voloe caught
it-up and it swelled and rolled a
very battle anthem, by tbe force
of ita inspiration we marched on to vic-
tory, That is the eflect 0f mnsic,

My fellow teachers, I see a vision of
a time when there will be no violencea,
uo bloodshed, no 1utemperance, no sip;
earth shall becomne a palace home, aud
a Jittle child shall lead you, Do not



