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HELEN KELLER’S STORY
- Mind, mind alonc ’

o Is lxghr. and hope and’ htc and power!

The wonder “child of the. past - genera-
tion was Laura Bridgman. Her spirit in
-seven fold measure has fallen on little
' Helen Keller. . Helen is now -only twelve
“years old, and sincé she was nineteen
- months old has had neither sxrrht nor hear-
ing. Yot the following sketch of her life

. was wnt‘.ten for the Touth’s C'ompamon
entxrely by hexse]f With the’ exception
of the: p.tr:wmphmg and the insertion of

_sort on the mn.nuscmpt

‘.-‘smnnture, xs ‘the first’ she ever wrote \v1bh
ink, The pencll is’ tho ordmm Y, writing

some oeP JOy. some frosd toxen of 107¢ Yron duum. frunau unul 10
N tbe fullvees of £y glad ham. l cﬂ

" 1mplement of the biind.’

Tommy Sbmwers sutrname, the article’ is,
’ e\uct:]y as she wrote it, nnd. .there was |
not-a word. nusspelled nor a uustake of nny ,

“The- endm«r ‘of tha artwle, with: Helen 8

"Love s evorything' ang God s

v 4o 1

In order that the
page. might be photorrr.-lphed Helen' Lmdly

attempted the use of the pen, ‘with oxcel-"

lent result. L :

Which' of our. hwelve-yem‘ old re'xders,
asks the’ Compunion, who has full uge’of
both eyes and ears, could have composed
and wnttcn, without the lenst nssmtzmco
such an articlo as'this?

1 was born twelve yoars 'wo, one; bmghh '

June mornm". in Tuscumbia, o plensanb
little town in the northern part of Alnl)
The beginning of uy life was very sin ple;
zmd very much h'l\e the berrmmnq of evely

|not: zmswer

nd sbtetched out my tmy lmnds for
rolden sunbeams: that came to :play |
d-seek with me." So my lmppy bnby
Tg grew and cmed nnd ]nuqhed

o1c ‘cnllmn' me, buf. feehnfr ronulsh, T dld
o I avas glad however, when
‘my f mother found me, and carrxed me away

i her arms, : .

: Idlscovered the true way to walL the
day Lwas nyear old, and during the radiant
summer days that followed X was never
shll v minute, My mother watched me
commg, going, laughmg, playing ,prnbtlmg,
‘with proud, happy eyes. I was her only

chlld and she thought there.never -had

B Kl
juscumlru.n..ﬂtv... u: th 13’71

" been unother baby quite so benutlful as her
| littio Hefen.

15 Then when my father came in'the even-
Y I would run to the gate to meet hxm,v

and lie would tuke me up..m his shrong
nrms, and put bickthe tn.ngled curls from
my face n.nd. klss me. many times saymg,
‘Whnt has my betle Womzm 'been domg
tod'ty'l' L

Bat the. bng]:test summer: has" wmter
belund it.. In the cold dreary month of
r | Febiuary, when 1- was ‘nineteen months
old, X lmd a sermus 111ness.'» &)

+ Bat T was: too young to real.ze wha ,had
lmppened When I n.woke and found that
all was dark and still, T & suppose T tho gh(;
it was night, and. I- musb ]mve wohdered

« why day was so long coming. Gradually, -

‘however, I «rob used to tha-silence and -
-darkuess that surrounded, me. and forgot
that it had ever been day. N

I forgob everythmg that had been, excepb
my mothers tender love. - Soon even my
childish voice was stilled, because I had
-ceased to hear any sound.

But all was not lost! After a.ll sight
and - hearing are but two of the beautiful
blessings which God had given me. The
most precious,- the most wonderful of His ",




