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BY ANDREW WATRES FORD. threw myself upon it, hiding my face
TWENTY-YEAR-OLD girl, blind in the cushions I begged my mother
n from birth, suddenly recovered to go awiy. 1 couldn’'t bear the sight
her sight as she wis putiing I had prayed for all my life!

away a dish In the china closat of the
dining-room of her mother's home nt
Marbleheaa, AMass, Her world, which

she describes ns “m world of blackness,™

becama instantly and strangely peo-
pled with cups and' saucers, glassocs
and plates,

Slght came to Maud Emerson Lincoln

in the snap of a finger. In fact, when
she dlscusses the miracla which made
her seo she snaps her long, slendar

fingers with a sharp click llke that of
casianats and says:

“Something snapped — like that—Iin
my right eye. I heard Iz, then
suddenly I saw. d s later the
same thing happened to my left eye.”
What did What did she think
of it7T How the world impreas a
girl biind since two days after her
birth when for first time?

Mins Lincoln says that her first feel-
Ing was one of extraordinary fear. "My
shook as I put away the plate I

Something that stung poured intao
right eye, and turning from thé
darkness of that china closet, I
plump woman standing
by the dining-room table—and I knew
she was my mother,

“The fact that I was actually sesing
my mother, looking into the eves of
the woman who had watched over my
speclally, helpless childhood, frightened
mae, ¥, my mothar's face—and it

face—scared me to death.

her and scroamed!
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“I don't know whether persons who
have not HHved In the blackness as I
did for 20 years can understand why I
was =0 frightened,

“Then when I ecould be persuaded Lo
Ift my hend from the sofa pllilow 1 went
to the window and looked out and 1 saw
he American flag floating from the
staff of the town hall, and below, in
the little square In front of it, that
whipping-post at which Samue! Bowen,
namesake of my yellow ocat, used to
look from my very windows.

“It was wonderful to see our beautl-
ful flag fAying over that place where
there hid once been =0 much cruelty
and pain. And I thought, as I stood
there, that the world must always be
beautiful wherever that fiag Ales. Since
I have recovered my slght we keep the
fiag floating 'over our doorway all the
time., Dld you see It as you came (n?

“Those red stripes are spleondid,
aren’'t they? It makes me feel brave
and proud- just to look at them. BHBut

the color 1 like best is ceorise. My
mother bought me this silk petticoat
this weelk. lsn't It lovely?™

With a coquettlsh lift of tha dull
brown house dress a vivid flash of
cherry-colored silk came Into view.

“It's pretty, lsn't it?" sald
who had been blind 10 days
"Dgo wyou Lhink a whole dreas
color would lJook well on me?

“1 have Lo wear glasses now. Do you
think I will have to wear them always?
Would you 1lke to see my eves with
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tion in my finger tipa,

“I ecouldn't touch food for several
days. It was because the sight of things
was so strangsa The first time I saw
an egg I couldn't eat It Jt was fried
on ona side and it seemed 1o move all
the time That was at breakfast, and
I shut my eyes and kept them tight
shut tiil mother took It away. I
couldn’t drink a glass of water for a
long time. When I tilted the glass I
saw the water move and I was fright-
ened and nearly dropped it. Even now
I would rather shut my eyes when I
drink.

“It Is harder for me 10 see—10 ETRED
the sight of motion than of anything
else. Still objects don't frighten me.
The world of the blind is mso still. And
let me tell you this. The world of those
blind from birth iz o happy world. If I
should lose my sight, now that 1 have
had it., I should go mad, I think, I
know that I should not care to lve. But
when you have never secen, sesing Is
just & word. It really means nothing to
yvyou if vou are blind. You don't grasp
it any more than you know exactly
what you mean by words like inity
or eternlty They are just beautiful
words,. And might is just » beautiful
word to the blind unlesa they have had
it and lost 11,

“For some time after my =ight camse

There is very little sensa-

Ir

You see, they move n littla =11 the
time, but the dootor says that will go
away after I get more accustomed
Hyglit and to seelng
Ject="

Mand Lincoln ralsed her well-formed
right hand and took off her glasses, re-
veallng very large slate-colored e
which now and then to hlue.
Over their singularly sensitive surface
there seemas to- play constantly a slight
fMickering motlon, like the ripple of a
pool stirred languldly by wun April
These eyes have elrafge shy-
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Little Stories of the Gregt
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A Usefu! Boy Scout.

N a statlon in France one day & Hed

Cross train arrived and busy doctaors,
nurses and ambulance men anttended: to
the wounded with their usuml quick-
ness and skill.,. But busjest of all
seemed to be a khaki-clad voungster
of perhapa 14, who made breathless
sprint along the platform carrying =&
Ereat heap of cubbages and onlons, on
his way to the kitchen quarters. And
A8 he raced along the ambulance men
Eave him an affectionate (f subdued
cheer, He was a bright little fellow
with charming manner. He spoke only
French, bul assured every one who
asked him that he was British-born and
bred and had been working as an ambu-
lance man since the beginnlng of the
war. Thé Red Crosa men told the rest
of the story. To them he was Known

—_—

Solution of Circus Pusale,

ness, a perceptible shrinking from their
Budy bombardment by a world with
they shoula nave had 210 years
a ow fmmiliar, ’
Nobody

wholly 1e

1t the girl herzelf will ever
the shocl of this terrilie

impact.

r soveral days after I pot my
B 1 was deaf she sald, “In the
bilackness I could hear perfectly. But
after sight came hearing left me for a
timea Then my sense of touch seemed

to Even now I haven't it back

_r v
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Iand Winters. When I lived in the
blackness 1 thought of it as of some

huge animal—an animal like Samuasl
Howen Lincoln — only as bilg ea the
world."

“HSamuel Bowen Lincoln™ iz Mise
coln's pet and best friend.
¥ollow cat whe once loved
much as to lie at the feet
slender gilrl, then blind, who lovéd to
stroka his amber colored fur in the
long, dim hours of her lightiess days.
Eince his mistress recovered her sight,
however, Samue¢l Bowen Lincoln has
pearmitted himself to gratify hia natural
male Instinet for prowling. But before
Mias Lincoln could proceesd with her
story Sam had to be summoned from
a neighboring fence and Introduced.

“Sam Is named after Samuel! Bowen,
a Colonial Judge who once owned the
houss we lilve in. You see, our windowsa
look right out on/the Town Hall, and In
the left-hand corner of the stepa you
can see an old post. That was the whip-
ping post, and Judge Bowen., who was a

Lin-
He ia a blg
nothing so
tall,

of the

very cruel man, used to stand In this
window where I am now and see that
hia sentenca to the whipping post was

carrigd out with the severity he deslired.

There ls the post now, Look! See!™
Unconsciously Maud Lincoln

“See!" with the rapture and pride of &

EAY s

I was unable to look at a human face
wlithout that sensation of horrible fear,
I was 5o scarad and my nerves were
upset by having #o many objlectz pound-
Ing against my syeballs that the doctor
made me go {o bed in a darkened room
and thera for And there
arae still many things which will not
let me look at. 1 have not yet seen the
ocean. To be In Marblehead and not
see the ocean which glives a living to =0
many Marblehead fishermen ascems a
strange thing! But I have heard it

e
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growline through many lr_nl:l::_!\:_e_w Eng-

2-yearsold just learning to talk—of the

littls child who says, “"See the kitty!
Bea the dog!™ n2 much to impresas hi=
new-found wotds upon himself as upon
his hearer,

“So many motheoers of Itile sightlexs
¢hildren will be glad to hear that 1
think, it has made my own mother
much happler since 1 have told her
that. 1 4ld4n’t realize what it meant to

me Dot to see When I was a little

s

girl I went to the Perkins Inatitute fér
the Blind in Bgeton for s whils, and
lsarned to read., Dut after T came back
home I forgot it graduslly. New at
J0—nearly —1 will have to Pegin my
education. 1 learned gradually te help
mother about the house, bul except for

that the only thing 1 cando 1s to play
the organ. Of course 1 play only by
enr. Would you llke to hear me? I
am sorry., but J can play only hymns
and Tipperary,” 1 can sing, too.

The tall girl seated hergelf on a
wooden bench In front of the cld-fash

Is 1the chief ornament

of the New England parier.
Later she will have the long free
stride of & well bullt, satrong WwWoman.
but as yelL her atep Is timid,. tentativei)
the stap of one whoe has walked In
darkness for 20 years

W 1 I first saw the keys 1 couldn’t
play.” she sald “They frightensd me

sa, But now 1 have gotten used to ses

Ing them and all my pleces havs come
‘IJ:I".’. ito me rs

Swinging back tso the keys the girl
played slowly, solemnly the opening
bars of Cardinal Newman's hymn,
*leend, dly Light." and In a surpris
Ingly true alto wolce sang the
opening Arse
‘“Lead, Kindly Light, amid the encirci

ing ghtoom:

She Decs
chrsr,l‘f Fol'
The First

Timz.

['ﬁ

g, »

Lead Thou me on
The night is dark ang 1 am far from

home;

“Lead Thou me on,'”

IF'he great hymn has bean . nung by
mast choruses in immemorial cathe-
drals, but never with more touching
falth and sulemn feeling than by that
sllm, tall, hespectacled New England
girl Lo whom It= fine words were a

-STORIES AND PICTURES FOR TVE LiTIL

as “Tich,” but on formal occasions ) he
Wias given the name of Thomas Skinse

ner. He llked.the khakl uniform of the
British, admired the men who wore. it
and simply refused to be. left behind

when a Red Cross train steamed out
of the station of :his, home In France
ones August afternoon. . He was an or-
phan boy: His goardian had gong off to
the war and tlie oid:-fhdy who had cared
for him could no longer afford to Keap
him. '

It was agalnst all regulations, but
Thomas Skinner praved hifnself so very
usaful—hea was a Boy Scout of light
and leading In his locality—that he
was soon given the uniform he desired.
He is the anly French boy or man in
British uniform and doubtliess his coun-
trymen will forgive him when he says:
"Jga suls Anglais: vive I'Angletarre.”

Mother’s Day

"HE second Sabbath day In May,
By good folks has been set away—

That’ they unto their mothers prove
How deep and lasting Is their love.

This pure white flower that ail-should
wear

Will: show
bear.

the thanks  that chifdren

Thelr mothers for their care and love:
It glows with light from heaven above.

The white Carpation thus has grown
To be by children always known.

It makes the day Mizg Jarvis set.
Lest wome of us perhaps forget—

The loving care and 'watchfulness,
The Mother's words and fond carress.

So let us on this ninth of May
Wear this white bloom for 'Mother's

Hopeful, Anyway

A.‘Z’D here's another of the thousand
and one storles that are told about
the little boy sitting on the bank of a
streim and the Xindly-faced, inquisl-
tive old man who comes along.

In this case the boy was particolarly
red-haired and freckled and—Tfresh. And
the old gentleman really menst to be
good-natured and sociable,

“SWhat -are you fishing for, my little
man?T' he asked with & smile that was
intended as reassuring.

The frecklea-faced boy looked up at
hird a moment, glared, spat in the water

and answered:
“ScutchemsT"

Know. I Never Caught None
of "Em* '

¥

exclaimed
“Mercy

“Scutchems? Scurcnems?™
the old gentleman In surpriase.

me, I never heard of them before—
whnt are Scutchems?
“You can search me, Mister,” the boy

1 don't know. I never caught

replled,
none of “em.

Then—he

The

ETinned!

White Carnations

ETTY sat scanning the evening

papoer one Saturday afternoon early
in _Muy., Now o read the jokes on
the last page of that paper wald noth-
Ing new to Letty, for she always greet-
ed her father when he returned homse
fro® business with “Have yovu got tha
paper, Daddy?T' and then, “Are the
Jokes any goodT*

But If her parents had watchad her
on thls particular evening they would
have seen that the little girl was ab-
sorbed In an article of the [irst page.

This was a story about “Mothers'
Day.” which would be on the following
day, as that was the second Bunday in
the month of May.

The story was written about a lady
—Misgs Anna Jarvis—who had for many
years been trying to get the United
Stutes 1o celebratd this day. It spoke
of the respect that ought to be shown
to meothers by a public observance, at
least once a yéar. And it .asted for a
publiec recognition by every son and
daughter offering ibe mother a whita
carnation, and wearing one themselves,

The slogan for the day is—"The Best
Mother Who Ever Lived)"

Now Letty knew that she had the
very best mother who ever lived, ana
she thought the jdea of the carnations
thio Lest she had ever heard.

She dropped the puper suddenly snd
sald, "1 think I'll run around the block,
just to plek up an appetite

Daddy laughed, for that was hls

orite expression every Bunday be-

old
one

was
no

Letty
alone,

fore Jdinner; and 4as
enough to go out
thought It . strange.
Bhe Kissed her parents good-bye and
went to her room for her hat. Besidos
putting on her hat, she pocketed her
purse, and then she hurrfed to the flo-

rist.,’ who fortunately lived close by.

A1 want 12 white carnations,™ suhe
sald, “the prettiest you bhave.™

“You ara buying ail 1 have left”™
gald the man "1 have had & rum on
théem today.”

“Tomorrow Is Mothers' Day,” sald

Letty confidently and with lmportance.
*“Of eourse every child will want one to
&ive her mother.,”

“Why do you want 13
man, his curiosity aroused.

“*Cause this Is the first year I've
ever done it, and as I'm 13 years old,
1 owe Mother the other 11."

With her preclous package Letty
flew out to the kitchen and sald Lo the
cook, “Pleass, Molly, keep these In the
fcebox for me until tomorrow."”

Next day, when Mother entered the
dining-room, » vase of beautiful carna-
sions greeted her. Tied to the stema
was A card which read! "For the Best
Mother Who Ever Lived.”

Nor did Betty stop there. She who
was slways respectful and thoughtful
to her parents was even more 20 on
this Mothers' Day and she succeeded in
carrying out the fondest hopes of Miss
Anna Jarvis, to whom the Nation should
be thankful

asked the

Excusable Error.

(Birmingham Age-Harald.)

*How many people came over orig-
Inally in the Mayflower™

“1 beliove the Intest estimate {s pome-
thing like 9,784,026 persona.”

“Nonsense. The vessel couid only car-
ry a few hundred.”

“The estimate was based, I belleve,
oo the apparent number of their de-
scendapts io this couptry.™ « * °©
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OUR PUZZLE CORNER

CIRCULU'S PUZEZLE.

See If you can discover what 15 on the opposite end of the pea-saw by

ting the dota with a pencil

HIDDEN DESK ARTICLES.,

I put a rose in XKate's buttonhole
when she recited in school.

Fhllip endured much paln from his
tooth.

Mr. Pape rented a
for my party.

The rule Rose made appliod
bherwelf.

talking machine

only 1o

CITY PUZZLE.

It the following are writien, one
below ancther, thelr zigzag letters, be-
ginoing “‘at the upper left-hand coruer

cul-

and ending st the wupper right-band
corner, will spall the name of a large
city of the United States:

1. A word meaning hidden.

= Ralsing up.

a3 Artigles of wagring apparel,

i A benefit or advantage.
b Fecltless.
s Anawern.
Hidden Deak Artiolos: Ik, pes.
paper, ruler.
Zigaag FPuxaie Cleveland. 1, Cone

cealed; 2 alevating: 2,

evercoals; 4,
prlv!l’lle; §, desporate. -




