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cation—my education—how was I to get it?
The ordinary schools could do little for me; I
was not able to read and educate myself, as
many home-students have done; those around
had little time to read to me;and I felt as if I
were in danger of growing more and more
ignorant every day. God help those who thirst
for knowledge, and find every way for obtain-
ing it cut off!

Sooner or later, I always rose from my knees
feeling that these prayers would be answered.
God has always had a way of granting my pe-~
titions to Him, some wonderful examples of
which I shall give, farther along in this book.

How much better it is to pray, hopefully
and with faith, for those things we need, than
to fret and complain because we do not already
possess them!

CHAPTER IV.—183s.

A THRILLING ANNOUNCEMENT—AN EDUCATION
AT LAST !—ON THE “TIPTOE OF EXPECTATION"
—STARTING FOR SCHOOL—ARRIVAL AT THE
INSTITUTION FOR THE BLIND—A HELPER OF
OPPRESSED GREEKS—AN ACQUAINTANCE OF
LORD BYRON — SCHOOL-LIFE STARTS OFF
WELL.

old: and then, one day, something was
told me that brought a thrill of joy and
delight never, never to be forgotten,

“Fanny, arrangements have been made for
you to attend the school for the blind, in New
York.”

Only a few words, but what a flood of joy
they admitted to the poor sad little soul that
had so long pined and prayed for knowledge!
God had responded to my prayer, at last—
through His own means, and by His own faith-
ful helpers. Oh, if the founders and sustainers
of such institutions could only know a mil-
lionth part of the joy they cause, they would
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SO matters ran on, until I was fifteen years
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feel repaid for their money and their efforts—
again and again!

Of course, I was upon the very tiptoe of ex-
pectation—my joy only tempered by the fact
that I should have to leave behind my dear
mother, and the friends whom I had learned to
love. But the distance was not great, and,
so to speak, was becoming less and less all the
time, owing to constantly increasing facilities
of travel; and I was told that I could return
during every vacation, and oftener if I or they
should at any time be ill

The preparations were few and simple: a
girl then did not require so many appur-
tenances when starting for school, as she does
now. I was soon ready: and left home on the
2d of March, 1835—searching, as upon my
voyage of ten years before, for light—but this
time for the mental, instead of the physical,
light that should illuminate my mind, and make
me happy ever after.

This time, we did not go down the Hudson
River, upon a sail-boat: we first journeyed to
Norwalk, and there took a steamer for New
York.

This, although vastly different from the
mammoth sound-steamers of today, served the
turn, and brought us through very comfort-
ably : and I was cordially received by Dr. John
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An Associate of Lord Byro.
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Denison Russ, who was then Superintendent
of the Institution. Ie was only thirty-four
years old, but had already been through an
interesting and varied experience. He had
settled in New York as a physician after
graduating at Yale College, but one year after-
ward, in 1826, he was so moved with pity at
the sufferings of the struggling Greeks, that
he went to their aid with a cargo of supplies,
from Boston, and remained there three years,
during which time he established a hospital at
Poros, and conducted it personally for fifteen
months. :

Returning to New York -in 1834, he began
at his own expense the instruction of six blind
bouys ; but the same year, was appointed Super-
intendent of the Institution of which I was
happily so soon to become an inmate.

While in Greece, he had been intimately as-
sociated with Lord Byron. I shall never forget
the thrill of delight, upon meeting some one
that had actually known the great poet, whose
verses I had already learned to admire. He
was full of reminiscences of the poet-patriot.

Everything started off well: I was a little
homesick at first, but frequent letters and new-
made friends soon softened that feeling ; while
fresh facts and ideas were sent thronging
every day into my mind.
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