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Our Mark Twain
HELEN KELLER

NE OF the most memorable events of our Wrentham years
was our visit to Mark Twain.

My memory of Mr. Clemens runs back to 1894, when he was
vigorous, before the shadows began to gather. Such was the at-
fection he inspired in my young heart that my love for him has
deepened with the years. More than anyone else I have ever
known except Dr. Alexander Graham Bell and my teacher, he
aroused in me the feeling of mingled tenderness and awe. I saw
him many times at my friend Mr. Lawrence Hutton’s in New
York, and later in Princeton, also at Mr. H. H. Rogers’s and at
his own home at 21 Fifth Avenue, and last of all at Stormfield,
Connecticut. Now and then I received letters from him. We
were both too busy to write often, but whenever events of
importance in our lives occurred we wrote to each other about
them.

I was fourteen years old when I first met Mr. Clemens—one
Sunday afternoon when Miss Sullivan and I were the guests
of Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Hutton in New York. During the
afternoon several celebrities dropped in, and among them Mr.
Clemens. The instant I clasped his hand in mine, I knew that
he was my friend. He made me laugh and feel thoroughly
happy by telling some good stories, which I read from his lips.
I have forgotten a great deal more than I remember, but I shall
never forget how tender he was.

He knew with keen and sure intuition many things about me
and how it felt to be blind and not to keep up with the swift
ones—things that others learned slowly or not at all. He never
embarrassed me by saying how terrible it is not to see, or how
dull life must be, lived always in the dark. He wove about my
dark walls romance and adventure, which made me feel happy
and important. Once when Peter Dunne, the irrepressible Mr.
Dooley, exclaimed: “God, how dull it must be for her, every
day the same and every night the same as the day,” he said,
“You’re damned wrong there; blindness is an exciting business,
I tell you; if you don’t believe it, get up some dark night on
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the wrong side of your bed when the house is on fire and try
to find the door.”

The next time I saw Mr. Clemens was in Princeton during
a spring vacation when we were visiting the Huttons in their
new home. We had many happy hours together at that time.

One evening in the library he lectured to a distinguished
company—Woodrow Wilson was present—on the situation
in the Philippines. We listened breathlessly. He described how
six hundred Moros—men, women, and children—had taken
refuge in an extinct crater bowl near Jolo, where they were
caught in a trap and murdered, by order of General Leonard
Wood. A few days afterwards, Col. Funston captured the pa-
triot Aguinaldo by disguising his military marauders in the uni-
form of the enemy and pretending to be friends of Aguinaldo’s
officers. Upon these military exploits, Mr. Clemens poured
out a volcano of invective and ridicule. Only those who heard
him can know his deep fervour and the potency of his flaming
words. All his life he fought injustice wherever he saw it in
the relations between man and man—in politics, in wars, in
outrages against the natives of the Philippines, the Congo, and
Panama. I loved his views on public affairs, they were so often
the same as my own.

He thought he was a cynic, but his cynicism did not make
him indifferent to the sight of cruelty, unkindness, meanness,
or pretentiousness. He would often say, “Helen, the world is
full of unseeing eyes, vacant, staring, soulless eyes.” He would
work himself into a frenzy over dull acquiescence in any evil
that could be remedied. True, sometimes it seemed as if he let
loose all the artillery of Heaven against an intruding mouse but
even then his “resplendent vocabulary” was a delight. Even
when his ideas were quite wrong, they were expressed with
such lucidity, conviction, and aggressiveness that one felt im-
pelled to accept them—for the moment at least. One is almost
persuaded to accept any idea which is well expressed.

He was interested in everything about me—my friends and
little adventures and what I was writing. I loved him for his
beautiful appreciation of my teacher’s work. Of all the people
who have written about me he is almost the only one who
has realized the importance of Miss Sullivan in my life, who



OUR MARK TWAIN Neys

has appreciated her “brilliancy, penetration, wisdom, character,
and the fine literary competences of her pen.”

He often spoke tenderly of Mrs. Clemens and regretted that
I had not known her.

“I am very lonely, sometimes, when I sit by the fire after my
guests have departed,” he used to say. “My thoughts trail away
into the past. I think of Livy and Susie and I seem to be fum-
bling in the dark folds of confused dreams. I come upon mem-
ories of little intimate happenings of long ago that drop like
stars into the silence. One day everything breaks and crumbles.
It did the day Livy died.” Mr. Clemens repeated with emotion
and inexpressible tenderness the lines which he had carved on
her tombstone:

Warm summer sun,
Shine kindly here;

Warm Southern wind,
Blow softly here;

Green sod above,

Lie light, lie light;

Good night, dear heart,
Good night, good night.

The year after her death he said to me, “This has been the
saddest year I have ever known. If it were not that work brings
forgetfulness, life would be intolerable.” He expressed regret
that he had not accomplished more. I exclaimed, “Why, Mr.
Clemens, the whole world has crowned you. Already your
name is linked with the greatest names in our history. Bernard
Shaw compares your work with that of Voltaire, and Kipling
has called you the American Cervantes.”

“Ah, Helen, you have a honeyed tongue; but you don’t un-
derstand. I have only amused people. Their laughter has sub-
merged me.”

There are writers who belong to the history of their na-
tion’s literature. Mark Twain is one of them. When we think
of great Americans we think of him. He incorporated the age
he lived in. To me he symbolizes the pioneer qualities—the
large, free, unconventional, humorous point of view of men
who sail new seas and blaze new trails through the wilderness.
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Mark Twain and the Mississippi River are inseparable in my
mind. When I told him that Life on the Mississippi was my
favourite story of adventure, he said, “That amazes me. It
wouldn’t have occurred to me that a woman would find such
rough reading interesting. But I don’t know much about
women. It would be impossible for a person to know less
about women than I do.”

After some badinage back and forth about women, Mr.
Clemens’s manner changed. A sadness came into his voice.
“Those were glorious days, the days on the Mississippi. They
will come back no more, life has swallowed them up, and
youth will come no more. They were days when the tide of
life was high, when the heart was full of the sparkling wine of
romance. There have been no other days like them.”

It was just after he had read my book The World I Live In,
that he sent a note to Wrentham saying, “I command you all
three to come and spend a few days with me in Stormfield.”

It was indeed the summons of a beloved king. His carriage
met us at Redding station. If my memory serves me, it was
in February; there was a light snow upon the Connecticut
hills. It was a glorious five mile drive to Stormfield; little ici-
cles hung from the edges of the leaves and there was a tang
in the air of cedar and pine. We drove rapidly along the wind-
ing country roads, the horses were in high spirits. Mr. Macy
kept reading signboards bearing the initials “M. T.” As we ap-
proached the Italian villa on the very top of the hill, they told
me he was standing on the verandah waiting. As the carriage
rolled between the huge granite pillars, he waved his hand,
they told me he was all in white and that his beautiful white
hair glistened in the afternoon sunshine like the snow spray on
the gray stones.

There was a bright fire on the hearth, and we breathed in
the fragrance of pine and the orange pekoe tea. I scolded Mr.
Clemens a little for coming out on the verandah without his
hat; there was still a winter chill in the air. He seemed pleased
that I thought about him in that way, and said rather wist-
fully, “It is not often these days that anyone notices when I am
imprudent.”

We were in the land of enchantment. We sat by the fire and
had our tea and buttered toast and he insisted that I must have
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strawberry jam on my toast. We were the only guests. Miss
Lyon, Mr. Clemens’s secretary, presided over the tea table.

Mr. Clemens asked me if I would like to see the house, re-
marking that people found it more interesting than himself.

Out of the living room there was a large sunny, beautiful
loggia, full of living plants and great jardinieres filled with
wild grasses, cat-tails, goldenrod, and thistles which had been
gathered on the hills in the late fall. We returned through the
living room to the dining room and out on to the pergola
and back again to the house and into the billiard room, where
Mr. Clemens said he spent his happiest hours. He was pas-
sionately fond of billiards, and very proud of the billiard table
with which Mrs. H. H. Rogers had presented him. He said he
would teach me to play.

Ianswered, “Oh, Mr. Clemens, it takes sight to play billiards.”

“Yes,” he teased, “but not the variety of billiards that Paine
and Dunne and Rogers play. The blind couldn’t play worse.”
Then upstairs to see Mr. Clemens’s bedroom and examine the
carved bedposts and catch a glimpse of the view out of the
great windows before darkness closed in upon us.

“Try to picture, Helen, what we are seeing out of these win-
dows. We are high up on a snow-covered hill. Beyond, are
dense spruce and firwoods, other snow-clad hills and stone
walls intersecting the landscape everywhere, and over all, the
white wizardry of winter. It is a delight, this wild, free, fir-
scented place.”

Our suite of rooms was next to his. On the mantelpiece,
suspended from a candlestick, was a card explaining to burglars
where articles of value were in the room. There had recently
been a burglary in the house, and Mr. Clemens explained that
this was a precaution against being disturbed by intruders.

“Before I leave you,” he said, “I want to show you Clara’s
room; it is the most beautiful apartment in the house.”

He was not content until he had shown us the servants’ quar-
ters, and he would have taken us to the attic if Miss Lyon had
not suggested that we leave it for another day. It was obvious
that Mr. Clemens took great satisfaction in his unusual house.
He told us that it had been designed by the son of my lifelong
friend, William Dean Howells. Delightfully he pointed out that
the architecture was exactly suited to the natural surroundings,
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that the dark cedars and pines, which were always green, made
a singularly beautiful setting for the white villa. Mr. Clemens
particularly enjoyed the sunlight that came through the great
windows and the glimpse of field and sky that could be seen
through them.

“You observe,” he said to us, “there are no pictures on the
walls. Pictures in this house would be an impertinence. No
artist, going to this window and looking out, has ever equalled
that landscape.”

We stayed in our room till dinner was announced. Dinner in
Mr. Clemens’s house was always a function where conversation
was important; yes, more important than the food. It was a
rule in that house that guests were relieved of the responsibil-
ity of conversation. Mr. Clemens said that his personal experi-
ence had taught him that you could not enjoy your dinner if
the burden of finding something to say was weighing heavily
upon you. He made it a rule, he said, to do all the talking in
his own house, and expected when he was invited out that his
hosts would do the same. He talked delightfully, audaciously,
brilliantly. His talk was fragrant with tobacco and flamboyant
with profanity. I adored him because he did not temper his
conversation to any femininity. He was a playboy sometimes
and on occasions liked to show off. He had a natural sense of
the dramatic, and enjoyed posing as he talked. But in the core
of him there was no make-believe. He never attempted to hide
his light under a bushel. I think it was Goethe who said, “Only
clods are modest.” If that is true, then in the world there was
not less of a clod than Mr. Clemens.

He ate very little himself, and invariably grew restless be-
fore the dinner was finished. He would get up in the midst
of a sentence, walk round the table or up and down the long
dining room, talking all the while. He would stop behind my
chair, and ask me if there was anything I wanted; he would
sometimes take a flower from a vase and if I happened to be
able to identify it he showed his pleasure by describing in an
exaggerated manner the powers that lie latent in our faculties,
declaring that the ordinary human being had not scratched the
surface of his brain. This line of observation usually led to a
tirade upon the appalling stupidity of all normal human beings.
Watching my teacher spelling to me, he drawled, “Can you



OUR MARK TWAIN SII

spell into Helen’s left hand and tell her the truth?” Sometimes
the butler called his attention to a tempting dish, and he would
sit down and eat.

To test my powers of observation, he would leave the room
quietly and start the self-playing organ in the living room. My
teacher told me how amusing it was to see him steal back to
the dining room and watch stealthily for any manifestations
on my part that the vibrations had reached my feet. I did not
often feel the musical vibrations, as I believe the floor was tiled,
which prevented the sound waves from reaching me, but I did
sometimes feel the chord vibrations through the table. I was
always glad when I did, because it made Mr. Clemens so happy.

We gathered about the warm hearth after dinner, and Mr.
Clemens stood with his back to the fire talking to us. There
he stood—our Mark Twain, our American, our humorist, the
embodiment of our country. He seemed to have absorbed
all America into himself. The great Mississippi River seemed
forever flowing, flowing through his speech, through the
shadowless white sands of thought. His voice seemed to say
like the river, “Why hurry? Eternity is long; the ocean can
wait.” In reply to some expression of our admiration for the
spaciousness and the beauty of the room, which was a combi-
nation of living room and library, he said with more enthusi-
asm than was his wont, “It suits me perfectly. I shall never live
anywhere else in this world.”

He was greatly interested when we told him that a friend
of ours, Mr. W. S. Booth, had discovered an acrostic in the
plays, sonnets, and poems usually attributed to Shakespeare,
which revealed the author to be Francis Bacon. He was at first
sceptical and inclined to be facetious at our expense. He at-
tacked the subject vigorously, yet less than a month elapsed
before he brought out a new book, Is Shakespeare Dead?) in
which he set out, with all his fire, to destroy the Shakespeare
legend, but not, he said in a letter to me, with any hope of
actually doing it.

“I wrote the booklet for pleasure—noz in the expectation
of convincing anybody that Shakespeare did not write Shake-
speare. And don’t you,” he warned me, “write in any such ex-
pectation. Shakespeare, the Stratford tradesman, will still be the
divine Shakespeare to our posterity a thousand years hence.”
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When the time came to say good night, Mr. Clemens led me
to my room himself and told me that I would find cigars and a
thermos bottle with Scotch whiskey, or Bourbon if I preferred
it, in the bathroom. He told me that he spent the morning
in bed writing, that his guests seldom saw him before lunch
time, but if I felt like coming in to see him about ten-thirty, he
would be delighted, for there were some things he would like
to say to me when my Guardian Angel was not present.

About ten o’clock the next morning, he sent for me. He
liked to do his literary work in bed, propped up among his
snowy pillows looking very handsome in his dressing gown of
rich silk, dictating his notes to a stenographer. He said if doing
my work that way appealed to me, I might have half the bed,
provided I maintained strict neutrality and did not talk. I told
him the price was prohibitive, I could never yield woman’s only
prerogative, great as the temptation was.

It was a glorious bright day, and the sun streamed through
the great windows. Mr. Clemens said if I did not feel inclined
to work after lunch (which was by way of sarcasm, as he had
previously remarked that I did not look industrious, and he
believed that I had somebody to write my books for me),
he would take a little walk with us and show us the “farm.”
He said he would not join us at lunch, as his doctor had put
him on a strict diet. He appeared, however, just as dessert was
being served. He said he had smelt the apple pie and could not
resist. Miss Lyon protested timidly.

“Oh, Mr. Clemens——"

“Yes, I know; but fresh apple pie never killed anybody. But if
Helen says I can’t, I won’t.” I did not have the heart to say he
couldn’t, so we compromised on a very small piece, which was
later augmented by a larger piece, after a pantomimic warning
to the others not to betray him.

I suspected what was going on, and said, “Come, let us go
before Mr. Clemens sends to the kitchen for another pie.”

He said, “Tell her I suspected she was a psychic. That proves
she is.”

He put on a fur-lined greatcoat and fur cap, filled his pockets
with cigars, and declared himself ready to start on the walk. He
led me through the pergola, stopping to let me feel the cedars
which stood guard at every step.
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“The arches were intended for ramblers,” he said, “but un-
fortunately they haven’t bloomed this winter. I have spoken to
the gardener about it, and I hope the next time you come we
shall have roses blooming for you.” He picked out a winding
path which he thought I could follow easily. It was a delightful
path, which lay between rocks and a saucy little brook that
winter had not succeeded in binding with ice fetters. He asked
Mr. Macy to tell me there was a tall white building across an
intervening valley from where we were standing. “Tell her it’s
a church. It used to stand on this side of the brook; but the
congregation moved it last summer when I told them I had no
use for it. I had no idea that New England people were so ac-
commodating. At that distance it is just what a church should
be—serene and pure and mystical.” We crossed the brook on a
little rustic footbridge. He said it was a prehistoric bridge, and
that the quiet brown pool underneath was the one celebrated
in the Song of Solomon. I quoted the passage he referred to:
“Thine eyes like the fishpools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bath-
rabbim.” It was a joy being with him, holding his hand as he
pointed out each lovely spot and told some charming untruth
about it. He said, “The book of earth is wonderful. I wish T
had time to read it. I think if I had begun in my youth, I might
have got through the first chapter. But it’s too late to do any-
thing about it now.”

We wandered on and on, forgetful of time and distance,
beguiled by stream and meadow and seductive stone walls
wearing their autumn draperies of red and gold vines a little
dimmed by rain and snow, but still exquisitely beautiful. When
we turned at last, and started to climb the hill, Mr. Clemens
paused and stood gazing over the frosty New England valley,
and said, “Age is like this, we stand on the summit and look
back over the distance and time. Alas, how swift are the feet of
the days of the years of youth.” We realized that he was very
tired. Mr. Macy suggested that he should return cross-lots and
meet us on the road with a carriage. Mr. Clemens thought this
a good idea, and agreed to pilot Mrs. Macy and me to the road,
which he had every reason to suppose was just beyond that ele-
phant of a hill. Our search for that road was a wonderful and
fearsome adventure. It led through cowpaths, across ditches
filled with ice-cold water into fields dotted with little islands
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of red and gold which rose gently out of the white snow. On
closer inspection we found that they were composed of patches
of dry goldenrod and huckleberry bushes. We picked our way
through treacherously smiling cart roads. He said, “Every path
leading out of this jungle dwindles into a squirrel track and
runs up a tree.” The cart roads proved to be ruts that ensnared
our innocent feet. Mr. Clemens had the wary air of a discoverer
as he turned and twisted between spreading branches of majes-
tic pines and dwarfed hazel bushes. I remarked that we seemed
to be away off our course. He answered, “This is the uncharted
wilderness. We have wandered into the chaos that existed be-
fore Jehovah divided the waters from the land. The road is just
over there,” he asserted with conviction. “Yes,” we murmured
faintly, wondering how we should ever ford the roaring, tum-
bling imp of a stream which flung itself at us out of the hills.
There was no doubt about it. The road was just there “where
you see that rail fence.” Prophecy deepened into happy cer-
tainty when we saw Mr. Macy and the coachman waiting for
us. “Stay where you are,” they shouted. In a few seconds they
had dismembered the rail fence and were transporting it over
the field. It did not take them long to construct a rough bridge,
over which we safely crossed the Redding Rubicon, and sure
enough, there was the narrow road of civilization winding up
the hillside between stone walls and clustering sumachs and
wild cherry trees on which little icicles were beginning to form
like pendants. Half way down the drive Miss Lyon met us with
tearful reproaches. Mr. Clemens mumbled weakly, “It has hap-
pened again—the woman tempted me.”

I think I never enjoyed a walk more. Sweet is the memory of
hours spent with a beloved companion. Even being lost with
Mr. Clemens was delightful, although I was terribly distressed
that he should be exerting himself beyond his strength. He
said many beautiful things about Stormfield, for instance, “It
is my Heaven. Its repose stills my restlessness. The view from
every point is superb and perpetually changes from miracle to
miracle, yet nature never runs short of new beauty and charm.”
I hope the report is not true that he came to hate the place
and feel that he had been defrauded of the society of his fel-
low men. But I can understand that a temperament like Mr.
Clemens’s would grow weary of the solitude.
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The last evening of our visit we sat around a blazing log fire,
and Mr. Clemens asked me if I would like to have him read me
“Eve’s Diary.” Of course I was delighted.

He asked, “How shall we manage it?”

“Oh, you will read aloud, and my teacher will spell your
words into my hand.”

He murmured, “I had thought you would read my lips.”

“I should like to, of course; but I am afraid you will find it
very wearisome. We’ll start that way anyhow, and if it doesn’t
work, we’ll try the other way.” This was an experience, I am
sure, no other person in the world had ever had.

“You know, Mr. Clemens,” I reminded him, “that we are
going home to-morrow, and you promised to put on your Ox-
ford robe for me before I went.”

“So 1 did, Helen, and I will—I will do it now before I forget.”

Miss Lyon brought the gorgeous scarlet robe which he had
worn when England’s oldest university conferred upon him the
degree of Doctor of Letters. He put it on, and stood there in
the fire light the embodiment of gracious majesty. He seemed
pleased that I was impressed. He drew me towards him and
kissed me on the brow, as a cardinal or pope or feudal monarch
might have kissed a little child.

How I wish I could paint the picture of that evening! Mr.
Clemens sat in his great armchair, dressed in his white serge
suit, the flaming scarlet robe draping his shoulders, and his
white hair gleaming and glistening in the light of the lamp
which shone down on his head. In one hand he held “Eve’s
Diary” in a glorious red cover. In the other hand he held his
pipe. “If it gets in the way,” he said, “I’ll give it up, but I feel
embarrassed without it.” I sat down near him in a low chair,
my elbow on the arm of his chair, so that my fingers could rest
lightly on his lips. Mr. Macy lighted his cigar, and the play be-
gan. Everything went smoothly for a time. I had no difficulty
getting the words from his lips. His pleasant drawl was music
to my touch, but when he began gesticulating with his pipe,
the actors in the drama got mixed up with the properties and
there was confusion until the ashes were gathered into the fire-
place. Then a new setting was arranged. Mrs. Macy came and
sat beside me and spelled the words into my right hand, while
I looked at Mr. Clemens with my left, touching his face and
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hands and the book, following his gestures and every chang-
ing expression. As the reading proceeded, we became utterly
absorbed in the wistful, tender chronicle of our first parents.
Surely the joy, the innocence, the opening mind of childhood
are among life’s most sacred mysteries, and if young Eve laughs
she makes creation all the sweeter for her Heaven-born mer-
riment. The beauty of Mr. Clemens’s voice, when Eve sighed
her love, and when Adam stood at her grave grieving bitterly
saying “wheresoever she was, there was Eden,” caused me to
weep openly, and the others swallowed audibly. Every one of
us felt the yearning homesickness in that cry of pain.

To one hampered and circumscribed as I am it was a won-
derful experience to have a friend like Mr. Clemens. I recall
many talks with him about human affairs. He never made me
feel that my opinions were worthless, as so many people do.
He knew that we do not think with eyes and ears, and that our
capacity for thought is not measured by five senses. He kept
me always in mind while he talked, and he treated me like a
competent human being. That is why I loved him.

Perhaps my strongest impression of him was that of sorrow.
There was about him the air of one who had suffered greatly.
Whenever I touched his face his expression was sad, even when
he was telling a funny story. He smiled, not with the mouth
but with his mind—a gesture of the soul rather than of the
face. His voice was truly wonderful. To my touch, it was deep,
resonant. He had the power of modulating it so as to suggest
the most delicate shades of meaning and he spoke so deliber-
ately that I could get almost every word with my fingers on his
lips. Ah, how sweet and poignant the memory of his soft slow
speech playing over my listening fingers. His words seemed
to take strange lovely shapes on my hands. His own hands
were wonderfully mobile and changeable under the influence
of emotion. It has been said that life has treated me harshly;
and sometimes I have complained in my heart because many
pleasures of human experience have been withheld from me,
but when I recollect the treasure of friendship that has been
bestowed upon me I withdraw all charges against life. If much
has been denied me, much, very much has been given me. So
long as the memory of certain beloved friends lives in my heart
I shall say that life is good.
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The affluence of Mr. Clemens’s mind impressed me vividly.
His felicitous words gushed from it with the abundance of the
Shasta Falls. Humour was on the surface, but in the centre of
his nature was a passion for truth, harmony, beauty.

Once he remarked in his pensive, cynical way, “There is so
little in life that is not pretence.”

“There is beauty, Mr. Clemens.”

“Yes, there is beauty, and beauty is the seed of spirit from
which we grow the flowers that shall endure.”

I did not realize until I began this sketch how extremely
difficult it would be to recapture Mr. Clemens’s happy phrases
from my memory. I am afraid I should not have succeeded at
all if I had not made a few notes after my conversation with
him. But I believe I have never falsified a word or an emphasis
of the spirit of his utterances.

Time passed at Stormfield as it passes everywhere else, and
the day came when we had to say good-bye. The kindly white
figure stood on the verandah waving us farewell, as he had
waved his welcome when we arrived. Silently we watched the
stately villa on the white hilltop fading into the purple distance.
We said to each other sadly, “Shall we ever see him again?”
And we never did. But we three knew that we had a picture
of him in our hearts which would remain there forever. In my
fingertips was graven the image of his dear face with its halo of
shining white hair, and in my memory his drawling, marvellous
voice will always vibrate.

I have visited Stormfield since Mark Twain’s death. The
flowers still bloom; the breezes still whisper and sough in the
cedars, which have grown statelier year by year; the birds still
sing, they tell me. But for me the place is bereft of'its lover. The
last time I was there, the house was in ruins. Only the great
chimney was standing, a charred pile of bricks in the bright
autumn landscape.

As 1 sat on the step where he had stood with me one day,
my hand warm in his, thoughts of him, like shadowy presences,
came and went, sweet with memory and with regret. Then I
fancied I felt someone approaching me; I reached out, and a
red geranium blossom met my touch! The leaves of the plant
were covered with ashes, and even the sturdy stalk had been
partly broken oft by a chip of falling plaster. But there was the
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bright flower smiling at me out of the ashes. I thought it said
to me, “Please don’t grieve.” I brought the plant home and
set it in a sunny corner of my garden, where always it seems to
say the same thing to me, “Please don’t grieve.” But I grieve,
nevertheless.
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