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A Day With Helen Keller

By JOSEPH EDGAR CHAMBERLIN
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Helen has lived more in the world of
intellect, of communicated mental im
n in the world of sense. She
holar most of her life so far,
ven more than other attentive and
t students, has spent much time in
the reflected mmner world of ideas. But sheis
no sooner up in the morning than her fingers,
her nostrils, and her perception of vibra-
tions begin to open to the world of sense

She seeks the veranda, her every-day
place of promenade, or if some one will

conduct her (she never ventures off the veranda
91nm-', the lawn or the field She touches things,
inhales, tosses her head to feel the wind the better
in her hair or upon her face, all with as keen a
sense of enjoyment as that of any seemg person
who revels in a beloved landscape.

She handles the branches of trees and shrubs, and
particularly flowers, if she can get at them.  Within
the range of a somewhat limited botanical acquaint-
ance, she distinguishes the species one from another.
She delights in getting hold of living things in this
little morning excursion, laughing at the discovery
of an insect on a flower, i

She has a wav of feeling for sounds.
once of “feeling the faint noise of a flv's wings.”
She said at another time: 1 felt a soft sound ap-
proaching (on the wveranda), and I knew the baby
was comung.” On the porch one morning—the
house was a mile from the railroad, a lake lving be-
tween —she said to me: *““The eight-o'clock train
is going through.”"—"How do vou know?"—*1
smell the smoke.” 1 smelled it then myvself: but
had not noticed it before. It is not that the senses
which Helen possesses are keener than ours—it is
simply that, having no others, she gives these closer
heed.

She Sx e

Recognition by Touch

TIHS reminds me that, although she recognizes a
friend instantly by the shaking of hands, even in
the mudst of a large crowd, she can easily be deceived
by a false and unwonted manner on the part of the
person she knows  Since she does not see nor hear,
she depends on the personal characteristics, in
movement, in the way of presenting or withdraw-
ing a hand, in its special quality of steadiness or
tremor, of slowness and lethargy, or quickness and
nervousness, all of which we totally overlook unless
they are of a marked character. There is no miracle
of subtle skill about her perception—it is simply
the exercise of the faculties she possesses
When Helen goes to work, s works. As
face has nothing to do but express her feelin it
continually wears, as she studies, a look of pauent
and well-contented concentration. When she writes
on the tyvpe-writer, or on the " Braille” machine—
the little apparatus which pricks the points used
in the point-writing of the blind—the expression
on her face continually changes, reflecting the
thoughts that are passing through her mind
She has the fault of tense concentration—the lia-
bility to stick obstinately to an error that she has
committed. A blunder, made in the course of
close studyv, has to be educated out of her head by as
careful a process as the correct thing is educated in
Ever since her case became well-known to the

her

When She Confronts the
Physical. Only Her Fin-
gers Can be of Use to Her.

public, Helen has been visited by a great many
more people than have really had 4 right to see her.
To some of these people it has been necessary to re-
fuse her. Nothing else would have been possible.
But her natural tendency is to welcome all, from
pure fricndliness and innate courtesy

Her happiest moments all day are Spent in human
mtercourse s she places her fingers to the lips
Ot a visitor, to feel the positions into which the vocal
organs are put, and thus to “hear” the words, it is
plain that her expectation is fixed, not upon this
process, but upon the thoughts that she has reason
to anucipate. And as the sentences shape them-
selves she has a little trick of making quick starts
of lp]v;m-d surprise.

t 1s exactly the same when the words are read
into her hands by those who emplov with her the
finger language of the deaf. Several people have
learned to use this language with her with great
rapidity. But she never uses it herself, except
when she 1s alone and meditating, and is formulat-
ing_ideas by the aid of words. Her answers to the
shorthand of the fingers, as well as to the spoken
words that she follows with her fingers upon the
lips, are alwavs vocal—in her half-singing, some-
what hollow, crooning voice which she herself has
never heard

greatest, wildest pleasure is swimming. Is
it because the water, coming so close to her, infold-
ing her all about, shutting out the things that other
people see, dulling the things they hear, pressing
upon her sense of touch just as it does upon the
senses of all other people, gives her a feeling of pos-
session of the material world from which she is de-
barred in the open air, and in the hollow houses
that are strange and only half known to her? 1 do
not know that this has ever been her conscious
thought; but perhaps she feels it. nevertheless.
She has never been inclined to discuss her own
psyvchology.

I shall not forget the day when a woman who
believes in telepathy, and the Inward Eve, and all
such occult notions, came to see Helen This
woman had long been secking the opportunity, and
at last fate placed it in her hands. She had a the-
ory to prove. She asked Helen a thousand ques-
tions; she tried all kinds of telepathic experiments;
she had the people who were present concentrate
their thou and will-power on intluencing Helen
to do things—and absolutely nothing happened.
Helen's courteous, puzzled desire to do what the
woman wanted of her, and her innocent attempts
to comprehend what 1t was all about, were delic-
iously, pathetically absurd.

There 1s not the first begmning of anything occult
in the operations of her mind, though not all of its
operations are as vet scientifically explained.
All the “second sight” she has 1s the direct
and natural product of a great deal of careful,
well-organized, concentration of mind.

Delight in Reading

ELEN’S most beautiful moments, both as
they seem to affect her own state and as
theyv impress her friends, are the half-hours-
hours sometimes—at the end of the day, that
she passes reading her books, not for the pur-
puse of study, but of inward delight.

A considerable library of books has been
put into the raised letters, just for her. That
15 to say, the interest of certain men of wealth
and generosity in her case has led them to
appropriate the large sum of money which it
takes to put a considerable number of books
into the raised letter; but all blind {n-nplc
get the benefit of these publications. When,
upon completion just for her, the books take
their way to her happy hands, they also go
to the hibraries of the bhind institutions. Thus
the fame of her case has resulted 1n a vast
addition to the pleasures and the knowledge
of the blind

As the raised letters intended to be read by
the blind are large and embossed, and imprinted
upon one side of the paper only, a small book in
ordinary print makes a large book in raised letters
Helen’s hibrary looks like a collection of big scrap-
books. It takes two or three of these to hold “The
Autocrat of the Breaktast Table.” Of this book
Helen is especially and unwearyingly fond. When she
reads it her face wears an expression that it never
wears at any other time. She is always expecting
something funny, and when the funny thing comes
her hali-suppressed laugh always comes too. She has
read the book so many times that she knows it
almost by heart, and one who watches her can see
the Autocrat's witty sayings dawning on her face
sometime before she gets to them, as her fingers
move with starthng rapidity along the lines.

In the summer evening she sits on the veranda,
with her big book spread in her lap, reading as the
shadows gather, reading on after darkness has
fallen—it 1s all one to her—and smiling, or knitting
her brows, or gravely shaking her head, as the
images that enter her mind through the tips of her




