The Story of My Life (excerpt)
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The most important day | remember in all my life is the one on which my
teacher, Anne Mansfield Sullivan, came to me. | am filed with wonder when
I consider the immeasurable contrasts between the two lives which it
connects. It was the third of March, 1887, three months before | was seven
years old.

On the afternoon of that eventful day, | stood on the porch, dumb,
expectant. | guessed vaguely from my mother’s signs and from the hurrying
to and fro in the house that something unusual was about to happen, so |
went to the door and waited on the steps. The afternoon sun penetrated
the mass of honeysuckle that covered the porch, and fell on my upturned
face. My fingers lingered almost unconsciously on the familiar leaves and
blossoms which had just come forth to grest the sweet southern spring. |
did not know what the future held of marvel or surprise for me. Anger and
bitterness had preyed upon me continually for weeks and a deep languor
had succeeded this passionate struggle.

Have you ever been at sea in a dense fog, when it seemed as if a tangible
white darkness shut you in, and the great ship, tense and anxious, groped
her way toward the shore with plummet and sounding-line, and you waited
with beating heart for something to happen? | was like that ship before my
education began, only | was without compass or sounding-line, and had no
way of knowing how near the harbour was. "Light! give me light!" was the
wordless cry of my soul, and the light of love shone on me in that very
hour.

I felt approaching footsteps, | stretched out my hand as | supposed to my
mother. Some one took it, and | was caught up and held close in the arms of
her who had come to reveal all things to me, and, more than all things else,
to love me.
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Chapter IX

The next important event in my life was my visit to Boston, in May, |888.
As if it were yesterday | remember the preparations, the departure with my
teacher and my mother, the journey, and finally the arrival in Boston. How
different this journey was from the one | had made to Baltimore two years
before! | was no longer a restless, excitable little creature, requiring the
attention of everybody on the train to keep me amused. | sat quietly beside
Miss Sullivan, taking in with eager interest all that she told me about what
she saw out of the car window: the beautiful Tennessee River, the great
cotton-fields, the hills and woods, and the crowds of laughing negroes at the
stations, who waved to the people on the train and brought delicious candy
and popcorn balls through the car. On the seat opposite me sat my big rag
doll, Nancy, in a new gingham dress and a berufled sunbonnet, looking at
me out of two bead eyes. Sometimes, when | was not absorbed in Miss
Sullivan's descriptions, | remembered Nancy's existence and took her up in
my arms, but | generally calmed my conscience by making myself believe
that she was asleep.

As I shall not have occasion to refer to Nancy again, | wish to tell here a sad
experience she had soon after our arrival in Boston. She was covered with
dirt--the remains of mud pies | had compelled her to eat, although she had
never shown any special liking for them. The laundress at the Perkins
Institution secretly carried her off to give her a bath. This was too much for
poor Nancy. When | next saw her she was a formless heap of cotton, which
I should not have recognized at all except for the two bead eyes which
looked out at me reproachfully.

When the train at last pulled into the station at Boston it was as if a beautiful
fairy tale had come true. The *once upon a time" was now; the "far-away
country" was here.

‘We had scarcely arrived at the Perkins Institution for the Blind when | began
to make friends with the little blind children. It delighted me inexpressibly
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