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From The Story of My Life by Helen Keller
 I cannot recall what happened during the first months after 
my illness. I only know that I sat in my mother’s lap or clung to her 
dress as she went about her household duties. My hands felt every 
object and observed every motion, and in this way I learned to 
know many things. Soon I felt the need of some communication 
with others and began to make crude signs. A shake of the head 
meant “No” and a nod, “Yes,” a pull meant “Come” and a push, 
“Go.” Was it bread that I wanted? Then I would imitate the acts 
of cutting the slices and buttering them. If I wanted my mother to 
make ice cream for dinner I made the sign for working the freezer 
and shivered, indicating cold. My mother, moreover, succeeded 
in making me understand a good deal. I always knew when she 
wished me to bring her something, and I would run upstairs or 
anywhere else she indicated. Indeed, I owe to her loving wisdom 
all that was bright and good in my long night.
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