












































HELEN KELLER’S TRIBUTE TO MUSIC |

Several - years ago. it. chanced that Helen -
Keller was in the same city as the Zoeliner String |
‘Quartet and expressed a desire to test her ability
to receive impressions from their playing, a wish
that the Zoellners were only very ready to as-

sist her to realize.

Scientists had said that Miss Keller could in |
no way hear music, a statement that may have |
been literally true in rcgard to the external ear !

as the means for conveying impressions to her

brain. Yet that day, standing with fingers

resting lightly on a table, she literally trembled
with joy as she described the cmotions aroused by

the playing of the Quartet. The following quo-
tation from a letter most feelingly and poet- |
ically expresses the impressions she' received |
from the musie scnsed only through vibration !

or touch.

“When you play to me I see and hear and feel'/

| many things that I cannot easily put into words.

i I feel the sweep and surge and mighty pulse of

. life. Oh, you are masters of a wondrous” art,

subtle and superfine. When you play to me im-
mediately a miracle is wrought, sight is given the
blind, and deaf ears hear sweet, strange sounds.
_...*Each note is a picture, a fragrance, the flash
of a wing, a lovely girl with pearls in her hair,

& group of exquisite children dancing and swing-

:ing garlands of flowers—a bright mingling of
- colors and twinkling feet. There are notes that

laugh and kiss and sigh and melt together. And
notes that weep and rage and fly apart like shat-
tered crystal. .
“But mostly the violins sing of lovely things—
woods and streams and sun-kissed hills, the faint
- sound of tiny creaturcs flitting about in the grass
" and under the petals of the flowers, the noiseless
© stirring of shadows in my garden, and the soft
i breathings of shy things that light on my hand
i for an instant, or touch my hair with their wings.
10, yes! and a thousand, thousand other things
1that I cannot deseribe. come thronging through
:my soul when the Zoellner Quartet plays to me.”
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