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Description

This collection contains material pertaining to the life, career, and activities of Henri Temianka, violin
virtuoso, conductor, music teacher, and author. Materials include correspondence, concert programs and
flyers, music scores, photographs, and books.
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NORMANDY HOTEL
RUE DE L’ECHELLE
75001 PARIS
(Avenue de I’Opéra)

Dear Dear Emmy

I am enclosing a tearsheet of one of my stories from
Dandelion Wine which T have marked for reading aloud.

I hone that in reading it you will agree that it might
make a proner spoken memorial for Henri, the day that
you celebrate your love for him. Perhaps one of the
family (David?) would want to do the speaking.

In any event, you will find in it my concepts of time,
life, and eternity, done as well as I could hove to do.
I send this with love from Mapgie and myself, hoping to
see you soon after our return to L.A. on June 1lst or 2nd.

Meanwhile, we embrace you,

May 14th, 1993.
Bradbury



MEMOPRIAL FXCERPT from Dandelion
Wine.
by RiB.

HE was 2 woman with a broom or a dustpan or a
washrag or a mixing spoon in her hand. You saw
her cutting piecrust in the morning, hummmg to
it, or you saw her setting out the baked pies at noon
or taking them in, cool, at dusk. She rang porcelain
cups like a Swiss bell ringer, to their place. She
glided through the halls as steadily as a vacuum ma-
chine, seekmg, finding, and setting to rights. She
made mirrors of every window, to catch the sun. She
strolled but twice through any garden, trowel in
hand, and the flowers raised their quivering fires up-
on the warm air in her wake. She slept quietly and
turned no more than three times in a night, as re-
laxed as a white glove to which, at dawn, a brisk
hand will return. Waking, she touched people like
pictures, to set their frames straight.
But, now...?
“Grandma, sa1d everyone "Great-grandma
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DANDELION WINE
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back life a silent hour
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With no fuss or further ado, she traveled the
house in an ever-circling inventory, reached the stairs
at last, and, making no special announcement, she
took herself up three flights to her room where, si-
lently, she laid herself out like a fossil imprint under
the snowing cool sheets of her bed and began to die.
Again the voices:
“Grandma! Great-grandmal”
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“Great-grandma, now listen—what you're doing
is no better than- breaking a' lease. This house will
fall down without you. You must give us at least a
year’s noticel”

Great-grandma opened one eye. Ninety years
gazed calmly out at her physicians like a dust-ghost
from a high cupola window in a fast-emptying house.
“Tom...?”

The boy was sent, alone, to her whispering bed.

“Tom,” she said, faintly, far away, “in the South-
ern Seas there’s a day in each man’s life when he
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knows it’s time to shake hands with all his friends
and say good-by and sail away, and he does, and it’s
natural—it's just his time. That's how it is today. I'm
so like you sometimes, sitting through Saturday mati-
nees until nine at night when we send your dad to
bring you home. Tom, when the time comes that the
same cowBoys are shooting the same Indians on the
same mountaintop, then it’s best to fold back ‘the seat
and head for the door, with no regrets and no walk-
ing backward up the aisle. So, I'm leaving while I'm
still happy and still entertained.”

Douglas was summoned next to her side.

“Grandma, who'll shingle the roof next spring?”

Every April for as far back as_there were cal-
endars, you thought you heard woodpeckers tapping
the housetop., But no, it was Great-grandma some-
how transported, singing, pounding nails, replacing
shingles, high in the sky!

“Douglas,” she whispered, “don’t ever let anyone
do th“(?Y shingles unless it’s fun for them.”

esm.”
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the cduntry going toward the edge jof the earth and
the river shining, and the morning lake, and birds on
the trees down under you, and the/best of the wind
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Douglas was crying.

She roused herself again. “Now, why are you do-
ing that?”

:Because,” he said, “you won't be here tomor-

Tow.
She turned a small hand mirror from herself to
the boy. He looked at her face and himself in the
mirror and then at her face again as she said, “To-
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DANDELION WINE

morrow morning I'll get up at seven and wash behind
my ears; I'll run to church with Charlie Woodman;
I'll picnic at Electric Park; I'll swim, run barefoot,

fall out of trees, chew spearmint gum. . . . Douglas,
Douglas, for shamel You cut your fingernails, don’t
you?”

“Yes'm.”

“And you don’t yell when your body makes itself
over every seven years or so, old cells dead and new
ones added to your fingers and your heart. You don’t
mind that, do you?”

“No’'m.”

“ “Well, consider then, boy. Any man saves finger-
nail clippings is a fool. You ever see a snake bother to

keep his peeled skin? That's about all you got here
today in this bed is fingernails and snake skin. One
good breath would send me up in flakes. Important
thing is not the me that’s lying here, but the me that’s
sitting on the edge of the bed looking back at me,
and the me that’s downstairs cooking supper, or out in
the garage under the car, or in the library reading. All
the new parts, they count. I'm not really dying today.
No person ever died that had a family. I'll be around
a long time. A thousand years from now a whole
township of my offspring will be biting sour apples in
the gumwood shade. That’s my answer to anyone asks
big questions! Quick now, send in the rest!”

At last the entire family stood, like people seeing
someone off at the rail station, waiting in the room.

“Well,” said Great-grandma, “there I am. I'm not
humble, so it's nice seeing you standing around my
bed. Now next week there’s late gardening and
closet-cleaning and clothes-buying for the children to
do. And since that part of me which is called, for
convenience, Great-grandma, won'’t be here to step it
along, those others parts of me called Uncle Bert and
Leo and Tom and Douglas, and all the other names,
will have to take over, each to his own.”

“Yes, Grandma.”

“I don’t want any Halloween parties here tomor-
row. Don’t want anyone saying anything sweet about
183 : :
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me; I said it all in my time and my pride. I've tasted
every victual and danced every dance; now there’s
one last tart I haven’t bit on, one tune I havent whis-
tled. But 'm not afraid. I'm truly curious. Death
won’t get a crumb by my mouth I won’t keep and
savor. So don’t you worry over me. Now, all of you go,
and let me find my sleep. ...”

Somewhere a door closed quietly.

“That’s better.” Alone, she snuggled luxuriously
down through the warm snowbank of linen and wool,
sheet and cover, and the colors of the patchwork quilt
were bright as the circus banners of old time. Lying
there, she felt as small and secret as on those morn-
ings eighty-some-odd years ago when, wakening, she
comforted her tender bones in bed.

A long time back, she thought, I dreamed a
dream, and was enjoying it so much when someone
wakened me, and that was the day when I was born.
And now? Now, let me see . . . She cast her mind
back. Where was IP she thought. Ninety years . . .
how to take up the thread and the pattern of that lost
dream again? She put out a small hand. There . . .
Yes, that was it. She smiled. Deeper in the warm
snow hill she turned her head upon her pillow. That
was better. Now, yes, now she saw it shaping in her
mind quietly, and with a serenity like a sea moving
along an endless and self-refreshing shore. Now she
let the old dream touch and lift her from the snow
and drift her above the scarce-remembered bed.

Downstairs, she thought, they are polishing the
silver, and rummaging the cellar, and dusting in the
ll;alls. She could hear them living all through the

ouse.

“It’s all right,” whispered Great-grandma, as the
dream floated her. “Like everything else in this life,
it’s fitting.”

And the sea moved her back down the shore.

L oveltanfla -
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