
Unharmed, he trusted in the unknowable forces all around him.
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2. Lina Greeley’s Gift

Lina Greeley was different from other little girls. While 
she did the same things as many children—wore rib-

bons in her long pretty hair, did her homework on the kitchen  
table, asked to stay up later than she should—she was quiet-
er, and didn’t like to scream or make silly noises. Mr. Greeley 
never had to scold her at all, because, not out of any shyness, 
she liked to be alone most of the time to think. Lina could 
never find much to talk about with the other children, and 
she hardly spoke to anyone, really, except to her father, and 
her only friend, Bashi. He was even quieter than she was. 
The two of them did everything by themselves. Lina loved to 
read, and Bashi drew constantly. Sometimes Bashi drew little  
pictures on the margins of the stories she had written, and Lina 
would write bits of stories on his drawings. The other children 
at school just ignored them.

Lina held onto many secret thoughts that she wouldn’t 
share. She wished she could remember more of her mother, 
and she held unto these thoughts the most. Sometimes she sat 
in her upstairs bedroom window seat to dream, watching all 
the changes in the trees, and would fall asleep gazing at the 
afternoon clouds. 
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One spring day, Lina walked down Little Street after 
school. The huge roots of the old trees had pushed up 

certain sections of the sidewalk, and she had memorized every 
up-and-down ramp they created as she rode on her yellow bike, 
which her father had told her was her mother’s favorite color. 
The clouds were turning purple-gray as she passed a home that 
no one seemed to visit. This was old Mrs. Redstone’s house. 
She was hardly ever seen, and some of the children were afraid 
of her. Last Halloween Lina and Bashi went to her door, but 
there was no answer. Perhaps she would talk to her one day, 
but she still felt excitement when she passed the house of this 
mysterious lady. 

At home, she watched the branches of the trees start to 
sway, warning everyone of the coming rain. Then she heard the 
red door close, and ran down the stairs. Mr. Greeley took off 
his coat and hung it on the coat stand. 

“It’s going to rain, I think,” Mr. Greeley said, and he went 
upstairs to the attic. After a short time, he returned with a long, 
thin box. “You’ll need this later.”

“What is it?” Lina asked. 
“It’s been up in the attic for years. Your mother used it when 

she was a little girl. I don’t know what made me remember it  
today. The thought kept coming back into my head.”

It was a beautiful yellow umbrella, still in perfect condi-
tion after all those years. It made her think of her mother.
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3. The Newcomer in the Hall

The Yellow Umbrella remembered nothing about the be-
ginning, except a beautiful little girl who took him on 

walks long ago, and then—darkness and sleep. Now he found 
himself in the hands of another young girl, who was different 
from the first, yet, the same somehow. All he was sure of was 
that he was awake after a very long time. This little girl was 
a pretty one, too, and he was glad, if he was going to belong 
to someone now, that it should be to her. She asked the man 
many questions.

“Where am I?” the Yellow Umbrella wondered. 
The man said, “When we go out later, you can use this to 

keep the rain off.” 
“What was ‘rain’?” he thought. Now, he seemed to re-

member that this was very important.
“Are we going to go somewhere?” the girl asked. 
“We’re going to see Aunt Iris for tea after dinner, even if 

there is rain,” Lina’s father explained.
“Is this where I shall stay,” thought the Yellow Umbrella, 

“but where was ‘here,’ exactly?” The umbrella could feel the 
sash buttoned around his middle, like the belt the man wore, 
but the Umbrella knew, already, that he was very different  


