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*)2 THE SILENT WORKER

FROM THE OLD WORLD
HAVE promised to send every month 
to this magazine a letter dealing with 
facts concerning the deaf, which hap 
pens on this side of the ocean. This 
is my very first letter. 1 wish to begin 

by sending a cordial greeting to each and all of my 
deaf American readers. I hope they will find as 
much pleasure and interest in perusing my month 
ly letters, as I do in writing these letters for them, 
and to contribute, in this way, towards extending 
the bounds of comprehension, sympathy and affec 
tion, uniting, all the world over, our great silent 
universal family.

*****
The last weeks of 1912 have seen a sort of postcript 

to the brilliant fetes of the Abbe de I'Epee's Bi-Cen 
tenary. It was in November that our great benefac 
tor was born; so every year, from the second part of 
October to the last November days, in most great 
towns of France where there are societies of the 
deaf, or associations of silent alumni, is organized 
a festivity in honor of the Abbe de l'Epee.

Last year, these festivities were celebrated in such 
gTandeur as to deserve being called a jubilee. They 
were held in more than twenty different towns, such 
as Limoges, Marseilles, Cannes, Le Puy, Lyons, 
Nantes, Orleans, Rhousen, Dijon, Chartres, Poic- 
tiers, Bordeaux, Toulouse, Rheims, etc.

Nearly all have incorporated in the programme, 
a religious service given in a parish Roman Catholic 
Church, or in the private chapel of the school for 
the deaf, presided over by a Bishop or Canon and 
interpreted by one of the priests that devote them 
selves to our cause; a supper or banquet where have 
abounded refined meals, good wines, and eloquent 
addresses; a meeting with recitations, moving pic 
tures, tombola, etc.

Among all these fetes, one of the most success 
ful ones was probably the one of Rheims (Marne) 
given by the Association of the Deaf of the Cham 
pagne ; this Association is very rich and very flourish 
ing; it possesses a Club for the Deaf, located in 
a private building, the first one, I believe, that was 
created in France. Its president is Mr. Mercier, 
one of the creators of the famous champagne wine 
“Mercier frereshe is deaf and dumb, married to 
a hearing lady. Very devoted to his unhappy breth 
ren, he deserved to be named at the Fetes, by the 
Abbe Goislot—"the worthy continuator of de l’Epee.” 
The banquet numbered 187 guests, and was presided 
over by a delegate of the Minister of the Interior. 
In one of the addresses delivered at this dinner, 
sympathetic allusions were made to the honor 
recently conferred on Edward Miner Gallaudet by 
the French Government.

Another well-managed Fete was the one of Char 
tres (Eure et Loir) which was at the same time 
the twenty-fifth anniversary of the founding of the 
Deaf Association of that region.

At this feast, a hearing physician well-known for 
his interest in the cause of the silent ones spoke of 
a friend pf the deaf nearly unknown till now.

It is the Abbe Ferrand, a priest of Chartres, who 
lived in the eighteenth century. Being very charita 
ble he gave up all he possessed for the relief of the 
poor. About the year 1782, he had opened at his 
own expense, a free school for girls, and had ad 
joined to it a class for the education of some deaf 
girls in whom he was interested. He created a 
method of teaching the young. He even composed 
for them a dictionary of signs.

The dictionary of the humble priest of Chartres 
was in manuscript form, and for years and years it 
was supposed to have been lost. Only fifteen years 
ago it was discovered, and now it is safe in the 
public Library of Chartres. Perhaps its place 
would be better in the Universal Library of the Deaf 
at the National Institution in Paris, where over 
seven thousand books—many of them unique—and 
priceless manuscripts are treasured !

Unfortunately the Revolution destroyed the work

of the Abbe Ferrand,—as it nearly destroyed the 
work of the Abbe de l’Epee. The new counsel of 
the town refused to maintain the clerical school. 
The Abbe Ferrand was obliged to leave France, 
his properties were sold as emigrant properties. 
When he returned to France, in 1804, he was 
penniless and lived for some years in deep poverty, 
dying in Chartres in 1815, aged 84 years.

Of course this story left the unique glory of the 
Abbe de l'Epee undimmed, but now we can add, in
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our grateful hearts, to the names of those who have 
loved us, and have sacrificed themselves to us, one 
name more,—the name of the Abbe Ferrand. If 
his work has not equalled that of the Abbe de l’Epee 
probably he was as good and generous at heart as 
the great apostle that 1912 has exalted.

The picture accompanying this article represents 
the statue of the Abbe de l’Epee in Versailles 
were, on August 4th, an enthusiastic crowd of several 
thousand deaf-mutes paid him touching honors. 
In a moment, the pedestal disappeared under loads 
of flowers and wreaths of every kind, and by flags 
of different nations the societies of deaf-mutes 
had offered. One of the foreign delegates, Prince 
Henry Constantin Ghica, of Roumania, knelt down 
before the statue to lay hig flag upon it.

In the background of the view is the Cathedral 
St. Louis; there, on the same day, a pompous religi 
ous service was held, a very touching address was de 
livered by Monseigneur Lemonnier, formerly Chap 
lain of the Deaf of Rouen, but now Bishop of 
Bayeux. in Normandy. As he is a splended sign- 
maker, he spoke entirely by gestures,—even without 
using the manual alphabet! A very fascinating per 
sonality, His Grace found a kindly word to say to 
every one he met during this memorable day. Point 
ing to a little flag of the United States one of the 
assistants wore in his button-hole, he signed to him : 
“You are American? I am pleased to see you. 
America is a grand and beautiful country. God bless 
it.

*****
It was a pleasant surprise to me,—and I am sure, 

to other members of our International Correspon 
dent Club.—to get from Miss Edgar the October 
issue of the Ohio Chronicle sympathetically men 
tioning it, and a little later on, the November copy 
of the Sil e n t  Wo r k e r  in which Mrs. Long’s alert

pen gave a sketch of it. So our baby Club, scarcely 
born and even not yet christnd, (w discuss a name 
for it) is distined to become illustrious! I have 
not yet received the second budget of letters,—the- 
distances between us are so great!—but I can already 
truly say how glad I am,—and the other members 
are too, surely,—to have entered this friendly little 
circle. Mrs Muir’s idea will add to our lives new 
interests, new symphathies, new riches, for our minds- 
and the hearts!

This club brings to me the realization of the 
earnest wish of my younger days. I remember, 
when 1 was sixteen, to have written to the talented 
English Poetess, the popular purveyor of Christmas- 
cards, Miss Helen Marion Burnside, who was the 
only eminent person I knew at this time who was- 
deaf and dumb. With the quiet audacity of this- 
age, (1 smile at it now because I am just twice as- 
old!) I prosposed that we start a friendly correspon 
dence Club "for cultured but lonely deaf!” Though 
she answered very kindly to my letter, she did not 
echo my wish; she had no time, she said. As a 
consequence, I gave up, but sixteen years have- 
elapsed, and now the long-hoped-for club is alive T 
Long life for it.

I wounder if it is the first effort of this kind in' 
our silent world, and if many, many others would; 
not get both profit and pleasure by creating between, 
themselves similar circles. The system of letters- 
sent in rotation eliminates the work and fatigue by- 
allowing each person to receive and read several! 
letters when writing only one ; and specially for the- 
silent ones, scattered in various places, so 'often 
“strangers in a strange land,” how precious this- 
friendly bond would be! It is easy to start it, even 
without searching foreign countries, between former 
pupils of the same school, or, between former pupils 
of different schools, between persons of the same 
literary or artistic tastes, exercising the same pro 
fession or trade in different states, and so on.

1 knew how deep is the longing we sometimes 
feel for social intercourse,—how deeper and deeper 
still is our needs to be useful to our brothers and 
sisters in affliction, to comfort, cheer and help them. 
There is a way opened to the weaker, to the more 
lonely of us. Do enter in it, dear readers, and majr 
your future little clubs in various places afford yoir 
as much joy as our International correspondence 
Club is affording us.

*****
We have, some weeks since, left the lovely 

Touraine, the "Garden of France," the land of the 
royal castles, and our big home there, and we are, 
my dear mother and I, quietly settled in a cosy little 
flat in Le Mans, a town very big, but not at all in 
teresting in Western France, on the border of 
Brittany and Normandy, and three hours from Pairs, 
on the line of Versailles.

Here, I have more leisure than I had formerly and 
at last realize another desire of my youth. It 
is to edit an illustrated little paper for the deaf’ 
girls and women in the French language. We have 
nothing of the sort yet.

The first issue will appear in January, 1913. The- 
title “‘La Petite Silencieuse” which means “The 
Little Silent Girl,” and is intended for girls. If 
all goes well, I hope to publish this little magazine 
once every two months. The spirit will be Christian, 
non-sectarian, and as bright as possible! The 
annual subscription will be one franc—twenty cents, 
—for foreign countries. Thanks to a devoted friend 
who has offered to Braille them, copies in relief, 
intended for deaf-blind readers, can be subscribed 
for at the same price.

It would be a pleasure to me to send free a speci 
men copy to my lady readers able to read French; 
ask for them, if you can, on a post card represent 
ing Schools or Homes for the Deaf. I collect them!"

And now, my New World readers, good bye till 
next month!

6 rue Hemens, Le Mans, France.
Yv o n n e  Pit r io s .


