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SIERTAINLY

FROM THE OLD WORLD
BY MDLLE YVONNE PITROIS

THE SILENT WORKER

THE COURT OF HONOR, NATIONAL INSTITUTION FOR THE DEAF, PARIS, AND ITS NEIGHBORHOOD AS THE ABBE CHAZOTTES SAW IT. ANOTHER VIEW' OF THE COURT OF HONOR.

every o te 
of my readers who 
could have the chance 
to come to Paris 
w o u 1 d not omit to 

mark in his “programme.” a visit 
to our National Institution for the 
Deaf—the Alma Mater of the schools 
of the two worlds. And I can as 
sure him that his visit would be 
worth while for all the interesting 
things he would see in the class 
rooms, the Museum, the Library, 
the Chapel, the Clinic and so on.

But, even without passing through 
the heavy front-door and just by 
looking over the wall in the wide 
Court of Honour, we may discover 
some remarkable things that 1 wish 
to present to day to my American 
readers.

Observe this picture; do you see, 
emerging from a grassplot at the 
middle of the court, a big tree trunk all encircled 
with ivy? It is the only remnant of the famous 
“Sully’s elm-tree,” so called because, at the time when 
the National Institution was a convent—St. Mag- 
loire’s Seminary, it was planted, in the year 1600, 
by Sully, the great lover of farming and agriculture, 
the popular Minister of King Henry the Fourth. 
The small slip went on growing and growing; the 
white-robed monks of old, slowly passing to and 
fro during their relaxation hours, interrupted them 
selves in resiting their rosary, to mark with a smile 
the progress of their little tree.

Years and years elapsed; new kings ascended 
the throne, ruled, and went to sleep their last sleep 
with their fathers in the Abbey of St. Dennis. The 
terrible revolution burst out; the peaceful monks 
were obliged either to run away to save their lives, 
or to climb up to the scaffold. That bloody period 
passed; the Deaf, “the adopted children of the 
French Nation”—as the delegates of the National 
Assembly had promised to the Abbe de l’Epee at 
his death-bed,—were sent to the empty St. Mag- 
loir’s Seminary to take the place of the former’s 
inhabitants.

Sully’s elm-tree had then become a giant, fifty 
meters high, of which the great head of green tow 
ered above the highest roofs of the surounding neigh 
borhood. Its leafy branches were the abode of thou 
sands and thousands of rooks, that had unmolested 
liberty to croak and caw, since they could not in any 
case, disturb the new inmates of the Monastery! 
Oh! to think how, year after year, the great shadow 
of that three-hundred year old tree has sheltered 
human beings whose names are engraved in all our 
minds! This historical elm has seen, pacing under 
its clustering foliage, the Abbe Sicard, the first head 

wished to pay the spiritual debt he 
and his brothers in affliction owed 
to our great benefactor. It was 
with this end in view that he exe 
cuted this splendid work, and gen 
erously offered it free of all charges, 
to the school in which he had been 
taught. This statute was unveiled 
with much solemnity in 1879 by a 
minister of State. After the cere 
mony, as a well deserved reward, M. 
Martin received the Cross of the 
Legion of Honor.

As every one knows, the monument 
is representing the Abbe de 1’Epee 
teaching a deaf boy, and showing him 
to make the French sign “d,” for 
D i e 11—God. On the pedestal of 
stone, three exquisite bass-reliefs in 
bronze recall the most remarkable 
facts of the Abbe’s career—his dis 
covering of the deaf twin sisters, the 
visit of the Emperor of Austria to 

his school, and the touching event of the winter 
preceding his death, when his deaf pupils came to 
beg him to let a fire be lighted in his room.

On great festivities, the monument of the Abbe 
de I’Epee is all adorned with French flags, which 
gaily float to the wind. It was thus decorated when 
the foreign guests of the Bi-Centenary came to. 
pay their admiring respects.

All around the Court of Honor, as it mav be 
seen by our picture, are standing the private houses 
of four streets: Rue St. Jacques, Rue de I’Abbe de 
l'Epee. Rue Denfert Rocherau and Boulvard St. 
Michael. From these neighboring houses, principally 
from the upper floors, the inhabitants of the district 
can see the young deaf and dumb play, go to their 
studies or their manual work, or march off for their 
walks. I wonder if this sight ever inspires in some 
of them a thought of interest, love and sympathy 
for the young afflicted ones!

A man, at least, has had this thought of love, and 
the results have been blessings for many silent ones.

About a century ago, a priest of the clergy of the 
great southern town of Toulouse, the Abbe Chazot- 
tes, had come to Paris as private tutor of a rich, 
hearing young boy. His room was high perched; 
by the window, he could see the Court of the Nation 
al Institution, which was then conducted by the Abbe 
Sicard. He observed every day the pupils, followed 
in a wonder their animated gestures, tried to under 
stand what they are saying. By and by, the in 
terest and the affection for those afflicted children 
increased in the heart of the kind priest. After hav 
ing passed many hours at his window to contemplate 
the deaf children, he did better; he crossed the street, 
entered the Institution, mingled with the boys, and 

(Continued on page 132)

THE SCHOOL FOR THE DEAF IN TOULOUSE, FOUNDED BY THE CH \ZOTTES

master of the National Institution, and the thirteen 
Head-Masters, three being priests, who succeeded 
him. It saw the Pope Pius VII, when, amidst the 
pomp of the Roman Church, he came to dedicate 
and bless the Chapel of the Deaf and Dumb; and 
Jean Massieu, the famous deaf-mute, the first in the 
world who attained a certain intellectual develop 
ment ; and Gallaudet, when, rebuked in Scotland, 
he came here to get the blessed “Sesame” to unlock 
the minds of the American,deaf: and Laurent Clerc, 
the young deaf teacher who followed him to the 
New World to help him found the Hartford School; 
and Ferdinand Berthier, the brilliant deaf writer; 
and so many, many others who had not such prom 
inent parts to play in the great drama of life; whose 
memories have left no trace among us!

How brief are those little human lives 1 All these 
men, having accomplished their destiny—great or 
small—the Master ordered for them, have vanished 
like the past shade of “Sullv’s elm tree.” And the 
tree itself, being too worm-eaten, had to be cut some 
years ago; but its trunk is carefully preserved, and 
every one that knows the memories associated with 
it, views it with a deep and melancholy emotion.

Close to this relic of the past stands the most 
popular monument in the silent world, the 
statue of the Abbe de l’Epee that numerous pictures 
have familiarized to every nation. This bronze 
statue is a masterpiece executed in the fullness of 
his life and talent by a former pupil of the National 
Institution, the great sculptor Felix Martin who is 
still living and nearly seventy years old. Like all 
the deaf of France, especially those of an older 
generation taught by the manual method Mr.
Martin is and ever was an enthusiastic admirer of 
the Abbe de l’Epee. Thirty-five years ago, he



 


