
Pitrois, Y. (1913, October). From the Old World—No. 6. Silent Worker, 25 (1), pgs. 12-13.

 

12 THE SILENT WORKER

FROM THE OLD WORL D—N o. 6
|MONG the diversions that may be of 

interest to a cultured deaf-mute, and 
at the same time enlarge his power 
of sympathy and comprehension for 
his silent brethen, one of the best and 

the most attractive is to collect things concerning 
the deaf: illustrated cards, views of the schools, 
autographs and protraits of deaf-mutes (not neces- 
sarly celebrated ones!) magazines intended for the 
silent readers, school books for silent children, ob 
jects made by them, reproductions of works and 
masterpieces of deaf artists,

I wish that some of my readers would resolve 
to begin a collection of this kind; they would see 
what pleasure each addition to it 
affords the owner, and how much it 
would help towards a better know 
ledge, a better understanding of the 
life, the priviliges and the wants of 
the deaf.

I have such a collection. I proudly 
call it “my museum,’’ and though it 
is still very small,—for I began it 
only a short time ago—it has a great 
interest for me. It contains deaf 
papers of many different countries,
—France, America, England, Bel 
gium, Switzerland, Germany, Swe 
den, Finland, Italy, Australia; post 
cards, photographs, books, among 
them the class-books used in Mrs.
Mill’s school for the deaf in Chefoo,
China, and so on.

My American department includes 
valuable things as the collections of 
the Sil e n t  Wo r k e r , The Volta Re 
view and many other magazines, too 
numerous to be named; the complete 
works of Helen Keller, the two 
beautiful and touching books on the 
Deaf-Blind by the late Mr. Wade,
The Sign-Language by Mr. J. Schuyler Long and 
his sweet book of poetry, Out of the Silence, that 
were presented to me by my friend, his charming 
wife, Mrs. E. F. Long of Stray Straws, etc.

These recent months, four additions to my museum 
have come to me across the “Big Pond,” and I wish 
to speak of them to my readers, for I am sure they
will be interested in them.
*****

First, it is a piece of music, “Daffy Down Dilly,” 
a waltz with song of which the music is by Jack 
Stanley, and the words by Mrs. Sylvia Chapin Balis, 
teacher in the school for the deaf of Belleville, Onta 
rio,—the member for Canada of our bright and 
flourishing “Cosmopolitan Correspondence Club.” 
That a deaf person can write verses suitable for 
music is a remarkable achievement indeed,— the 
more worthy to be noticed in this case, that Mrs. 
Balis’s verses are as fresh and charming as the 
daffodils themselves.—the sweet, “dancing daffodils” 
that shake their light yellow heads in the blossoming 
fields, under the sunbeams of the spring.

*****
From Canada, too, has come to me a charming 

button representing the bonny and smiling face 
of the Abbe de l’Epee, adorned with a pink-colored 
ribbon. This button was worn by the French- 
Canadian deaf-mutes, former pupils of the Montreal 
School for the Deaf and members of the St. Francis 
of Sale’s Club, at the celebration of the Bi-Centenary 
of the Abbe de l’Epee, that was at the same time 
the eleventh birdiday of their Club. This button 
has reminded me of a discussion opened some years 
ago in the British Deaf Times, under the title, 
“Will you wear a badge?” Several articles were 
published on this subject, and then it was laid aside. 
I think it is a pity, for how many services could be 
rendered by a button or badge,—smaller and less
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bright-looking than the Montreal one, of course, 
universally adopted as a rallying mark and a means 
of recognition by all the deaf! Specially for those 
who are journeying, or living alone in foreign coun 
tries how good and helpful it would be to notice 
suddenly in a button-hole or on a body, such an 
ornament that would tell them: “I am like you,—
a fellow-sufferer, a friend, a brother or sister. Freely 
speak to me, I shall understand your, language, I 
understand your feelings, and I shall be happy to 
give you advice, help, comfort, sympathy!” Yes, 
indeed, a badge ought to exist for us; let us have 
one,—and many, many of us, I am sure, should be 
only too glad to wear it.
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The third thing I lately received from America,— 
from Ohio, this time, is a book, bound in neat brown 
which gives it a rather puritan appearance, entitled : 
“The Abbe de I’Epee, and other early teachers of 
the deaf." (price 75 cents) by Edwin Isaac Holy- 
cross, of 308 South 18th Street, Columbus, O. This 
book of 72 pages, profusely and beautifully illus 
trated, has, as a preface an eloquent pleading for the 
combined system by Robert P. MacGregor. It is, I 
believe, the most unique work of its kind at pres 
ent. It contains, in a set of short and vivid articles, 
so many things that all of us must keep in our 
minds and hearts: a summary of the life and work 
of the good Abbe de l’Epee,—a brief description of 
his school as it is now,—a thrilling account of his, 
successor, the abbe Sicard, the touching story of 
Gallaudet and “little Alice,” facts dealing with the 
lives of Laurent Clcrc, Jean Massieu, Edmund 
Booth, and others, all illustrated with portraits, fac 
similes of monuments and views. A feature quite 
new and interesting too, is the serial of pictures 
representing the manual alphabets of various epochs 
and various countries, each with a historical notice 
and explanations.

I have felt a great interest in reading this book, 
and in studying its pictures. It has taught me several 
things I did not know before. The adult deaf 
ought to read it,—not only that, but the manner in 
which the articles are presented,—like separate, short, 
simple and easy stories,—make of this work a valua- 
be addition to the collections of class-books for read 
ing by our deaf children. They must know all these 
facts,—it is History for us,—the History of the 
silent people. As the American children are taught 
the History of America, the French children the 
History' of France, and so on, the deaf children 
of all nations must be taught the History of the

Deaf and their friends,—they must be taught to 
love and admire our heroes, our great and good 
men, to rejoice over our victories,—our bloodless 
victories over evil and ignorance. Our History has, 
indeed, over six thousand years of a dark and untold 
period,—with short and brief beams of light ap 
pearing here and there,—and only one hundred and 
fifty years of real life and conscienciousiiess. But 
how interesting it is already, and how grateful and 
proud we can be of our progress which such a book 
as this one by Mr. Holycross makes us realize!

I hope that the first edition of “The Abbe de I’Epee 
and other Early Teachers of the Deaf" will be soon 
followed by' many others, and that the editor will 

be encouraged to publish other books 
of tile same kind. With the pre 
cious, even unique sources of in 
formation he seem to have, and his 
facilities for illustrating so beauti 
fully his publications, he could give 
us, at least, two other interesting and 
valuable contributions to our annals: 
a book on the great deaf artists, 
poets, scientists or writers of the 
past,—with portraits, reproductions 
of the paintings or statues and 
sculpture of the ones,—extracts and 
analysis of the works of the others; 
and another book on the story' of the 
deaf in their various countries, with 
views of their schools, homes, ex 
planations of their present state and 
condition, information of all kinds. 
How helpful and useful such an 
International guide through the 
Silent world would be!

*****
The fourth thing I have received 

from America is a letter, written in 
answer to one I wrote myself some 
months ago,—a beautifully type 

written and autographed letter by Helen Keller. 
Of course, I did not intend to get it in view of a 
collection, but I have placed it among my chief 
treasures. It was not meant for publication, how 
ever. The occasions to admire Helen Keller are of 
world-wide initerest, which the occasions to love her 
are not so much known by' the public as they deserve 
to be. That is whyr I take the liberty to publish this 
message. Who can help to love the signer, when one 
has read her nice letter, and forgets that she is 
a genuine, perhaps the most industrious woman 
living, to write so simply and affectionately to 
her unkown friend? How not be deeply touched by 
her longing to bring,—from her dark, dark night,— 
a “message of light” to others, specially to the af 
flicted ones? And how not notice, with emotion, 
the wish of her generous heart, of “abundant sun 
shine” for her correspondent, when never, never 
the sun will shine on her own path?

Here is her letter:

Wr En t h a m, Ma s s ., March 26, 1913.
“De a r  Yv o n n e  :—Since you addressed me in such 

a sweet way as one whom you had always known, 
I give myself the pleasure of calling you by your 
first name. I am grieved and mortified to find that 
I have never answered your beautiful letter. It 
was mislaid somehow, and when I found it again 
long afterwards, my work was taxing me to the ut 
most, and made it hard for me to write letters. 
But you say that I have always had a place in your 
heart; so I take courage to send you a message now, 
on the strength of the old say'ing: "Better late than 
never.”

“I am writing to you in my mother tongue because 
I can put so much more warmth into it than into 
my clumsy, ill-written French. Indeed, I shall be 
happy to hear from you again, and I will try to 
answer any questions you may choose to ask me.

“How fortunate you are to have such a wise, lovely 
mother! Not only do you have her always at your 
side, but she is in all your work, in all that you do



 


