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BT OUR CURBSTONE OBSERVER.

I have frequently observed that 
tilers is no more ungrateful avocar 
tion than that of Catholic journal
ism. Why it should be so, is more 
than I dare venture to surmise. Yet. 
the facts are there- "cold, hard 
facts," ■ s Dickens calls them. The 
Catholic paper has always an up
hill road to travel. And. if there 
are a few exceptions, they' merely 
substantiate the rulé that obtains. I 
have had ample opportunity of ob
serving the tiend and the working of 
Catholic journalism, both in Canada 
and in the neighboring Republic, and 
I have failed, so far, to meet with 
a single example of unqualified suc
cess. Why is it so? This question 
has been asked me oy scores of peo
ple, all of whom are interested 
having good and prosperous Catho
lic journals, and all of whom are, 
themselves, unintentionally the 
causes of much of that material fail
ure. They lament a condition that 
they have it in their power to ame
liorate, yet they never dream of tak
ing the first necessary step in that 
direction.

This question was brought forcibly 
to my mind on reading a very strik
ing passage in Marion Crawford’s 
able work “The Three Fates.” It 
deals with the Pen-Worker agid his 
difficulties; and while its application 
is general, still, to my mind, it fits 
the Catholic journalist to perfection. 
1 say this because the truly, con
scientious Catholic writer is fearful
ly handicapped in life’s struggle for 
existence. He is obliged to forego 
opportunities that others may take 
advantage of without any scruples. 
The Catholic field of journalism is 
exceeding!v limited, and it is not 
only poor, but many barren patches 
are found upon its surface. Secular 
and even Protestant journalism is a 
forbidden field for him. He may en
ter upon it if he wishes, and may 
find therein a means of livelihood, 
but he is thereby obliged to sacri
fice principle at the shrine of neces
sity. If he does so he is condemned 
in no measured degree; if he does 
not do so. he is left the reward of 
his own conscience, but no other 
compensation in this world. He may 
starve for aught any one seems to 
care, but he must not sacrifice his 
principles for the sake of gaining a 
livelihood that his own cannot af
ford him.

stroyers. One may truly venture to 
say that of an equal number of 
opium-eaters and professional writ
ers, the opium-eaters have the best 
of it in the matter of long life, 
health and peace of mind. We all 
hear of the miserable end of the poor 
wretch who has subsisted for years 
upon stimulants or narcotics, and 
whose death, often at an advanced 
agfe, is held up as a warning to 
youth; but who ever knows or speaks 
of the countless deaths due solely to 
the overuse of pen, ink and paper ? 
Who catalogues the names of those 
men whose brains give way before 
their bodies are worn out ? Who 
counts the suicides brought about 
by failure, the cases of men starving 
because they would rather write bad 
English than do good work of anv 
other sort? In proportion to the 
whole literary profession of the mo
dern world, the deaths alone, with
out counting other accidents, are 
more numerous than those caused bv 
alcohol among drinkers, by nicotine 
among rmokers, and by. morphine 
and like drugs among those who use 
them. For one man who succeeds in 
literature, a thousand fail, and a 
hundred, who have looked upon the 
ink when it was black and cannot be 
warned from it, and whose nostrils 
have smelled the printer’s case are 
ruined for all usefulness and go 
drifting and struggling down the 
stream of failure till death or mad
ness puts an end to their sufferings. 
And yet no one ventures to call 
writing a destroying vice, 
condemn poor scribblers 
drunkards.' ”

hurried statement of his conversion. 
Without gesture, or apparent ‘anima
tion, he spoke for fully fifteen min
utes. Yet every eye was riveted up
on him, and every breath was held. 
It was his voice that worked this 
miracle upon the audience. Such a 
voice I had never before heard ; it 
was like some delicately tuned in
strument that the performer could 
use at will, up and down the gamut 
of sounds and intonations he glided 
with an ease that was most astound
ing. His lowest, softest whisper 
could be distinctly heard in the re
motest corner of the thronged the
atre; and his louder tones never 
shocked the nerves, nor left an un 
pleasant impression.

But when he had glided into the 
subject of his feature, when his fea
tures became animated with the glow 
of enthusiasm, when his grey eyes 
flashed rays of penetrating elo
quence, when his gestures became 
more active, when he unbuttoned 
his long coat, threw back his hair, 
and stirred a few steps nearer to the 
footlights, the transformation was 
electric in its effect. No longer did 
the same man seem to occupy the 
platform; another being, a robed an
gel with a celestial clarion, appeared 
to have descended amongst us to 
proclaim some glorious message 
Can I ever forget that hour and e 
half!

nor to 
as ‘ ink

Permit me an old saying— "there 
is more truth than poetry” in this 
Is there no way in which this sad 
fate of the man who devotes all he 
possesses of talents, time., and en
ergy to the cause of his fellowmen 
can be averted? As far as we Cath
olics are concerned, there is only one 
way; it is to seriously encourage the 
Catholic press. I am fully aware 
that appeals in this direction are al
most useless, for they have ever been 
more or. less fruitless. Yet, it be
comes a duly. at times, to touch up
on the subject and to bring it out in 
different lights in order to attempt 
the awakening of very good-inten- 
tioned people from the apathy which 
seems to have fallen upon them.

What did he say ? I do not know, 
I cannot remember. Had I been 
stenographer and commissioned to 
report his lecture, I could never have 
performed the task. It was not the 
man, it was the soul that seemed to 
permeate the whole of that vast au
dience. At will he carried us along 
with him, from scene to scene of the 
mental panorama that he unrolled 
before us; there was no resistance 
possible, no distraction, no inatten
tion, no criticism, no calculation. It 
was a mighty river sweeping sea
ward and bearing away, despite all 
efforts to the contrary, the frail ves
sels that danced upon its bosom.

I will reproduce the entire para
graph from Crawford’s pages, and 
its truth and exactness cannot fail 
to impress the reflecting reader. It 
is thus the novelist writes 

"Among the many consequences of 
entering upon a literary life is the 
losing forever of the feeling that any 
moment there is nothing to be done. 
Let a writer work until his brain 
reels and his fingers can no longer 
hold the pen. he will, nevertheless, 
find it impossible to rest without 
imagining that he is being idle. He 
cannot escape from the devil that 
drives him, because he is himself the 
driver and the driven, the fiend and 
his victim, the torturer and the tor
tured. Let physicians rail at the hor
rible consequences of drink, of exces
sive smoking, of opium, of chloral 
and of morphine—the most terrible 
of all stimulants is ink, the.hardest 
of taskmasters, the most fascinating 
of enchanters, the breeder of the 
sweetest dreams and of the most ap
palling nightmares, the most insinu. 
ating of poisons, the surest of de-

What impresses me the most in 
this matter is the lack of feeling, or 
pride, or whatever 1 may call it 
that seems to have fallen upon our 
co-religionists. We would be indig
nant if we were accused of inhospit- 
ality, of indifference to our church, 
of slothfulness in matters of «reli
gion, of incompetency in competing 
either commercially, industrially, po
litically or otherwise with the other 
elements ci the community. Yet, we 
witness day in and day out the evi
dences of our inferiority in matters 
concerning the journalism of the 
hour, and we calmly move along as 
if the affair was no concern of ours. 
We are not ashamed to acknowledge 
the lack of support from which oui* 
Catholic papers suffer; yet we 'de
mand that our journalists should 
fight our battles when all others are 
against us. We permit our Catholic 
pen-workers to drift into misery, be
fore our eyes, yet we would boil 
over with indignation if any of our 
neighbors declined to subscribe for a 
monument to the memory of some 
one whose death was due to the 
starvation that our indifference forc
ed upon him. * He asked for bread 
and ye gave him a stone.” If each 
individual would do his duty to
wards the Catholic press, the load 
would be insignificant individually to 
carry, but the aggregated result 
would be enormous

At the close, or as he approached 
that which represented a peroration, 
he drew a picture of a battle — it 
might have been Waterloo, or Bala
clava, or Fair Oaks, or Chatanooga. 
or any other modern battle—so vi
vidly, so realistically that we could 
almost, hear the boom of the can- 
no^ the clash of the sabres, the 
champing of the horses, the rush of 
cavalry, the moans of the wounded 
the yells of conflict, the cheers of 
victory. And, in the midst of that 
word-painting, we saw an officer, 
leading on to a charge, and a Sister 
of Charity, kneeling beside a dying 
soldier, we heard a terrific volley 
the officer and the nun were both 
killed at the same instant — that 
volley had swept the whole face of 
the field.

There was a pause; a pause of the 
most intense excitement. The lectur
er seemed to be taking breath before 
attempting another eagle-flight into 
the realms of the imagination. The 
two were killed; the officer in the 
moment of glory's triumph, the nun 
in, the moment of mercy’s last ef
fort. He then followed the two souls 
to the throne of God. The scene 
changed. He pictured the Eternal up
on His judgment seat, and these two 
souls standing there, side by side, 
in the awful silence of the Infinite. 
W#re I to live a hundred years I 
could never forget that moment. It 
was eloquence reaching the very apex 
of the sublime. And, at that mo
ment, when we expected a prolonged 
description of the judgment scene, 
the speaker Daused, became silent, 
looked around for a mo
ment, bowed and resumed his seat. 
He left to our imaginations the com
pletion of the picture—a compliment 
to his audience which was fully ap
preciated.

stniction and finance. Captain "Nat 
Nathaniel Green Herreshoff—is the 

other member of the company; it is 
he who designed the Gloriana, the 
Vamoose, the Defender, each of 
which, by its revolutionary boldness 
of construction, marked an epoch in 
the history of the racing-craft. It is 
he, also, who watched the building 
bf the cup defenders, one after an
other, and afterwards helped sail 
them to victory. These two men 
have built their business and made 
a name in a single generation—they 
did not inherit their reputation.

They came rightfully by their love 
for*the sea. They built boats and 
sailed them before they were well 
out of knickerbockers. As early as 
1877 Captain "Nat” built a new 
kind, of catamaran, with an odd 
joint which permitted the sections 
to work independently of one an
other. and he beat all comers with 
her. Jt is recorded that he once 
sailed her twenty-one miles an hour 
over a measured courte. At another 
time he met the Sound steamer at 
Newport, and beat her into Provi
dence. He is described by a citizen 
of Bristol as having been a tall, se
rious, silent youth, who preferred a 
sail alone in his cat-yawl •over anv 
kind of company. He was graduated 
from the Boston school of technolo
gy , and then he served a thorough 
apprenticeship in the Corliss engine 
works, afterwards travelling exten
sively among the shops and ship
yards of Europq,

Personally, Captain Nat is tall ami 
stooping and gray. He says little 
but thinks much. Even during the 
excitement of a great, race he sits as 
calmly at the helm as he would in 
an office chair, peering out under the 
boom, often through blue spectacles, 
and watching every spar and halyard 
with the eye of a past master in his 
craft, ile is a prodigiously hard 
worker of the scientific turn of mind 
which knows no rest from its labors. 
He has no recreation beyond sailing, 
and that, in a measure, is a part of 
the serious business of his life. To 
him, more perhaps than to any 
other builder, is due the credit for ■ 
the new methods of scientific yacht 
building. In the older days the de
signer whittled his model from a 
block of wood, cutting here and cut
ting there, until its curves suited the 
pleasure of his eye. Such methods 
produced substantial and wovthv 
vessels for the slow-going service of 
the merchant marine, but it required 
the scientific, insight and the mathe
matical accuracy of a Herreshoff to 
produce a racine- machine such as 
the Defender or the Columbia.

Captain Nat has built his home 
even nearer to the sea than did his 
father. High tide in the harbor 
reaches within fifteen yards of his 
front doorway. It is a big, roomy, 
yellow house with the models of 
yachts showing in its upper win
dows. From his front door he can 
look across the beautiful harbor of 
Bristol; he can see. scarcely a hun
dred yards away, the big twin sheds 
which have been the cradle of so 
many famous yachts, and further to 
the right he can see the old home
stead which his father built and in 
which he grew to manhood. He has 

family of six children—five boys 
and one girl—all of whom take to 
the sea with happily less enthusiasm 
than their father. Indeed, Mrs. Her
reshoff comes from the ancient Bris
tol family of De Wolfs, of whom 
Captain "Jim” De Wolf built the 
famous privateer Yankee in 1812.
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attend school, she was placed in the 
"Hudson Academy.” Here her at
tention was directed toward the 
Church by hearing a man, who 
claimed to have once been a Cath
olic, talking against the Church. The 
young girl thought, ns she listened 
to the speaker, -J wonder if this is 
all true. Are the Catholics as black 
as he paints them?”

The more she heard the man sn.y 
against the Church, the more she 
wanted to learn about that Church, 
and the first stop she took was to 
go to a Catholic Church on Sunday. 
There she saw poor, but devout peo
ple. and she heard an excellent ser
mon. Next she procured a prayer 
book which she read with interest.

When she was about twenty-eight, 
her father died and left but a small 
amount of property. F3lizabeth went 
out from the home to earn her own 
living and to assist the family. She 
had no difficulty In securing a posi
tion us governess in a family in Ma
ryland.

In her new home she did not for
get her study of the Church, al
though she said then she was only 
trying to find out about the Catho
lics, and that she had no idea of be
coming a member of the Church. But 
God's ways are wonderful and He 

I led her to th? true Fold at last.
In 1844 she was baptized in the 

I Church of St. Thomas, near Port 
Tobacco, Md., and some time after
ward she entered the New York con
vent of the Sacred Heart in New 
York. At this time the convent was 
in Astoria, but it has since been 
moved to Mnnhattnnville.

Her talent us a teacher was spent 
•wholly and cheerfully in the service 
of God. When she was not in the 
school-room teaching, she gave ijiunv 
hours at her desk writing charming 
books for both young and old. lier 
magazine articles ns. also, her 
books, were signed ”E. V. N."

She died at the convent of the 
Sacred Heart, Eden Hall. l’a.. on 
March .19. 1901. Thus passed away 
a soul ripe for the Kingdon of Heav
en, one w^o needed hut. to know a 
duty and her pleasure was to do it.
—From Messenger of the Sacred 
Heart for May, the article "A Hid
den Toiler.”
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Religion is the; fear of God; its de
monstration is good works, and 
faith is the root of both.

MADAME TEN BROECK.

I HAYE SEEN AND HEABD.
BY A VETERAN SCRIBBLER.

In the course of my life I have had 
occasion to see and to hear some 
famous men; several of these have 
not only passed away from earth, 
but out of the recollections of the 
great public. I call them famous, 
because they had all attained certain 
degrees of renown in their own day. 
It occurred to me the other evening 
that possibly a number of the read
ers of the "True Witness” would be 
interested in a few brief remini
scences of personages whom they, 
too, may have met, or' heard speak. 
Any way f have dotted down some 
of these peisonal recollections, and, 
if the paper s management does not 
care to Mug them in the waste pa
per basket, they may see the light 
of day through its columns.

THES REV. DR. ROGERS.- It is 
Very probable that not one of all 
my readers will recall Dr. Rogers 
« any still live who chanced to have 
heard him, it is very 
G»ey , have, in the rush 
since forgotten him. y
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Was granted for a two-fold reason. 
In the first place, the rector wished 
to give us an opportunity of hear
ing something exceptionally good ; 
and, in the second place, he wished 
to encourage the lecturer for rea
sons that now appear to me very na
tural.

Whence this Dr. Rogers came I do 
not know; whither he went, or what 
afterwards became of him I ignore. 
He had been a Baptist minister, and 
became a convert to Catholicity. He 
was lecturing for the purpose of 
making a living, having, at the age 
of fifty, lost, by his entry into the 
Catholic Church, the means of live
lihood, which for twenty-five years 
had been his.

Naturally I have but slight recol
lection of the man, beyond the im
pressions that his appearance on the 
stage have left. I was young, unac- 
custom?d to hearing public speakers, 
and an interval of more than a 
quarter of a century, lies between us 
to-day, and that occasion. The most 
I can do is to describe the lecturer 
as he now stands before me, sum
moned up by the wand of memory.

He was a man of medium height, 
compactly built, with long black 
beard and very black flowing hair. 
He waa deemed entirely in black, 
and what added to the somberness c

There was no applause. The au
dience had been spell-bound; no one 
seemed to realize that the man had 
sat down. It was only when the 
chairman arose to propose a vote of 
thanks that the spell was broken. 
I need not say how loud and pro
longed was that burst of applause. 
After the vote of thanks Dr. Rogers 
came forward to say a word or two 
in expression of his appreciation of 
the reception given him. Ali was 
changed. He was again the very 
common-place looking individual in 
black. Were it not for his charming 
voice his re-appearance would have 
almost awet away every feeling that 
bis magnetic eloquence had awaken
ed.

Who was Dr. Rogers? What became 
of him? Is he still in the land of the 
living? Did he ever since repeat for 
others that lecture? None of these 
questions can I answer. His form, 
his appearance, his ôratory. consti
tute for me a mere memory—but one 
of those rare and charming recollec
tions which mark, like stars of extra 
magnitude, the confused brilliancy of 
that galaxy which hangs in the sky 
of each man’s past life.

It is appropriate to give now, in 
June, a brief sketch oFMadame Ten 
Broeck, a member of the Society of 
the Sacred Heart. Madame Ten 
Broeck's ancestors were among the 
first settlers in New York State. 
Her father was J ohn Rensselaer Ten 
Broeck and her mother, Elizabeth 
Van Buren Van Ness; the mother 
was a cousin of President Van Bu
ren. The subject of our sketch was 

«born in Catskill. N.Y., in 1815. Her 
mother died when Elizabeth was on
ly an infant, but when she was six 
years old a kind stepmother took 
charge of the young child. All the 
relatives were Protestants, and un
til many years afterward, she herself 
was non-Catholic.

As 8< on as she was old enough to
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FAMOUS YACHT BUILDERS.
The fame of the Defender and Col

umbia lias fal’en, curiously enough, 
upon an entire family. A few yachts
men and the people of Bristol know 
the Herreshoffs man from man; the 
numerous inlander knows only " the 
Herreshoffs,” a dim aggregation of 
genius that designs and builds extra
ordinary sailing craft. There are nine 
of the Herreshoffs. seven brothers 
and two sisters, now nearly all men 
and women well along in years. Four 
of them are blind—a curious maladv 
which has attacked this family of 
genius without seemingly impairing 
its power of achievement Only two 
of the brothers are connected with 
the yacht-buildingi establishment.

Hoff, the president of
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