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Harper

In the past, we have read Vincent
Harper's writings with some interest.
At times we have fancied that he
was paying more attention to the
development of his talent as a lam-
poonimt,than to developing himself
as a litterateur—if, indeed, he ever
could attain to such a level.

Some months ago we read s story
from Harper’s pen in which he made
a Catholio priest use very bad gram-
mar. Wae did not think it showed a
fine comception of the proprieties,
ugithor was it a compliment to the
writer's breadth either inknowledge
or soquaintance, but we passed it
over,because of the obvious moral to
be drawn was clean and wholesome.

Io a recent number of the *‘Satur-
dny Evening Post” however,Harper
has transgressed so glaringly all the
limits of propriety, decency or fact
that we are impelled to protest and
vigorously at that.

This story is meant to be a char-
acter sketoh—in reality, it 18, by
inference a gross libel on the ("atho-
lio priesthood of the United States,
Harper has painted a New York city
Catholic priest—upon whom he be-
stows the title of ‘‘Holy Joe™—in
the guise of a meddlesome busybody
who uses atrociously bad grammar,
talks in a brogue that was mnever
heard even in ‘‘boggiest Ireland”,in
Tipperary, or Cork, or Roscommon,

" or in Antrim.

Harper’s hideous caricature goes
on, by inference, to hint that the
Catholics of New York City are
unoultivated,uncouth and uneduocat-
ed. We have an idea that there is
as much oultivation on our side of
the house a8 there is on the other.
Let that pass, however,so far s the
laity is concerned. But we do re-
sent the imputation that priests are
are boors, They are educated men
and they can hold their own in any
company—either from intellectual

or grammatioal standpoint. Many of

them are graduates of KEuropein
universities—they could not be
guilty of the improprieties of speech
which Harper has put in the mouth
of the libel he has perpetrated. The
standard of grammar in our Catho-
lic seminaries is as high asin any of
those of the opposite persuasion.

Would Harper paint an Episcopa-
lian clergyman in the light he has
portrayed the Catholic priest?W ould
the Curtis Co. print it if he did?
Far better to adopt the rule laid
down by Frank Munsey to the edi-
tors of his publications: ‘‘Avoid
sectarian controversies,by inference,
as well as directly.”

Fortunately, Catholics have the
remedy in their own hands, if they
have the nerve to apply it. Let
them read the riot act to the pub-
lishers of the ‘‘Saturday Evening
Post.” " Tell them plainly that we
will not buy the sheet neither will
we advertise in it if Harperisto be
a permanent fixturs on its list of
contributors.  Application of this
rule will decrease the company# re-

N ceipté—just what it is not looking
P for’

'+ Are there not ;ersons in Roches-
“ ter 1o whom might be applied Hor-

age Bushnell’s characterization of a

“yogotionary clergyman as ‘‘one who

not merely behind the Jtimes but

still a number of insﬁ’tﬁp

What's The Use?

So often have we had occasion t
criticise the New York “Times” for
its thioly-veiled dislike of certain
things,dogmas and persdns Catholic
that we hoped the paper had turned
over a new leaf when we read the
other day, in the course of an edi-
torial article on Cardinal t:ibbons’
address before the Pennsylvania
Catholic Total Abstinence Union,
this commment :

““I'here are still, unhappily, many
‘good Americans’ to whom it is in-
conceivable that a ‘good Catholie’
can be a good American.”

But our hopes were dashed to
earth by the following sentence:

““This 18 not wholly s prejudice,
nor wholly without rational justifica-
tion. There 18, in fact, s faction in
the Roman Catholic Church in this
country which cherishes and en-
deavors to pru‘pagate alien 1deals,
and upon which good Americans
are entitled to look with consider-
able suspicion.

Why does not the'“I'imes”specify
instead of spreading abroad such
general

inuendoes? (sive us the

names of the prelates who are pro-
pagating *‘alien ideals’? Tell us, in
detail, what ideas you consider de-
trimental to the brand of **Amen-
canism” to which you were wedded?
(xo a little further, and tell us what
your idea of a true American is. We
maintain that the better Catholic
one is, the better American he is,
necessarily, if we are wrong,we will
be glad to be corrected.

Does the "*Times’ mean that the
Catholic
advooates of Catholic

bishops who are sturdy.
schools are
propagating ‘‘alien ideals?’ What s
it driving at, anyway?

A little further onethe **Times”
says: “‘But there is another party .
in the Catholic Church whose secular

tdeas and aspirations are distinetly
I)ellght-l
fully vague! There are Catholie pre-,

]

American and patriotie.”

lates whosesecular sdeals are patrm-l
tic, even if their thevlogy is alien!
How delightful s the imnplied con-
descension !

We hold no brief fur Cardinal
(ibbons and Archbishop Ireland,
but we feel ocertain that they will
not feel complimented by the pa-
tronizing praise bestowed by the
feeble New York imitation of the
“Thupederer. ™

Confession

In one of his books,iIarold Fred-
eric i8 evidently trying to convey to
his reading public the subtle dis-
tinction between the (’atholic and
non-Catholio idea of religion and
theology. While the average Catho-
lio, likewise the average non-Catho-
lic will feel disgusted and indignant,
by turns, at the exaggerated ideas
expreased both by the author’s pup-
pets and their creator, still there is
one page which will not be withouy
approbation by the C(atholic A
oross-grained old bear of a fellow,
who prides himself upon his non-
religion, is trying to explain to a
Methodist preacher the significance
of the confessional.

‘‘Some come every day’ he says,
‘‘some only once a year, some per-
haps never between their baptism
and funeral. But they all have a
right there, the professional burglar
every whit as much as the speech-
less saint. The only stipulation is
that they oughtn't to come under
false pretenses; the burglar is in
honor bound not to pass himself off
to his priest as the saint. But that
is merely a moral obligation, estab-
lished in the burglar’s own interest.
It does him no good to come unless
he feels that he is playing the rules
of the game,and one of these is con-
fession. If he cheats there, he
knows that he is cheating nobody
but himself, and might much better
have stopped away altogether.”

This is not expressed in elegant
phraseology,but it should be under-
stood by a non-Catholic. Evidently
it is not, however, else one would
not hear, as we did the other day,of
a non-Catholic clergyman who took
his twelve-year old son intoa Catho-

lic church. Showing him the con-
fessional, he said solemnly: ‘“My
son, there is where the Catholics
have theirsins washed away by their
priest.”

Maay a man’s success is asoribed
to luck, when it was due to his own
hard work and perseverance,

1

Richard Le (rallienne once wrote
“‘Beauty is the smile upon the face
of power””  That snubstitute for a
comic paperin England promptly
corrected : *Power 18 the smile upon
the face of beauty.”

Five Minute Sermon

The Pharisees and the Publican

The Pharisee boasted that he
was not like other people;that he
had no faults, that be had no vices,
that he was not an adulterer, but
that he practised virtue and was
faithful in the observance of the
law. But while he praised himself,
he uncharitably condemoed the
pu};li«-an

We should learn to avoid the vice
of pride and not o contide 1n our
own good qualities, 1f we happen to
have anv. in order notto become,
like the Pharisee, an object of aver-
sion to God  To avord thissvice, let
us bear in 1mind that the proud man
is odious to heaven and earth,
and that (rod, ag St. Peter wsays,
resists the proud and covers them
with #unfusion, as he did Lucifer,
the nonn of Babel, Holofernes, and
many others

The publican 1 a figure of the
sinper who, by the grace of God,
knows his failings, humbles himself,
and asks for mercy  He would not
even lift hiseyes to heaven,and d
looked down on him with eyes of a

father.
’ et ——
Weekly Church Calendar.

Sunday Augast 20 -Guapel.8t. Luke xvul,
9 14 —8t Joachim. Father B.V. M
Monday 3| —St.Jane Frances de Chantal
widow
Tuesday 22 —3¢t. Bymphorian, martyr
Wednesday 2:3—St Philip Beniti.
Thursday 4 St Baotholomew,aposties
Friday 23- St Loais, Kiogof France
Baturiay 26 -St Zephyrinus pope and
martvr

Forty Hours.

The Jdevotivon of the "'Furty Hours
will be held 1a the churches of the
diocese of Rochester as follows

August 27 Hamwmondsport

Excursionto Olcott Beach

Olcott Beach s famous for s
good hotel and beautiful grove Tt !
a fine spot fora days ouuing  Fhe
New York Central has arranged to
run an excursion there next Sunday
Aug 20th  Spsaial tram will leave
State Nt Statwon at = lva. m, and
two manutes later from Brinker
Place. Excurmion tickets will he
sold at rate of 81 00, and will read
to Burt station. Atthis point special
trolley cars will meet train and coon.
vey excursionists to Olcott Beach
at o charge of ten cents for the
round trip

o

Another Excursion t,0 Watkins Glen

This romarkable canyon 1s cele-
brated the world over for 1ta mar-
vellous scenery. It hasas distinct
an individuality as the Falla of
Niagara, the Mammoth Cave of
Kentucky, or the tsarden of the
(+ods. The New York Central offers
the public another opportunity to
see this wonderful work of nature
Sunday, Aug. 20th, when excursion
tickets fora round trip will be sold
for $1.25, ohildren between five and
twelve years of age 85¢c, while no
charge 18 made for children under
five. A special train will leave from
Central Ave.Station at 9a.m-  The
traio runsalong the shore of Seneca
I.ake for miles, and which in itself
is & very pretty trip.

T —
Very low round trip rates to Pac-

fic Coast via Nickel Plate Road.
$69.50 Buffalo to Portland, Seattle
or Tacoma and return. Ticketa on
sale every day. At asmall additional
cost tickets may be routed through
California. (Good return limit and
stopover privileges. For full parti-
culars, sleeping car reservations,etc.,
write R. £ Payne, General Agent,
291 Main St., Buffalo, N. Y.

o

Lowest round trip rates to Pacific
coast points via the Nickel Plate
Road.

$69.50Buffalo to Portland,Seattle
or Tacoma and return. On sale daily
until September 29th. May be routed
through California in one direction
at slightly higher rate.

$75.50 Buffalo to San Francisco
or Los Augeles and return. Tickets
on sale daily August 6th to 14th
inoclusive.

Good return limit and stopover
privileges. Proportionate rates from
points east of Buffalo. Before ar-
ranging your trip write R.E.Payne,
general agent,291 Main St., Buffalo,

e e
Fishingin the Manitou Ponds.
Finest fishing in the state.

6. W.BEELER, 46-48 Reynolds Arcade

Cask or Credit !

A nice assortment of Ladies, Gents
and Children's clothing in the latest up-
to-datestyles. Also jewelry, silverware
and household specialties. Pictares
framed to order, and photo's enlarged.
Ladies skirts, suits and coats, also Gents
suits made to measure. Prices low,
Terms easy.

Open Monday and Saturday avenings,

| .
3 o : .
$e . .
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THE
YAQUI
DEATH LINE

By Baney MiLLaRrD

““Uno**’

““Dosg'"’

It was important that the two
guards should keep eacrh other
awake. It the twelve Yaqui pris-
oners were to be shot at sunrise, as
ol capitan had ordered. it was neces-
sary that they should not escape
from the rvorrugated fron ore-shed,
the use ol which, a8 a temporary
prison, had been grudgingly granted
by Mr Tom Bird, the man in charge
of the Sahuaripa Mine One guard,
in his mufiing serape, leaned with
fpfitnlte languor upon his rifle at
ope eud of the shed, and now and
agaln yawnlngly bawled “Uno"
through the still night, on which the
other, to show that he was not
asleep, called back " Dos’’ from the
other end of the shed and the very

borders of dreamland Occasion-
ally, the order of calling was re-
versed As for the Yaqul, they were

qulet nough

Now Mr Tom Bird's window was
thirty feet away from the nearest
guard, whom he was execrating ve-

hemently from under the covers
““Thank the gods, they’]l be mov-
ing on tomorrow'’ he breathed

forth from amid a very ornamental
sel of curses inclted by a particularly
loud challenge It will be Sunday,
and | can sleep all day ™ He lay
very quiet for half an hour, and
was just dropping off, for the night
wind had come up and the palms
were whispering their mystic secreta.

“U'no'"" sharp and shock produc-
ing

‘Dos'"" qulekly oo Its heels, with
a youdontcateh me napping " note.

That  seltles it*°° gasped Bird
He got up. lit hils lamp and a big,
black clgar, and stood gazing tnto
the night Presently there rame a
quick spasmodic knock at the do -
Of course, none of the moros was
awahe 30 Blid had to go see what it
meant

W hen he opene! the door a Yaqul

woman, with a three sear old hild
fo her arins fluttered past him in her
Jovse biae n kown and mantil'a ite
slamitied  and bLarred the door and
strode after her Into the patio

“Oh, geenor’” erled "he woman, her
high volce s quber. 11 nina  she
{8 50 B0 8lik I bring her to vou to
make her well agaln [.on Ameriianos
they have the power I rarry her
here from l.a Puer'a {t Is two
miles | have done all | can 9Q‘Pry-
thing But the verbas buenas do
not help her, nor the rusary *'

“Come in'" Hhd took the tender

I{ttle bundle from her arms. led the
way Into a slde room. and deposited
hls unexeperted and embarrassing
charge upon the cauch

“The rosary It was glass and very
beautiful | groued It. uh, s0 care-
fully, put it tn the taza sagrada
which the good padre gave me last
year, with a little water and gave
it all to tho child Porvida. there
was pot  one drop left She i a
good nina she swallowed It all **

‘Ground glaas'"” gasped Bird.
‘*And she swallowed {1t all’ ’

"It was enough to kil her.” sald
Bird, io hisa own speech “"How the
devil do «¢hlldren ever live to be
twelve vears old {n this country.
Let's see lot's see ' He went to hie
own room and stood reflectively be-
fore the medicine chest he had
brought up from Mazatlan the sum-
mer before He read the labels:
“Quinina® No good, Glicerina?”’
He hesitated "Acete de Castor?
That’a the stuff It isn’'t very fresh,
but "

He grasped the bDottle, and ran
back to the bedside The child took
the medicine from his hand will-
ingly. 8She was a good ninita, as Ia
madre had sald Then, too, she had
lapsed into a lassid, indifferent
state

“No, senor. It was not the cal-
entura It was the agua mala. We
come many miles- -from San Este-
ban, on the Rio Yaqui. The soldiers
came for us. They took fifteen—
among them—my husband, my child,
and I. They put the women and chii-
dren away from the men. They
would send us on the long voy-
agoe to Yucatan. But I escaped, with
the ninita. It was one gocd senora
who helped me. | come here. My
husband—I do not know where he
is. Perhaps the soldiers have killed
him. They kill all—all but the wo-
men and children.

“From San Esteban,” thought
Bird. "“That's where that crowd in
the ore-shed are from. Of course, her
husband is there with them. And she
doesn’t know he’s within forty miles
of her. There's tragedy. But this
poor little nina—what can I do for

her? The pain she's in from that
ground glass! Morphine? It I only
dared.”

He looked at the child. She seemed
a little quieter. There was less of
the rubbing of the clenched fists
against the round little stomach. The
palm leaves whispered outside. The
lids of the tired eyes that had been
staring so hard at the ceiling
drooped drowsily.

“Uno!” barked the fifSt sentry.

"Dos!"” barked back the second
guard.

“Hang those chaps!’® muttered
Bird to himself. “If I could only
stop their senseless explosions. Bug
§¥’s 0o use. Think I'll have to use

I - N
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the morphine. A very small injec-
tion in that little arm, and they can
bawl at each other all night.”

The morphine worked so magi-
cally that its results alarmed him for
a time. But the breathing was
strong and regular, and there was
no growing paleness nor other bad
symptom. The travel worn mother
fell nodding in her chalr {n spite of
herself, and so Bird had the watch
all to himself. He was glad of It
too He wanted to smoke again.
Smoking had become very essential
to him down in this country, as it
does to every man, white or brown.
But it was not to be thought of now.
He fixed a shade on the lamp, fanned
the gnats away from the child, and
after the guards had called again
and mgaln to each other, sometimes
awful welght of sleepiness In thelr
tones, and as the roosters shrilled
fromm a corner in the corral and the
qQuick dawn of the troples began to
spread Its rose burst over the palms,
there was a bustle about the ore-
house

“Pretty near sunrise. Guess
they're getting ready to lead those
poor devils out.”

The woman was awake now, look-
Ing at the child, and he left {t 1n her
charge while he went out to wash
and get a cup of coffee. He was
gone longer than he thought. When
he returned the child was alone and
a frenzied woman was flying toward
the place of execution.

“"God'" groaned Bird “And 1
could have saved her this. Poor,
wretched, tortured soul! Soul? Of
course, she’'s got a aoul, just as
much of a soul as el presidente him-
self, who is ordering all this butch-
ery, or hls wife, or anybody. And I
can’'t- -1 simply can’'t look out there
and see this thing done.”

But he did, just the same. He
saw the clam-faced Yaquls in their
poor, gray cotton clothing, bare feet,
and old straw sombreros, their arms
tied behind them, standing in the
death llne

He saw the soldiers in their dirty
duck sults, with thelr absurd little
caps on helr heads, fasten the cheap
gaudy bandanas over the faces of the
doomed men  All but one face was

covered It was & qulet brown face,
wih eyes that looked stralght to-
ward the firtng squad, now resting
on {ts rifles The woman had run
a llittle way toward the man with
the uncovered face he stood at the
en:d of the line and sltopped there
loo~ing toward him appealingly.

OrLi» she put her hand to her fore-

heed but she did not venture to call
alod to him. nor even 'o wave her
ha-~d {{f he saw her he made no
sign

Aud thuts the father of the
nina Hes a4 brave father, li'tle
girl,  he suld to the sleeping child —

& brave father 1o meet death with
clear eves I suppose he sees la ma-
dre but he won t look at her for fear
be’ll flinch

The firing squad was moving back
to {ts place

"What «an I do” What can I do?
groaned Bird '] might speak to the
captaln and have the thing post-
poned, even for a day or two But
after all, he wouldn't listen to any
Gringo interference Useless'’

As the men leveled their rifies he
saw the woman move forward, and
just before the word was glven she
flung herself toward her husband and
between him and the squad. There
was a breath-cutting racket of shots,
the smoke puffs cleared away in-
stantly, and there, with their ms
and legs sprawled any way, lay the
line of men who had faced the squad
a momen! before, and, a little nearer
the breeze rufiing her cheap, thin
skirt, lay la madre

Bird Jeaned over the child’'s couch
reverently and touched his lips to the
brown little forehead. Before he
could straighten up two salt tears
fell upon her pillow.

“I'm not much {n the father line,”
said he, "but I guess— Well, nina,
cara, you shan’'t miss anything that
Tom Bird can do for you.”

He walked over to the firing
ground and stared at the dead
Yaquis How flat they lay, in their

fnert, flaccld state agalnst the gray
earth. It was as {f Nature were
drawing her children back to her
great bosom to hide them away for-
ever Bird looked at the straw som-
brero 1lylng under the head of la
nina's father, and glanced down,
over the slim form of the poor, bare
feet, the soles of which were hard-
ened by many a weary tramp over
the desert.

He begged the two bodies from
the captain, and had them buried
very decently in one grave, with a
coyote-proof pile of stones upon it
and atop of the pile a little wooden
Cross.

He was planning for the nina, and
wondering how his bride of the com-
ing October would take the idea of
having a three year old Yaqui in the
family. Ah, well, when that little
brown hand should reach up for
Dorothy’s, it would be sure to catch
at her heart. .

‘‘8he won't be as much worried
about that as she will be about lots
of other things—the heat and the
gnats and the centipedes and all
that,” he thought. “What a country
{t is for a white woman to live in!
What a cruel country!"”

The palms rustled quietly while
he looked down at the nina, who
had curled one little arm under her
head while her long black lashes lay
upon her cheek.

“Or a brown omne, either, for
that matter,” he added.

“Uno!"

“Dos!"”

The blcycle boom {8 so big
England that the factories cannot
keop pace with the demands.

Watery Wastes as Drearv as
Any on Land.

BETWEEN OCEAN LANES.

Gener ally Supposed that Every Part
of the Sea Has Been Traveied,
But Such is Not the Case—Much

Remains that Has Never Boen
Explored.
Oceans, llke continents, have their

deserts. On the high seas there are
vast spaces whose waves have never
be:n parted by the prow of a sailing
vessel or laslied by the propeller of a
steameT. Immense solitides
the flap of a sail i8 never heard nor
the strident cry of a sirel, relicav.e
deserts, whose silence is broken oaly
by the howling of the wind and the
roar of waves which nave been vain-
ly pursuing one another since the day
of creation.

These deserts lie forgotten betwixt
the narrow ocean highways traveled
by vessels. In such waste places of
the sea a disabled ship, driven out of
its course by a hurricane, may drft
for months, tossed by the craselesa
ground swell, without being able to
hail assistance, her only chance of es-
cape s the possibility that some
oceanic current may drag her into a
more frequented region.

It 18 generally supposed that by rea-
son of the universal increase of mart-
time traffic the sea 18 everywhere fur-
rowed by vessels. That is a mistake.

The gradual but constant disappear-
ance of sailing ships made the ocean
more of a desert than before. Sailing
vessels had their established routes
In accordance with winds, currents
&nd seasons; the gaps between , the
gaps between the routes taken by
outward-bound and home-ward-bound
ships are often considerable.

Moreover, the capricious elements
not infrequently played the mischief
with nautical instructions, and as a
result the field of operations for ocean
shipping was vastly extended.

This {8 no longer true to-day. The
liner goes stralght ahead In defiance
of wind and wave. The ports between
which she plies are great industrial
or commercial centers, whither-come
numerous rallwavs, serving as pr»
longattons of the lines of navigation.
Freight cars carry their loads of mer
chandise to the lesser ports and the
cities of the interior The railway
has killed coastwise navigation.

The ocean highwavs are, therefors,
an)thing but numervus The must
frequented of oceans 1s the Atlantic

Apart from polar seas we see that
in 1ts northern part there {8 only vae
desert zone- a dready waste of wa-
ters between the routes from Europe
to the United States or (Canada and
those from Europe to the Antilles. Ia
the south between the routes from
South America or the western Amert
can coast and the routes from South
Africa. extends a desert occasionally
traversexd by the steamers of the lines
from Cape Town and Mezambique,
which, when the coffee season is at its
height in Brazil, cross the Atlantic
for cargoes at Rio Janeiro or Santos.

The Indian ocean {8 frequented only
In the north by lines out of India and
Indo-China, and a little in the west by
liners from Oceanica, which call at
Colombo and then make straight for
Australia.

Two lines, each with a steamer a
month, follow a slender lane from
Australia to Cape Town. The Pacific
{8 the Sahara of the great seas. Sav-
ing only the steamships from the far
east to California and British Colum-
bia, a line from Sydney to San Fran
cisco and a one-horse line (with sail-
ings four or. five times a, year) be-
tween Tahiti and the United States—
save for these mere ribbon-like streaks
the Pacific is a desert.

Only a few native canoes ply dar.
ingly from island to island in archi-
pelagoes girt round with coral reefs—
veritably ocean graveyards, the terror
of seafaring men.—Le Matin.

whoeras

Cultivating Sponges.

An interesting investigation now
being made carried on in Florida by
the Bureau of Fisheries bhas for its
object the discovery and development
of methods by which the valuable
sheepswool sponge may be cultivated
artificlally.

The method which promises the
most satisfactory results, says Dr,
Everman in The National Geographic
Magazine, is that of using cuttings.
Large sheepawool sponges are cut in
to small pieces, which are fastened to
an insulated wire fixed in the water,
so that the sponges are supported 2
few inches above the bottom. These
small bits, placed at close intervails
along the wire, soon heal and form an
organic attachment to {t, and very
soon begin to grow. It is too soon to
predict just what the results will be,
but the indications are so far very
encouraging, and it is belleved that
the time iz not far distant when the
sponge fisheries of Florida will be
~astly increased in productiveness and
value

Takes Two Days to Ascend.

The Alps comprise 180 mountains
from 4,000 to 15,732 feet high, the lat-
ter being Mont Blane, the highest spot
in Burope. The summit is a sharpe
ridge, like the roof of a house, of
nearly vertical granite rocks. The as-
cent requires two days' time and the
assistance of six to eight guides. It
was first ascended by two natives,
Jacques Belmat and Dr. Packard, on
August 8, 1786,

Imports of palm ofl into the United
States imcreased from 3,081,252 pounds
fn 1901 to 37,822,806 pounds in 1803,
The 1903 imports were valued at $2,-
088,506. .




