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JONS OF THE SACRED HEART.
Evfsauged for each day of the Month of
June; to which is added a Novena in
honor’ of the Sncred Hoart of Josus......
EVOTION TO THE SACRED HEART
D OF JESUS. By Secondo  Franco, S.J.
Translated from the Italian..........
SACRED HEART OF JESUS and the
SACRED HEART OF MARY. Trans-
lated from the Italian of Father Lanzi..
IRTUES AND DEFECTS OF A
TEE}’JUNG GIRL, AT SCHOOL AND AT
HOME. By a Chaplain.....
THE DUTIES OF YOUNG L-IEN;
Trapslated from the Italicn of Silvie Pe-
lice. By R. A. Vain. With selections
from Lacordaire’s Letters to Young Men. 0
NS ON ECCLESIASTICAL SUB-
SEB¥I~%TS. ES)' Henry Edward, Archbi_spop
of Westminster. American Edition,
Vol.I....evoo Efthgm_ 2
HOUSE OF YORKE; from the Ca
TH%I:}: World, Iustrated. . veriieaeneen 3
STANCE SHERWOOD : An Autobio-
(,‘ONgmpl:y of the 16th Century, By pady
Georgians Fullerton. With four illus-
HAONS. « 1 vvee caronn cnoennon f St G .. 2
RENCE O'NEILL. The Rose of St. Ger-
meaius; or, the Siege of Limerick. By
Agnes M. Stewart..... arees it seanes 1.
TORY OF BLESSED MARGARET
HISI?ARY. A Religious of the order of_tl-xe
Visitation of St. Mary ; and of the origin
of the Devotion to the Sacred Heart by
Fatler Ch. Danicl, S, J., Translated by
the Authoress of the « Life of Catherine
Mc.-_\uluy" ..........................
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THE HIGHLAND CONVOY.

A few months ago I indulged myself in a
gil down the Firth of Clyde in ono of the
countless steamers of the river.  To me this is
like a returning voyage up the stream of time ;
for every murmur of these haunted waters is
laden with the voices of other years, and from
every nook of the varied shores thers start
forth to meet me the spirits of the past. I am
in 4 dream, which is net all a dream, for the
ploes are substantial realities, although the
persons are shadows; und the speetral show
rdfives no interruption from the cold stony
images of humanity by whom I am surreunded
on the deck, for those belong in a remarkable
maoner to the present world, and to the new
form into which socicty las been cast in the
tourse of the last thirty years.

On the occasion referved to, the somewhat
mncommon eircumstance occurred of my ex-
cunging looks, and finully words, with one of
my fellow-passengers.  Ffe was a man_ well on
to fifty years of age; but although his head
was already sprinkled with the snows of time,
his step was elastic, his eyes clear, though
serious, and his forehead smooth and white, as
if it possessed some nuatural power of repulsion
to throw off the eares of the world, that draws
the brows of other meu into wrinkles. What
attracted me, however, wus his air of solitari-
ness, his ubstraction from the things and per-
tons of the present, and I knew by intuition
that he was conversing, like myself, with the
world of shadows. This aetually proved to be
the case, He had left the Clyde (the opposite
shore from mine) in early youth, and after a
long pursuit of happiness and fortune, returned:
a few years, convineed that the former was an
illusion, and the latter mercly independence,
inespective of the amount of income, We
were soon well acquainted; nay, old friends,
And what wondar ? since our companionship
led us to trace back together for one score and
ten years the stream of time, and made us feel,
a8 we paced the deck side by side, that every
step conducted us further from the living,

After some hours had been spent in this
Wiy, my uew-old friend was curious to learn
the circumstances of my returs; but I had
nothing to relate beyond the disagreeable im-
Pressions 1ade upon e by the people, in their
trinsition state between picturesque rudeness
and cold refinement—a stute in which they had
lost the cordial warmth of ¢he one, before gain-
1ng the elegance of the, other.

“It is net that I mean,” said he. ¢ But
after so long an abeence, 2nd =0 uncxpected
feturn, did you meet with nothing remarkable,
%9 lncident, no adventure,no ?"' 1 smiled, and
Iy companion looked grave.

“It was too lute in the day!” T replicd,

touching ostentatiously with my glove a whisker
which is not yot witerly gray.
. It is not that T mean,” he repeated, more
Unpatiently, and with some touch of disdain,
‘We are both of us, it is to be hoped, too old
OF romance, and too wise for' the delusions of
2 %ex placed among mankind as a trial and a
', 2 mockery and a punishment. You met,
then, with nothing remarkable ?—nothing to
Ygualize your return ?—uothing to stand for-
¥ard 2s 2 landmark in your memory conuect-
103 the epochs of your life from boyhood even
* middlo age? “Would but I eould say the
8amg " .

“Say anything but the same,” eried I, I
;llf thunkful that you have an adventure to re-
1;‘&@: wd you ought to be thankful that you
; Ve & listener to hear it. Let us sit down,
or the evening has stolen

upon us unawares,

and there is nothing more to be seen on these
dusky shores,”

It was in the dusk,” began my companion,
when we had seated ourselves side by side—

“ At what scason ?”’

“ When the autumn was fur advanced ; when
the Clyde, like our own heads, my friend, had
put on her livery of gray and brown; and
when the nights were long and echill, but
stecped in the radiance of a harvest moon. My
clder brother is a petty laird in the country
we have been talking of, on the Highland or
right bank of the river, and his house standsin
2 wild nook of the hills a little more than fifteon
miles from the shore. I had informed him by
letter of the time I expected to be with him;
and, thanks to the regularity of this kind of
navigation, I lunded in a small boat from the
stermer on the appointed day. This was the
first time I had touched Seottish ground for
thirty years; and even at the rude hamlet,
well known to me in my early days, I ebserved
some of the changes that were afterwards so
obtrusive. Indeed the only. individual among
the lookers-on who harmonized completely with
my boyish recollections was a wild-looking High-
lander; and ever bim, in consequence of the
change that had taken place in e, I could not
help regarding with o feeling of distrust and
dislike, And yet the fellow, with his crect
athletic figure, his unkempt locks, flowing from
bepcath a broad blue bonnet, his mist-colored
plaid, drawn from one shoulder over a broad
chest, with the ecnd hanging down gruee-
fully behind, and bis trews, furled up to
his knee, so as to display the naked leg
and foot of a young Hercules, presented a
fine spceimen of the wunrccliimed Gael—
I believe, however, that my suspicions were at
first excited by nothing more than the eager
attention with which le regarded my baggage
as I guve it into the churge of the boatman,
and the avidity with which he listened to, and
appeared to treasure up, my directions as to its
being tuken care of till sent for on the follow-
ing day. When his keen cye caught mine
fixed upon him with severity, he looked down
instantaneously, as if afraid ef betraying his
thoughts, and shrank aside with a sudden ab-
jeetness of deference which by no means dis-
armed my suspicion.

Seon after, a new circuinstance ocearred to
draw my attention to this man. Iaving taken
some refreshment in the little public-house, to
prepare me for a walk of fifteen miles over a
mountainous country, I pulled out my purse,
to be ready to pay my reckoning as I weat out.
I had no more silver, and while hunting in a
handful of gold for a half-sovereign to change,
the little window darkened, aud I looked up;
the Highlander stood outside, with his nose
literally flattened against the glass, and his eyes
fastened upon the treasure with a wolf-like
glare that made me start. Ilis expression,
naturally wild and fierce, was at this moment
tinged with an exulting joy. throwiug an illu-
minution, like that of a torch, over the whole
face. A forcboding of evil crossed my mind;
but instead of attending to it, I rose up like a
man in a dream, and went out mechanically. I
paid my reckoning, and took my way to the
hills.”” ~ Here the narrator paused aud looked
towards the darkening shore, as if tracing tn
imagination some route full of puin snd peril.

¢« Qome,” said I at length, “ proceed; I
should not wonder if we hear n little more, be-
fore nll is done, of your bare-legged vagubond

« Hurry me not,” replied my friend solemn-
ly; it must come as it will, or not at all. = As
you praceed in this direction from the Clyde,
the country is much confused with h}lls, woous,
and masses of rock ; but it is not till you ar-
rive at the glen through which the mountain
tributary rushes that waters my brother’s pro-
perty, that you observe the grunder features of
the picture. In the meantime, n folloswing
the wild road I had often traversed whena boy,
I was struck with the shrunken character of
the objects. These hills appeared to Ine to
be small, and those woods mere shrubberies, on
which ny inagination had hitherto dwelt as so
many mountuins and forests, and a strong feel-
ing of disuppointment began to gather upon
my mind, when ny thoughts wereled suddenly
into 4 new channel. Qun reaching the summit
of an eminence lofty enough to afford a more
extensive view than the huddled nature of the
seenery usually permitted, 1 saw a pl:udec!
figure disappearing behind an angle of 2 roek
in the distance. L saw this object only fpr au
instant, bnt I could not he mistuken; 1t was
the Highlander, I even thought he turned bis
head over his shoulder, as if to wateh whether
T was following; but in this I may have been
mistaken. Now I am not more deficient in
animal courage than another ; but I had gold
in my pocket, and papers of still more value,
and although armed, like him, with a scrv1fc3e-
able stuff; I was conscious that I had been or
many yeurs out of training, aud should be lﬁs
easily plucked as a pigeon by that Gaelic v I
sare, In short, without a second thought,
forsook the beaten road, and trusting to my
recollection of the fuce of the count:y, made

r my destination by o circuitous route.
fo n IZ was now late {n the afternoon, and if I
would reach my brother’s house before the de-
parture of day-light ; it was necessary ‘to step

out, I did so to some purpose; but after
more than an hour’s hard walking I begun to
have some doubt as to the landmarks, and lost
considerable time in nscending » hill to obtain
a general view of the district. I found that
my detour had been greater than I contem-
plated; but still I was right in the' main, and
I clearly saw a gap in the mountains beyond,
in which was the resting-place I sought. But
the strong lights on the higher ground, con-
trasted by the deep shadows below, made me
begin to ealeulate time and distance in some
anxiety; and when at length T descended to the
level of the route I had chosen, it was not
without uneastuess I found that day-light had
entirely deserted the lower regions of the
carth, Had this change eome on gradually, I
should perhaps have telt little; but one mo-
nient to have the ruddy beams of the still visi-
ble sun in my cyce, and tlhe next to be plunged
in permanent and stil] deepening gloom, was, in
circumstances like mine, a little trying to the
nerves; but at that moment I saw on the sum-
mit of a Lill before me, just touched, and no
more by the level rays of the west, 2 huntan
figure. This would, in any ease, have been a
picturesque and striking object, bathed as it
was in mellow light, which appeared to sever it
from the dark rounded mass on which it stood;
but the outline of the plaid and bounet in-
vested it at the moment with a character of the
preternatural ; and as I stood cuzing with dis-
tended eyes, I funcied that the Highlander
was penetrating, with the glanee of » bird of
prey, the gloom in which I stood. ~But this
absurd notion lasted not longer than a minuce.”

“T use the freedom of saying,” said T, tak-
ing advantage of a catehing of the breath
which interrupted the narration—¢ 1 use the
freedom of saying thuat it gives me much plea-
sure to hear it! I am tired of that thievish
caterar, and I would we had you at the death-
grips without more ado.”

s T was tired likewise,” continued my com-
pinicu, “and with more cause than you.—
Whetler he had actuslly seen me I could net
tell; but this I know, that when treading soon
after a belt of fir, I snw him waiting for we at
the epening as distinctly as I now sce you, On
this occasion I did not shun him. My pride
was touched, and my temper chafed; and
grasping my staff by the middle, T advanced to
try the fate of battle, if it was that be wanted.
When I reached the end of the belt, the pluided
ficure was gope. It hod flitted to o distance
of twice the spuce I had traversed, and was
just disappearing behind a mountain rock.

¢ But either owing to the funiliarity of the
appearance, er to the presence of danger of an-
other kind, I soon ccused to think much of the
Highlander, I wus now entering upon the
wild and romuntie portion of the lundscape;
and those features, the contemplation of which
in the daytime would have filled me with a poe-
tical enjoyment, had now mmeh more of the
terrible than sufficed for the composition of the
sublime. I could already hear, borne ou the
wailing night-wind, the roar of the mountain
river, and was cnlering the savage valley, or
rather alen on a larger seale, through which it
wanders, now sweepingin a full decp stream, and
now tumbling in headlong rupids. The ford 1
sought, as nearly as I could judge, was at least
two miles distant; and between was a country
not very easy of travel even in the daylight,
and at this ancertain hour, full of danger fer
the unaceustomed wayfarer. Lumenting the
folly which had exposed me to such perils, for
the sake of escaping the perhaps imaginary one
of aconflict with the Highland rebber, I pushed
cautiously on, now glaring ut sowe indcfinite
shadow in my path, which might be the open-
ing of an abyss, and now starting as the roar
of waters broke upon my car, coming up, as” it
were, from the chasm at my feet. Have you
ever traversed a wild uncven country when the
twilight was fading inte night

“Yes,” said I, « and one not very far from
yours—within the huge shadow of Ben Lo-
ziond.”

¢« Then I need umot describe the bewilder-
meni of mind under which a mun lubors, the
shock with which he strikes against a stone,
while supposing that he is stepping down u de-
clivity, and the headlong descent into wliich he
plunges, while raising his foot to clitb. In
my case the uncertainty was all the more per-
plexing, from the knowledge I had that I was
in the near neighborhood of preeipices, diving
sheer down several hundred feet to the bed of
the river. It now became darker; the gusty
wind came move wailingly over the heath; and
although the harvest moon had long risen, the
glare,she gave at long intervals through the
densely-packed clouds only served to prophesy
the danger it did net reveal.”

* And the Highland thief? Where was he
by this time ?"’

« T cannot tcll. Sometimes I thought I saw
his figure sketched upon the dull sky bebind;
and sometimes I heard—perhaps only in ima
ginaticn—his footsteps clese by my side. My
thoughts, however, were now concentrated upon
2 much more imminent peril; for the night
came down upon my path in thick darkness,
and at length the moon ccased to emerge from
the rack that hurried across the sky: but when
the stratum of cloud was less dense than usual,

merely signified her whereabout by a faing
spectral gleam, that wrapped the world for an
instant in o formless winding-shuct, and then
left it to the blackness of the grave. My situ-
ation was very tantalixing, for 1 could not be
at any great distance from what T knew to bea
safe and easy ford, at the opposite side of which
my brother’s lands commenced. Tt was im-
possible, however, to advance otherwise than
slowly and ecautiously ; for although I could
not tell the exact locality I was in, T kuew that
somewhere in this neighborhood there were
frightful precipices, plunging sheer down into
the river, and every now and then I continued
to hear the ominous voice of the waters ascend-
ing from depths ghat scemed close at my feet.
It wus impossible, however, that this could
continue mwuch longer. I had now been for a
cousiderable time in the tract of the cligs, and
1 should soon, no doubt, find the country be-
gin to open, and sink into the smoothly-swell-
ing mounds of turf that swept down like billows
to the ford.

I hud, in fuct, arrived at what appeared to
me to be this point in my journey, for in front
I suddenly missed—or imagined that I did so
—the dark masses of shadow which the rocks
and jungle had hitherto left upon the sky. I
pushed forward with more eonfidence, although
it was now alwost piteh dark. I endeavored
to persuade myself that I rccognized the very
stones over which I stumbled; and when tura-
ing the angle of a rock which I could feel like o
wall upon my right hand, and almost sce
through the yloom, ¥ was about to thank God
that my difficulties were at an end. At that
moment a wild ¢ry swote upon my car, and
turning my head with a superstitious thrill, T
saw, by one of the momentary glimpses of the
moon, the plided figurestanding in  relief
against thesky. Theidea, immediately flashed
through my brain that I, in my sheltered situ-
ation, must be unseen by him, and that it
would be to the last degree absurd to dure the
issue of an encounter which he had scomed to
defer purposely till 1 was completely worn out,
and almost faimting from fatigue. Onward,
therefore, I plunged; but on turning the angle
of the wull of rock, there was another and a
very different ery. Tt was the roar of wuters,
softened by distance, and yet sceming to come
from some fathomless abyss at my very fect,
{ could not resist my impetus, for the ground
sloped, although T had the presenee of mind
to throw myself down ; but even this was un-
availing, and I rolled over the precipice.”

Here the narrator paused to wipe his brow,
although the evening as cold. T hegan to feel
uervous. The lights oo the shore seemed to
dunce hefore my eyes; and I acknowledged
that I awaited the sequel of the adventure in
sume trepidation.

“You aro over the precipice,”’ said T at
length.

“Yes; but helding on, like grim-death, to
the top, and digeing my foet inte its creviees.
Yet to what purpose 7 My head was rather
under than above the summit of the eliff; and
being uble to find a resting place only for the
points of my toes, T had no purchase for an
cffort to chwb, What possibility eof escape
was there left 7 Kven had 1 heen able to hang
on for an indefinite time, T wight be bleaching
there for weeks in that wild and lonely country
before attracting observation, T cried for help,
hoping thut the robber himself might hear me ;
but the sound fell dull and dead aguinst the
rock, wnd the kelpie voices below scemed to
seream in derision.  This was the rest to which
I hud returned after thirty years' battling with
the world ; this was the salutation T received
from my native river! T think my brain begnn
to wander, #s the convictions wathered force
thut I could not mueh longer maintain my
hold 5 for I replied to the shricking cries that
rosc from the abyss, and yelled hoarsely, not in
hope, but defiance.  But this mood was not of
long duration ; it was the last cymptom of the
fever which burned in my blood, throngh over-
excitement of mind and hody; mwnd s wmy
limbs hegun to stiffen, and my fingers to lose
sensution, a dreamy calm deseended upon my
soul.

“Then rose the spirits of memory upon the
night. Some therc came from the village
churchyard, cmbosomed in the gap of the moun-
tins; they were my mother, two sisters and a
buby phuntom, who opened its arms as of yore,
and tried to szy ¢ Brother!” Some there cume
from beneath the tumbling surges of the Atlw-
tic; they were my futher und a young cousin.
Some there eame from the southern country,
some from far lands, some from cities, some
from hamlets ; hey were my friends, encmies,
rivals, benefuctors—fellow-wayfurers in the jour-
ney of life, How terrvible it is to ineet the
dead! There was not one of that company I
saw without self-reproach, Oh that ¥ had list-
ened to those suintly counsels which were want
to be poured into my ear in bed, till they ming-
led with the hymns of angels in my childish
dreams! Oh that T had left harsh words un-
spoken, low sentiments unthought, ignoble deeds
undope!  And she }—is it possible that I judg-
ed her wrongly? Could that seeming phan-
tom of delight be indeed a fiend of the abyss ?
or are the songs of poets true when they tell
that faith, mercy and gentleness are attributes

of women, and that

“ Love is no cheat, and happiness no dream 2

“ DMy dear friend,” said I, when ho began to
quote poctry, “ were not your fingers benumbed
by this time ?”

“They were altogether devoid of sensntion
and yet T felt that they were slipping s]owlj;
from their hold. At that moment a faint and
momentary glimpse of the moon revealed a face
looking down upon me from the brink of the
elif—u fhee which I reeognized distinetly ag
that of’ the plaided Highlander. But what
wattered this? I was surrounded by fuces of
all sorts, and the faint rour of the waters be-
neath was heavy with human voices, That this
appivition was as unsubstantial as the rest, wag
evident from its looking st me with a stranee
and eager stare, without moving hand or foot
cither to rescue or destroy me ; and yeb it was
not without a shudder that T saw it leap wildly
from the precipice, and folt the wavine of ity
plaid as it shot past me into the abyss. °

“¥at ta deil is Cou stioking to the stancs
for, like a wal-eat 2 cried the wmocking spee-
tre beneath mo: and it drew my feet, with a
sudden jerk, from the side of the precipice.—
My benumbed fingers could no longer support
the dead weight of my body ; and as they slipp-
ed from their hold, a wild scream broke from
my lips, aud mingled with the manifold voices
of the river below, T fell, and sl was over.”
Here the narrator paused, and wiped his brow
again.

¢ You were over,” said T, with a gasp, s a
sudden suspicion flached facross my mind that
my friend was insane!  “\What beene of
you? Were you brained, or drowned, or hur-
ried away m an eddy of the night-wind by the
spectre Guel 7”7

“ T lost my senses for a time, aud when T re-
opened y eyes, the whole seene was steeped in
u flood of moonlight. I wus lying upon one of
the billowy mounds of turf that sweep down to
the lurd; and looking up, I saw the edge of the
facc af rock from which T had fallen at a height
of little more than six feet ! Tad T been uble
to put down 1y feet only a few inches, T should
have {elt the solid earth; but this being impos.
sible without loosing my hold of the summit,
I had huug for more than an hour in a position
as terrible ag the mind of man ean conceive, al-
thougeh its terrors were purely iraginary.”

“And the Highlander I wnid I, a little dis-
concerted, if the truth must be told, at my
friend’s safety,

*Ife was u favorite servant of my brother's,
and had been deputed to conduct me liomne;
although fecling, as he did instintively, the
mistrust and dislike with which I regarded him
from the outset, and rendered diffident by lus
almost total ignorance of Buglish, he had ex-
ccuted his wmission by watching over me I'rom
a distance.  Alter all, had it wot been for the
kindliness of this faithiul fellow’s nature, unit-
ed with his strength of limb, T must have pass-
ed the rest of the night on the hill-side, nnd
thus submitted to a consummation T had suffor-
cd 80 1uch to avoid.  But lie supported me to
the ford; and then catehingme up in his arms,
as T drew buck, alraid of my fecbleness, bore
me ucross the torrent, striding frem stonc to
stone with a firmness and rapidity of step that
wera altogether marvellous,

“And so cnded the convoy of Donald Mac-
Donald 2

“Not quite. Although a tender weleowe, a
2o0d supper, and cosy bed restored me to my
usual vigor, that wis not the last night I stuck
to these awful stones “like a walent.” To
this day, when my health is out of order, or my
wind duarkened with the shadows of the world,
the midnight rock, the plaided Gael, and the
spectre fuces of the past, reburn upon my dreams
—and perhaps T do not feel mysell’ to be the
worst man for having endured the herrors of
the Highland Convoy.” L. R.

FATHER BURKE'S LECTURE

ON
“The Pope. — The Crown which
He Wears, and of which no
Man can Deprive Him.”

(From the N.¥. Mctropolitan Record.)

The following magnificent lecture was deli-
vered by the Very Rlev. Father Burke in the
Brooklyn Acudemy of Music, Long before
the appointed time every available foot of
stunding room in the spacious building was oc-
cupied by an cuger and expeetant audience
numbering between three and four thousand
ladies and gentlemen. The Rev. gentleman
spoke as follows :—

My Frignns: You are here, as an ijlustra-
tion of the old proverb, that a man can get used
to anything. We say in Ireland that the cels
got used to being skinned. (Laughter). I
have heard of a mun who was seven times
tossed by a mad ox, and he swore on the four
Evungelists that he was tossed so often that he
got to like it. The last time thut I was in
this great hull, when I looked up and saw the
mass of friends that were around me, I confess
that I was a litdle frightened. This evening T
have got used to it. (Laughter.) I have also
got used to your kjnduess; got used to it—
yes, and I hope I shall never abuse it,



