
THE ROMAN CATHOLICS.
From the new volume of

'
The Catholic Directory,' the

'
Maccles-

field Guardian' learns that in the Sacred College of Cardinals,
which whenfullconsists of seventymembers, there are atpresent
fourteen vacancies, including' that which was occasioned latelyby
the decease of Cardinal Patrizi. An explanationis givenof the
different gradesamongthe cardinals, clearingupa matterwhichis
verypuzzling to Protestants. The three orders of cardinals

—
bishops,priests,anddeacons

—
are distinct from the orders of the

hierarchy. Thesix cardinal bishops are those whose dioceses are
the six

"suburban sees;" thenthere areSO cardinalpriests,whose
titles aretakenfrom churchesinBorne,ofwhich theyareappointed
superiors; and 14 cardinal deacons, who are appointed to the
churchescalled"deaconries." Of the 56 living cardinals, 7 were
created byPope Gregory XVI. and 49 byPius IX. The present
number ofpatriarchs,primates,archbishops,and bishops through-
out the world, including those who areretired and those whohold
the title of sees inpartibus infidelium, is estimated at 1,142. Bat
the number of residential sees of patriarchs, archbishops, and
bishops is only 894, and of these no fewer than 126 are in the
British Empire

—
viz.,13 in England, 28inIreland,3 inScotland,

and44inour coloniesanddependencies. -The number of Catholic
peers is 36,of whom 26 have seats intheHouse ofLords. There
are47 Catholic baronets,7 Catholicmembers of thePrivy.Council,
and 50 Catholic members of Parliament, all of whom represent
Irish constituencies. The number of priests in England. Wales,
andScotlandis 2,088,and thenumber of public churches,chapel*,
etc.,is 1,315. This shows anincrease as comparedwithlostyear
of 64priestsand21churchesandchapels.

Itis said that Eaxl Dudley of England, who is60 yearsold,
has offered tobet $25,000 to $25 that the son of Napoleon111. will
be proclaimedEmperor of France during theEarl'slifetime, and
that the odds were at once accepted by the Princeof Wales and
by threeotherpersons.

Friday, March 23, 1877. NEW ZEALAND TABLET.
"flinging stones, glass bottles, delft ware,and allmannerofdes- j
tractivemissilesonthe foe." But the annihilation of his Braden- jburghers by the explosionof theminelaidunderthebatteriesthey
hadunsuspectingly and exultingly penetrated,openedWilliam's
eyesto thenatureof Limerick valor andLimerick skillinwar, and
he soonraised the siege,andset off for London.

Besiegedasecond time, twelve months after, thecity capitu-
latedonhonorableterms to DeGinckle. A largeroughstone, on
Mhich,in the simple mannerof thosedays, theparchmentcontain-
W.g the severalarticlesof the treaty was laid while being signed,* stillshown,onaspobon the Clare side of the River, where the
meetingof the generals took place. With muchpride andmany
aeulogyon panic faith, the treaty stone is indicated to visitors.
The fortyarticlesof this treatyconfirmed many civil rights to the
citizensandsoldiers,and to Catholics "suchprivileges in the ex-
ercise of their religion as are consistent with the lawsof Ireland,
or as they enjoyed in the reignof CharlesII."

Sink into oblivion, O test oath! yePenalLaws, tellnotyour
dismal tale! and let us reverently believe that the Treaty of
Limerick hasbeen kept inviolate up tothepresentday. But,let
us admit with every honest Irish mind, that it wasnotWilliam
who broke faith with the Irish, but the Anglo-Irish Protestant
faction,everinimicalto the interests of religionandpatriotismin
Ireland.

When theTreatyhadbeenratifiedby theLord Chief Justices
of Ireland,Sarsfield sailed from Ireland with his brave soldiers.
The history of many a Continental battle-field since has shed
illustriousfame onIreland through the deeds andprowess of the
IrishBrigade.

The modern city of Limerick extendsalong thebanksof the
Shannon. Handsome, regularly-built streets intersect eachother
atright angles. A monument to O'Connell is the rallyingpoint
of many a patriotic demonstration, and forms one of the chief
attractions in the principal thoroughfare of the city, George's
street,nearly amile inlength. Numerous handsome churches and
conventsattest thepiety andliberality of the citizens. The grand
new Cathedral,built inone of the most ancient parts ofthe city,
near the historic St. John's Gate, has been erected principally
through the aid of small contributions, given in faithfully and
regularly during many years,by the poorer classes. Itis oneof
thefineststructuresof thekindinthe tTnitedKingdom.

The beauty of the Limerick womenis of equalcelebrity with
the Cork chivalry;its fame has not beenexaggerated. Indeed,
nobettereducated,no more liberal,more patriotic,more Catholic
apeopleexistsanywhere thaninthe"Cityof theViolatedTreaty,"
on thebanksof the "lordly Shannon."

Poets' Corner.

,TBE OLD BELL-RINGER.

BT MABT CECIL HAT.
The oldCathedralwhiteandsilent lies,
Itsslender towerspointing totheskies,

Crowned oneachpinnacle withheav*nly light.
The moonlooks downandsmiles her silver smile.Touching the world to loveliness the while;

Tetbreathingsuchasilence fromher height
That wecould fancy evenanangel's tread
Noholier calmuponthe air could shed

Than this sweetsilenceofthemoonlitnight.
'Twason this day, just thirty yearsago.
Andall thehindlay warmbeneath the snow.

(See,higher still the shadowssoftly steal!)
They laid mydarling inher narrowbed,' WhileIuponitsbrink felt cold anddead,

Bearingasorrow whichno time couldheal,
(For afew moments withmy weaknessbear,
Iscarce to-night cancross the snowysquare.ThoughImust joinyouin your midnightpeal!)
RememberP Irememberitso well,
Eachtiny snowflakekissedher, as it fell

Uponthe lowlymound that stoodalonej
ForhourlyIdumblyknelt,butcould notpray.
And thenIturnedand wentmy wearyway

—
Missing the handthatused toclaspmy own.

Missing the dear face everatmy side;
Ihadbuther inall the worldso wide!

What wonder thatmyheartseemed turned tostoneP
Thatnight theold year died. Someonehadsaid
ThatI

—
whosecne ewelamblay still anddead

—
Shouldring thebirthday chime of theNew Year.

So, frommy loneliness,Iroseandcame
—

Wouldnotmy griefbeeverywherethe same ?—?
—

Ah! youremember now. Sofull andclear
The joyouschime flewon the frostyair !
YouwonderIyour laughterdidnotshare.
How could youguess this wasmy wordless prayer,

AndthatIknewat last my GodcouldhearP

Aloneandstill,her grave lay farbelow,
Coveredso softlyby thequietsnow,

Covered so gently forher lastrepose;
But

—
farabove— shedweltinwhiterdress.

Inbrighter joy andpurerloveliness;
Andtow'rds this home ourhappy pealarose.

What wonderIcouldliftmy eyesatlast ?
And

—
liftingthem

—
the darkesthour seemedpast—

I'mcoming, friends!
—

How dim themoonlight grow*.

Just thirty times,witheverynew-born year,
HaveIbeen oneamong the ringers here,

Andnoweach tone has grownintoafriend,
A faithfulfriend whosehappy voiceIlove,
Thefriend whobore my first weakprayerabove.

Inthat greatgriefmyFather chose tosend.
Now my last pealsome lonelyheartshall cheer,
And then thoughdying with the dying year

—
IshallhaveborneHis messageto theend.— " Pilot'

THE DEBUT OF AN EMINENT TRAGEDIAN.
Teabs ago— nevermind howmany,forIspeakof thefamous Miss
Homer*and of opera,and both woman and music are unabated;
years ago,then,Iwas a dweller in Cork, and the oldcity wasall
excitementanddelight with the visit of an opera troupe

—
a won- j

derful opera troupe for those days,andeminently acceptableeven
for these, the charmingMissEomer,aforesaid,-wastheprimadonna
therenowned Englishman Leffler,was the bass,and tneequally,
renownedScotchman, Wilson, was the tenor. Several operas had
beengiven, amongthem TheMountain Sylph,Somnambula, etc,and
thenFraDiavolocameonthemanagerialtapis. There wereZerlina, \
Giacomo, Beppo,LordandLady Allcash, the dashingFrahimself,
butnoLorenzo! "NoLorenzo,"sighedMissRomer; "NoLorenzo-
whew!" whistledWilson; "No Lorenzo!

—
an octave lover

—
dia-

pasonedLeffler. Trio
—

Opera can't he done.'"' "Stay," cried the
manager;''there's a young fellow engaged in the company who
has aprettytenor voiceandwho mightbeable tostrugglethrough
it." Trio (desperate)—

"Canheact?" "Don't know. Hehasn't
had a chance yet. He's only twenty; been with me but three
weeks,and has not yet trod on my boards or any other." Trio
(contristezzaj

—
"Oh!

—
Ah! just so! Thanks. Impossible." "Let's!

doit withoutLorenzo,"ponderously suggested the bass. "What!
Cut out my lover

—
my gallant officer! Never!

"
cried theprima

donna. "Suppose we hear this young man sing, Wilson," said
she. "Do," said the manager,"there are two things in his favor—

heis deuced good-lookingandheknowsmusic." Trio (animatoj—
"Bravo, bravo! We'll hear him." The "young man" was

immediately summoned, thestate of affairsexplained,and Wilson
askedhim tosing a song for them.

"
Chance is the rough stone

which decision carves into the image of a god," says aFrench
philosopher. Our young man seized his chance, and sang with
steady voice, the old ballad"The Rose of Allandale." Trio con
spirito

— "Good! excellent!
"

and though the impromtu tenor did
not exactlycarve the Rose of Allandaleintothe imageof agoddess,
themade enoughof the

"
chance" to have the score of the operaimmediately putinto his hands,and withWilsonat thepiano,he,

without a moment's delay,commenced his study of Lorenzo
—

six
lengths of dialogue,a song, and manypages of difficult concerted
music;and four nights after the Corkonians applaudedacapital
Lorenzo. Well, the "young feller with the very pretty tenor
voice" who struggled through Lorenzo was not destined for the
lyric stage after all. Inclinations, stronger than chance, wedded
him to the tragic muse— play-going Great Britain assistingat the
ceremony. The stripling lover has been changed into the great
tragedian,the"pretty tenor"mellowedintothe "bigmanly voice,"
and the "young fellow who had never trod any boards," trans-
formedinto thehero of a thousandtheatres

—
Baket Sullivan.
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