
No mention was made by the DailyMail or itscolonial
copyists that Father Volponi promptlyappealedagainst thesentenceot the lower court as being contrary to evidence. TheItalian papers— including our exchange, the Vera Roma—
announced so far ba<_k as November the fact that FatherVolponi had been completely and honorablyacquittedby theCourt of Appeal on the ple.i of inesistcnza di reato— that is,
On t>0 oi:e-tioi of fact. So ♥-!-,good. 13-t tKc discreditable
part of the wholebusiness is this: that not one of the news-
p.tpus,ciLliei in the Home Lounuics 01 in iliest colonies, thatraised the hullabaloo over the wholly unjustifiable condemna-
tion of Father Volponi by a lower court, has published a lineregardinghis acquittal by the Court ot Appeal.

3ur clever contemporary, the Philadelphia
Catholic Standard,quotes the followingper-
sonal note from our columns: 'Mr. Alfred
\ustin, the Poet Laureate, is 65. He is so
ittle and slight in figure that'he has beennicknamed "The Pocket Edition," and though a thorough

sportsman, he prefershis gardens to almost anythingelse. Mr.Austin was born in Leeds,his fatherbeingawealthymerchant,
and after trying the Bar for a time he became a journalist andpoet.' It then appends the following editorial note: 'Sosays a contemporary which has always truly deserved thedescriptionof esteemed— the New Zealu-dTablet. Nothing
could have caused greater astonishment to its friends than to
see such astatement in columns hitherto distinguished forgood
taste as wellas accuracy in statement. No one whois capable
of appreciation of poetry would describe Mr. Austin as a poet.
Poet and Poet Laureate are two widely ditierent things, as hehas convincinglyproved. The world used to laughat Martin
F. Tupper's pretensions to the title, but he wasa Horace as
compared with Austin. The Poet Close is possibly the only
approximateanalogy which the list of English bards, real andsham, can furnish.'

Our bright Philadelphiacontemporary is right:'poet and
poet-laureate are two widely different things.' It is easy to
classify Alfred the Third and his

'
splay-foot rhymes.' But it

is by no means so easy to describe by a single word the posi-
tion that he occupies in the republic of letters. * Poetaster

'
hits off the situation pretty accurately; but the word is obso-
lescent. 'Rhymer ' and ' rhymester' are likewise on their
way to the lumber-room of discaided terms.

'Pote
'

would
shock our compositors and scandalise our schoolboy readers.
Mangan's term, 'bardlm^,' is sc ircely down to our laureate's
capacity. And ' versitiei

'
is amuiguous. On the whole, we

may as well agree to cill this 'loitured torturer of reluctantrhymes' a poet— by couitesy, just as we agree to designate
certain agglomerates ot prinu.d paper and binding

'
books.'

We owe some little sympathy to one who is struggling so
bra\ely, though so hopclessl}, against the influence ot his
natal star.

Among the middleage Persians poetry was far too serious
an aftair for the small try of the rhyming fraternity to trifle
with. The penalty for machine-made rhymes of theTupper-
Austin brand was crucifixion

—
with the offending verses

nailed over the culprit's head. Or the rhyme-spinner was
buried alive in the earth up to the chin, with his manu-
script at his feet, and trained elephants were made to
walk upon his head until he was killed ' fatally dead.' For-
tunately for the budding poets, British royalty is not so
particular in thematter of rhymeas the Persian. The laureate-
ship, like kissing, goes by favor rather than by merit. Eng-
land's crowned heads have had a sort of traditional regard for
thesmallpoets. Sir John Denham, for instance, who was a
literary ancestor of Mr. Austin, was in high favor with Charles
I. In one of the frajs with the Roundheads, Withers— a
Puritan officer who was the writer of anunconscionableamount
of prosy doggerel— was taken prisoner by theCavaliers. He
was condemned to die by the halter. But Sir John success-
fully besought the King to spare the wretched versifier'slife,'

because
'— as aquaint oldhistory naively puts it— 'so longas

Withers lived,Denham could not be accounted the worst poet
in England.'

Several sorry versifiers were during the nineteenthcentury
placed— heaven knows why— upon the British Civil List.
Among them was one who filled the description given by
Reginald Scot in his curious Discovenc of Witchcraft :he
could 'rhyme any man or beast to death.' This was one
Robert Young, otherwise 'Old True Blue.' He was the'laureate

'
of the Orange lodges, and publishedavolume of'poems

'
for the use of the satfron-scarved brethern in the

sixties. Among the gems of his poetic fancy is one in which
he tunes his lyre to sing of the great day on the Boyne,

When William's ctghtrtn thousandmen
Crushed James's fin-ami"twenty 1

Another of his 'poems
'
hadat the endof eachverse the follow-

ing soul-stirring refrain:
Tow,row, row, row. row !
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administration of justice,evenif it wouldnot absolutely make
it what ithas longbeenin Ireland

—
that home of jury-packing

—'a mockery,a delusion, and a snare.' Rumor hath it that a
little knot of hard-headed,strong-jawed Orange jurors, who
'sat out' for a disagreement, were responsible for the lame
and impotent ending of a recent case from which Catholic
jurymen were strictly excluded. The rumor may be quite
fcjuundlcSb. Bui plentiful usances of the ;r..ir\ cWg'zz CTpibilitiesof Orange jurymen are scattered in rank abundance
over the judicial annals ot Ireland during the past liumiieJ
years. The following instance, which we select out of many,
will,perhaps, scarcely find aparallel in the wholehistory of the
jury system. It is given in the Third Report ot the Irish
Parliamentary Committee of 1835 on Orange Lodges. It
occurred in the case of the King v.Hall, who was charged
with having- entered a Catholic church and stolen therefrom
vestments, etc. The case was tried at Rnniskillen before
JudgeFletcher andan Orange jury— 'goodmen inbad times.'
The prisoner was an Orangeman,and in the dock 'worean
Orange ribbon on his breast.' He pleaded guilty to the
charge. JudgeFletcher thereupon told the jury that they had
nothing to try,as theprisoner's admission was, in point of law,
sufficient for his conviction. The jury immediatelyreturned a
verdict of not guilty! Judge Fletcher knew the ways of
Orange juries tolerably well. But he was not prepared for
this. 'Thank God, gentlemen,'said he, ' that is your verdict,
not mine. " Gentlemen,'hecontinued, 'Iwill not treatyou in
this case as my highly esteemed departed friend, Judge Fox,
treateda jury of this country. Iwillnot placard yournames
on the session-house or grand-juryroom door. Youshall not
havean opportunity of draggingme beforeParliament. But I
will immediatelyorder the sheriff to discharge you fromdoing
any further dutyat these assizes.' The jury was accordinglydischarged. So was the self-convicted thief. As soon as he
reached the street he was hoisted on the shoulders of the
brethrenand carriedthrough Enniskillen in triumph.

Within more recent years the conductof Orange jurors
has time and again been made the subject of scathingcon-
demnationfrom the judicialbench. A sound principle,which
we in these colonies seem to be in some danger ot forgetting
just now,was enunciatedby the Attorney-Generalfor Ireland
in the blistering comments made by him in Parliamenton the
scandalousconduct of the packed jury who tried their brethren,
theOrange rioters of iß6g 'It is,' said he, ' the greatest mis-
fortune that could befall the administration of the law, that
religious considerations should enter into the selection of
juries.'

The unreliability of newspaper news has
been the theme of perennial complaint ever
since the d\\^ oi the first Some
■?4<> years ago Samuel Batler, ni the second

part of his HudiLuui,, flailed thu^e
Diurnals writ for regulation
Of lying tj inform the nation.

And twenty years before the publication of his splendid satire,
theauthorof the Sacra Nemesis,or Levitss'Scourge,

'
defined

'

the journalists of his day as ' base spies, hired to invent and
ventbase lies through the whole kingdom.'

The art of newspaper falsehoodhas been developedalong
many and various lines since the days of Samuel Butler.
According to Mark Twain, there are now 869 different forms
of lying. There are few of these that the modern newspaper
has not at least a nodding acquaintance with. A favorite
methodnowadays is the publication of some injurious report
which is subsequently proved to be untrue. Nevertheless,
nothing is withdrawn,nothing is qualified,and the slander is
left to follow its course. This is especially the case with state-
ments that reflect unfavorably on the Catholic Churchor clergy.
A recent instance in point is beforeus at this moment. Father
Volponi, an Italian priest, was some time ago unjustly sen-
tencedby a hostile and a hot-headed tribunal to six months'
imprisonment on a tiumped-upcharge of having condoned the
assassination of the late King Humbert. The London Daily
News— which the Ciorno calls 'the caluminator of Italy '-—
seized on the item, pulled it about and distorted it till it
acquired a forbiddinglysensational look,and sent it abroad to
tne ends of the earth. Several New Zealand papers echoed
the whooping statements of the mail. One of them —which,
by the way,is noted for its occasional fits of virulence against
Catholics— accompanied the publicationwith a snuffling pre-
tence of regret which remindsone of the walrus's address to
theoysters in Lewis Carroll's fairy tale :—:

—
'Iweep for you,' the walrus said:'
Ideeply sympathise.'

With sobs and tearshe sorted out
Those of the largest size,

Holding his pocket-handkerchief
Beforehis streaming eyes.
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