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QUAINT FANCIES AND RHYMES.

BY A COLLECTOR,

VI
THE RouNbEL,

The Roundel is another form for the Rondeau.
Swinburne has given it the right of citizenship in
English letters Dy his book, ¢ A Century of
Roundels,” seemingly drawing both his prosody
and much of his inspiration from Marot and
Villon.  The lines vary from four to sixteen syl-
lables, but are generally identical in length in the
same roundel. Gleeson White does not seem to
take kindly to this variety of metre, calling 1t
merely an ““experiment in rhythm,” although ad-
mitting that it will be recognized in English verse,
and he is unwilling to trace it back to the early
French poets.

We may notice here the Rondelet, a diminutive
of the Rondel, of which this is an example, from
Boulmier :—

Frangois Villon
Sur tous rithmeurs, & qui qu’en poise,
Frangois Villon
Du mieulx disant eut le guerdon,
Né de Paris empres Pontoise,
Il ne feict oncq vers a la toise,
Frangois Villon,

The Rondelet is a seven-line stanza, with four
eight-syllable lines, and three of four syllables on
two rhymes.

It is Algernon Charles Swinburne himself who
will give us a description of this form of verse :—

A roundel is wrought as a ring or a starbright sphere,
With craft of delight and with cunning of sound unsought,
That the heart of the hearer may smile if to pleasure his
ear
A roundel is wrought.

Its jewel of music is carven of all or of aught,

Love, laughter or mourning—remembrance of rapture or
fear—

That fancy may fashion to hang in the ear of thought.
Asabird’s quick song runs round, and the hearts in us hear—

Pause answers to pause, and again the same strain caught,
So moves the device whence, round as a pearl or a tear,

A roundel is wrought.

Charles Taylor’s *Nothing so Sweet” fully
bears out the title of these papers, as an instance
of quaint fancy and rhyme. Putting the sweetness
of death above all other sweets is odd, and yet
tull of philosophical and theological fitness.

Nothing so sweet in all the world there is
Than this—to stand apart in Love’s retreat
And gaze at Love. There is as that, Ywis,
Nothing so sweet.

Yet surely God hath placed before our feet
Some sweeter sweetness and completer bliss,
And something that shall prove wmore truly meet.

Soothly I know not:—when the live lips kiss
There is no more that our prayers shall entreat,
Save only Death. Perhaps there is as this
Nothing so sweet.

The following, by Samuel Waddington, is cast
somewhat in the same strain, which it does one
good to read slowly and with half-closed eyes :—

MORS ET VITA.
We know not yet what life shall be,
What shore beyond earth’s shore be set,
What grief awaits us, or what glee;
We know not yet.

Still, somewhere in sweet converse met,
Old friends, we say, beyond death’s sea
Shall meet and greet us, nor forget

Those days of yore, those days when we
Were loved and true,—but will death let
Our eyes the longed-for vision see ?
We know not yet.

We shall close with an example of Rondels of
Childhood, taken from Bernard Weller :—

When Clarice died, and it was told to me,
I only covered up my face and sighed
To lose the world and cease to breathe or see,
When Clarice died.

She was my playmate, sweet, and thoughtful-eyed,
With curls, gold curls, that fluttered wild and free;
My child companion and most tender guide.

When Clarice died I wandered wearily )
Down the mute grove where she was wont to hide,
And cast myself beneath her favourite tree,
When Clarice died.

LITERARY NOTES.

William Henry Bishop, the novelist, has gone to Lurope
for the summer.

The Quebec Press Association are going to Paris on their
annual excursion.

Faucher de Saint-Maurice heads the delegation of French-
Canadian pressmen to I'rance.

Mr. Gladstone gave to a poor chureh the sum received for
his recent contributions to 7%e Ninetoenth ( entury,

WL L Fuller, of Ottawa, has written an exquisite bur-
lesque on ““Seranus ” last Villanelle, on the jonquil

Dr. Daniel Wilson has accepted the knighthood, for the
sake of Toronto University, of which he is I’resident.

M. Ernest Renan is fond of the ladies, and never so happy
as when he is discussing Bible legends and oriental extrava-
ganzas between two pretty and plastic Parisiennes.

A new writer has budded at Ottawa, by the name of
Wilfrid Chateauclair.  His story is ¢ The Young Seigneur,”
which will be noticed in these columns next week.

James Russell Lowell suffers severely from gout, but ob-
stinately refuses to comply with his physician’s instructions.

He has joined the committee in charge of the commemor-
ation of the bi-centenary of Alexander Pope.

A correspondent informs the editor that at the late cele-
bration of Lundy’s Lane, Dr, Ferguson, M.P., delivered
one of the best speeches which could be given on such a
theme.  Unfortunately, it was not reported ; only sum-
marized.

Wm. Kirby, of Niagara, F.R.S.C., and author of the
¢* Chien d’Or,” has just published the last of his ¢ Canadian
Idyls,” which are so racy of the soil. The series would
make a sizeable volume which, it is to be hoped, the author
will be induced to publish,

The late Dr. James Freeman Clarke’s daughter, Miss
Lillian, is at work on a portrait of her father, modelled after
a picture of him sketched some yearsago by the late William
M. Hunt. She was one of Hunt’s pupils.

Dr. Bourinot, of Ottawa, has in contemplation the writing
of a comprehensive history of Canada, which would be a
most valuable acquisition to Canadian literature, as there
really exists no history in English which can be regarded
as comprehensive.

In the library of Dr. Williams, of London, is a copy of
the Bible in shorthand. It is exquisitely written, and is
said to have belonged to an apprentice at the time of James
IL., who feared that the Bible was about to be prohibited,
and so wrote this copy.

A magnificent quarto, describing the Province of Quebec
pictorially and with letter press, has just been issued by
Belden Bros., of Toronto. It is a reprint from ‘¢ Pictur-
esque Canada,” with engravings by the best artists. The
literary part is also from good hands, the Montreal portion
being due to the pen of Mr. John Talon-Lesperance.

A House witH A History.—If any American
with lots of money wishes to buy a house with ar-
mour, stained-glass windows, an interesting history,
fine estate and ancestors planted in every direction,
there is a fine opportunity offering. ~ Denizens’
castle, the dowerhouse of the Queen of England,
is shortly to be sold at auction.” The castle dates
from theeleventh century. Its battlements, towers,
painted windows, oratory, and genuine, undeniable
ghost, are all in perfect preservation and working
order. The Queens of England, from Matilda
down, have lived there, and the old rooms have
witnessed much intriguing, and much that is
interesting in English history. The place, like all
other estates now sold in England, will probably
go at a very low figure, despite the special interest
attaching to it.

A RovaL MARRIAGE.—The marriage of the Duke
of Aosta to Princess Latitia Bonaparte will soon
be celebrated. The Duke has received g special
dispensation from the Pope, and has sent 100,000
francs to the Vatican to show his recognition.
‘The Princess is beginning to receive presents from
all over the world, and has had her photograph
taken by Prince Naples. This Prince, who makes
a speciality of photographing ,is told that he is the
best amateur photographer in Italy, and, being
somewhat smitten with the Princess, wished to
take her photograph before she should be lost to
him forever. It is said that the wedding gifts to
be presented by the Empress Fugenie to the
Princess will include a very celebrated fan which
the Prince Imperial, who was killed bv the Zulus,
gave to his mother on her birthday in" 1876. On
this fan is the first drawing which the Prince

Imperial made, surrounded with precious stones
costing over $100,000.



