108

e | e —

B P i

THE GLEANER.

) oy

LITERATURE, &c

PR SHPIGIGIGIIT

*fhe British Magazines,

From the London People’s Journal,
OLD COMPANIONS.
“BY CHARLES WILTON.

@®up companions ! old companions,
Stitl remember him that’s gone;
e will not forget the lessons
You have based his future on.

You have taught him man is noble,
Earth is full of gentle themes—

Only those with minds perverted
Paint it blacker than it seems.

Yours the hope that hopes forever,
. Finding good in every ill,

Working forward bravely, boldly,
Trusting all 'to heart and will.

Fain would I again be with you,
Tread again the trodden way,
But that fate has closed the portal,
And there dawns another day.

Life has many paths between us—
Yours may be removed from mine;

But, whatever change may follow,
Friendly thoughts we'll not resign.

. Merry laughs and words of kindness
Wander through my memory now;
Lighting up a pass’d effulgence
On the future’s sombre brow.

These are time defying voices,
;Speaking down the slope of years;

Urging on to hopeful courage,
Waving back unworthy fears,

Some there are I missamong you—
. Gone where we at last mustgo :
Gone, between a night and morning—
,Strangely mingling ebb and flow.

Green the grass be where they slumber!
Flowers of peace above them wavel

Faults, if faults they had, forgotten—
Buried with them in the grave!

Be their deaths a link the stronger,
Binding those who mourn their fall;

Softening every harsh remembrance,
Breathing thoughts of Jove to all !

Old companions! old companions
'Life is but a passing day ;

Yeags are only falling landmarks
Set to note the onward way,

On, then, hand in hand together
Bravely breast the storms of time !
TrutH your shield, and Love your banner,
Steadfast Horr 2 sword subliwme |

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal,
PALITCHOIN,

Iy spite of her brave little heart and good
spinits, fatigue began to tell against Fanchoi
at last, and the rext time. Michel spoke to
him she was nodding.

¢ Come, my gixl, said he; ¢ liedown beside
the boy, and rest till the morning dawas, and
toen Pl wake you both.

So Kanchon strefched herself on the bed
of Jeaves, and taking the child in her arnis
was soon fast asleep,.. ‘Lhen' Miche] spread
the cl')f\k over her ; and as he looked at her
sweet iunocent young Jface, with Jjttie Lep
lying on her bosom, he said,

¢ Where have ray eyes tieen
that I have hadthis Lieastre under them, and
never found il out % I thought she was a
child ; but though she’s as fair and  delicate
as a while doe to look,aty she's as ' haedy as
a yoany-heifer, and as tender and brave us 2
good woman ;and that’s what she is i good
faith, and a fitwife forany man.  Bug what
is this 10 me ?° he exclaimed, turning away,
¢ My-father and mother would never heay of
my marrying. her; even if'she would. have
me!

Still, reason with himself as be would, he
could not get out of his heat that Fanchon
was the wile to,make him-happy; and that
he never shiould be able to fancy any, other,
However the .yain having ceased, and the
moon shining out mose clearly, he by and
b{ thought it more advisable to.arouse the

sleepers, and endeavor to recover theirlost
path.  Fanchon was very drowsy, and as for
Lep there was no wwaking him at all; but
Michel 1ok him in his arms, and they Lrudg-
ed away. for .some time in hopes. ol finding
thelr way out of the wood. . A ngly
after walking for‘upvards ofan hour, Michel:
exelaimedioyously 1yt {hey were approachs
ing a house; Tor that Ke saw 2 light shinin
through the trees; s they took heart and
hastened forward; but instead ofa house they
found the'light Proceeded from the fire, which
the breeze “12d blown jniy 4 flame ; where-
upon Michel lost 4| patichce, exclaiming
they must be bewnched; but Fanchon ex-

all this while

claumed ¢

Come, let ‘us make the best 'of it. © 'One
night: in''the’ wood wont' kij| us; but we
maust'make a bed forth

1¢ child again, and co-
vershime up, for Ibegin 1o feel the cold air
the morning.’
But though Fanchon’s patience wis fot
exhuusted herdimbs were; and turning white
as the handkerchief that covered her neck she

was seized with a'shivering, her teeth began !

o chatter, and she sunk to the ground almost
insensible, : '

‘ Ob Fanchon, my girl ¥ cried Michel lift-

' with the.tears in hereycs.

ing her in his arms to the bed she had made
for the boy, ‘it is my fault that you are ex-
posed to all this trouble and fatigue. I nnder-
took to protect you to Grandpre, and I have
done you nothing but mischief, But forgive
me Fanchon, and I'll make yon amends for
it all if you will but take me for a husband.’

IV cried Fanchon, somewhat recalled to
herself by amazement. * You must be raving,
Michel : you don’t know what you are talking
about.

‘I know wvery well what I am talking
about,’ answered he; ¢ and- I knew that you
are the only woman to make me happy ; and
that youw'll be a kind mother to my children,
and a good daughier to my old father and mo-
ther ; so onlv say that you'll many me; and
as soon as it's light enough to see our way,
instead of going to Grandpre, we’ll turn’ our
faces the other way, and go back again to the
farm. A

¢ It is impogible,’ said Fanchon, shaking her
bead. ‘It cannot be, so thini of it' no more,
Michel, but go forward and see Isabel Ger-
ard, as you promised your parents when you
left them. 5

¢ It's of no use,’ said Michel ; * it would on-
ly be an afront to go and see a girl I'm de-
termined not to marry. But why won't you
have me, FFanchon? Was'nt T.a kind husband
o my poor Marguerite ? Did'nt she on her
deathbed bid me take another wife? = And
did’nt she bid me tell her that I had never
given my first one a moment's cause to
regret that she had taken me for her hus-

i
ba‘nii know that's true,” answered Fanchon,
¢ My mother,who
was nursing her in her last illness heard her
say $0.’ !

¢ And did'nt you hear what Lep said to-
night? It was the voice of my Marguerite
speaking through her child’

¢ Fanchon, however, was not to be persua-
ded ; and although she gave no reason, she
sosteadily refased him, that, quite discoura-
gell, Michel at length ceased to speak ; and
while she lay down again beside the boy, he
sat with bis head resting dospondingly on hig
hands till the morning broke.. Then he turn-
ed to rouse her, but he saw she was awake,
and that she had not slept any more thau
himself. Having inquired their way from an
early woodcutter, they once more started for
Grandpie; and as soon as they reached the
entrance of the village, Fanchon stopped,
and holding ont her hand, bade him good-by ;
¢ For I can't 20 to my new mistress till 've
washed my face and hands, and made myself
tidy. T shall come there by and by ; and in
the meantime, Michel, 1shall forget all you
have said to me, and 1 hope you will marry
Isabel Gerard, and that she may make you a
good wife,and your children a good and kind
mother.’

¢ Twon’t have any mother but Fanchon,
said Lep.

‘ You sha’nt have any other,” said Michel ;
‘and as she won't be your mother you shall
have none)  Wheretipon bidding Fanchon
farewell, be returned home with the child,
while she proceeded on her way.

In some parts of Franee, where it is cus-
tomary for all the married as well as the sin-
gle, children and grandchildren to reside to-
gether under the same, roof as long as it is
possible for them to doso, there is a remar-
kable degree’ of deference observed towards
the eldeis of the family ; and thus Michel,
though ‘nearly thirty years of age, felt some
misgiving at the thought of presenting him-
selt at the farm witho ut haying fulfilled .the
object of their journey, and without being
able to explain to the satisfaction of his pa-
rents the reason of his retuin ; for to say that

o

he had fallen. in dove with Barbettels' Jittle
daughter, and that she had refosed him into

the bargain, he knew would appear to them
rather a subject for amazement and laughter
than commisseration. However he was so
good a son, and so_worthy a man, that al-
though disappointed, the old people did not
deem it proper to press the matter further
when he declated his determination not to
miarry Jsabel Gerard ; aund they contented
themselves with. looking about 1n other di-
rections, and recommending to bis notice first
*one fair damse!l and then another of the sur-
roanding distriets.  Butit was all in vain;
Michel weuld havenothing to say to any of
them ; and although he weat about his work
as diligently as ever, evervbody saw he was
an altered man.  Of Fanchon he heard noth-
g5 bat as there followed a very hard win-
ter, Barbette would have suffered exceeding-
Iy, had it not somehow miraculously happen-
n__d that her stock of polatoes, and flonr and
firewood never diminisbed, ' It did not s

ways plenty; and, although. at first, fearing
the devil might bave a hand in the business;
1N A ¢ N
he hud‘Sf‘mo thoughts: of ‘conlessing to the
puest, ste comforted heisell with the ides,
that she had naot entered into any contact
with the evil éne, he had no right toexpect
any condescension on hier part in return for
his benefits.
When the year was expired Fanchon came
again ;'but much to the annoyance of her
mother, and the swprise of Blaise Pastorer
and his Wift. she declined 1o enter into their
ervice: * Michel'guessed, the yeason and it
7 him 10 1he quick to see Kow resclufe
she avoided him ; but it happened that while
she was making inquiries for ancther situa-
tion, the seariet faver broke out in the neigh-
borhood, ant there was scareely a house that
had notone or moie childyey in bed with it.
| Among the rest Michel's three children wers
iall attacked at one time: and in such an

(2]

In spite, however, ofall the cayevand: atten-
tion that were lavished on them, the two

nify how freeiy she nsed them, she had al-~

emergency as this Panclian did not wait to |
!"be asked—she offered" her assistance at once,

youngest died, to the inexpressible grief of

the father, who doted on them for their own

s:ﬂkes‘ and as relics of his beloved Maigue-
{ rite ; but Lep recovered ; and it ‘was whilst
e was lying in bed convalescent that he
said to Pabchon, to ‘whom he had become
passionately attached :

! Fanchqn, I want you to promise me some-
thing. Will you ?

¢ Yes, dear, [ will if1 can,"answered Fan-
chon.

! Ohyes, you can very well if you like,
said Lep.
' Well, what is it, my dear? asked Fan-
chon.
¢ Promise that you'll be my mama,’ said

¢ Oh that’s nonsense,” said Fanchon. sud-
denly rising, for' Margot was in the 'room.
‘ Lie down and let me cover you up while I
fetch your broth.’

¢ No, I won’t lie down,’ said Lep, « till you
promise to be my mama,’ and he held ‘her
by the apron.

‘)Pie, fie, Lep, said’ Fanchon. ¢ Let me

go.
¢ You thought T was asleep that night in
the wood when papa asked you to be my
mama,’ said Lep ; “but ['was'nt; and when
We were coming heme, he promised me that
He would never give me any mamma
but you. * Oh, Fanchon. do ! he said, throw-
ing himsell into her arms; ‘for now that
God has taken away my brother and sister,
what shall T do without a mamma ¥  And
yet weak and excitable from hig'illiness, the
boy burst into an uncontrollable passion’ of
sobs and tears.

 Oh, Lep ! Lep ! what can I do to comfort
you, darling 2 said Fanchon, almost crying
herself at the boy’s distress and_her own, con-
fusion,

{ . ‘Do what he asks, my child, said the old

Woman, coming to. the bedside. ‘I under-
Stand now  the cause of poor Michel's des-
pondency. and why you would'nt come to live
with us, Fanchon. “But perhaps you don’t
like my son ?  Perheps you coul’nt be hap-
py with him 2 Isthat the reason you refu-
sed him ? gt /

. ‘ No, ma'am said Fanchon, hiding her face
in Lep's curly locks.

‘ Perhaps it was because you thought <we
should not like you for a danghter ¥ Tan-
¢hon did not answer. ¢ Well, Fanchon, per-
haps you were right ;and did you tell my son
your motive for refusing him

I Never," answered Fanchon,

: You area brave good girl,’ said the moth-

: Won't you be my mama now, Fanchon?
.‘sm‘r,l Lep, throwing his arms around her necls

Granny wishes it, and.I wish it, and papa
Wishes it.} ;

‘I dow’t know that, Lep, answered Tan-
chon.

¢ But I do, said Lep ; * for when he asked
we this morning ifthere was anything I wish-
ed for that he could give me, I'asked him to
give we Fanchon for my mama; and he
said he should be very glad’ indeed but that
Fanchon would’nt.  But you will now, wont
you 7

¢ Perhaps,’ answered Fanchon.

‘ She says perhaps, papa ; make her say
yes I' eried Lep to Mickel, who now 'entered
the Toom with hisfather and mother.

¢ Michel did ‘make her say ‘yes ; and ere
many days " were passed Fanchon became

Lep's mama, to the joyand astonishment
of old™ Barbette, ‘and the satisfaction of all
paities concerned.

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal.
GREEN GARMENTS.

GBEEN is #he color par excellence—the color
most ngreeable o the eye, and upon which it
can be fixed for the jongest period of time
with the least physical inconvenience. The
very word color is derived from chloros, green,
as. every istudent of the Greek language
knows. The green fields and the green trees,
the greenivy clustering npon decay, to beau-
tify and preserve it, and the green moss upon
the gray! stone—all these aye 1efreshing to
the sight of the lover of nature. whether he
be educated or uneducated. ‘Ihe light green
ol early spring, the full ripe green of the ‘ma-
turity of summer. and the bronzed or yellow
green of the decaying year, are severally beau-
tiful: “Even midwinter is not withont ils or-
nament of this universal color. Under the
frost and snow Hes the grass, verdant in all
seasons ; and the evergreen plants, in all
their beautifyl varieties, vivifying the land-
{ scape and the garden when our summer
friends have forsaken us. 'In the balconies of
city houses, where they ‘are great favorites,
they remind us all”the winter of the leaty
magnificence of the year that is past, and give
promise of the verdure of the year whicl ‘js
approaching, in avhich, as in‘its predecessorg
¢ the 'spring time shall not fail’ It was 'n
green-leaf that first brought joy tothe heart of
Noah, 10 whom the prouiise was given, afiar
his long imprisonment in the Avkiand which
proved to him that the waters were indeed
assvaged, and that he and liis might again
tread the green sward-—agam Walk under the
shadowof trees—again eultivate the dry land
and be the provenitors of a new race (o subju-
gate and to civilise the world.

All men Jove greenery more orlass, thongh
possibly most men are 10t awaie of their love
! for that color, any more than the good bour-

+ 018 in Moliere’s comedy Was aware that he |

i.bad all hislife becn speaking prose. To know
{ the‘fuh value and beauty of green—1o.feel in
its' inteusity the relief afforded by it 10 the eye
and to the mind—it is only necessary to be

i from the streets to look on nature face

SRR K Gt .

i shnt up forsix months in a. smoky metropo- !

lis, withoyt the indulgence df'a ramble jnto

the country. Young and old, alter w?cln?,ip:;'
At Honifa et oli i escaphs
vation, feel an infantine delight to lace;
jago,
to loll upon the grass, to sit under the follago:
and as Chaucer, in his ¢ Tegend of Goo
men’ says he did— o)
¢ To lean upon-the elbow and the side
The long day—
For nothing else, o
But for to look upon the daisy. o
3 . i
The poetical and unfortunate Em"l ofmm'
rey, on leaving the * sluggish town,’ €x¢
ed— und
* And when I felt the air, so pleasant 10 ‘
about, ad
Lord ! tomyself how glad I was that s
gotten ont !’
—a feeling which all the lovers nae
greenery will consider to have been very
tural.

of rural

3 “r A : vatlef
An ill-natured critic once made it ﬂh;nwe”

of reproach against certain writers W o
in greater repute a guarter of a °-°"m5y}s:aﬂ ’
than they are now, that, like dying }atbe"
* they babbied of green fields.” Perhaps anly
writers were not -always -~ ‘wise and “l’m"v
in the expression of their/love for the by 1
but that their sentiment was umversaf it
true, even the ecritic might have ﬂ;n ese"
had he been closely questioned. Al g(i)enl
worthy of the name, from the most a'n"
times to ;the present, have br}nxn‘ 10\_9_‘“0“
‘ greenery. even although their 3“51‘”‘1 ptt’
has been derived not from rural topics ameuy
lights, but from that best source of all po .
—the passions andaffections, ‘the crror;lm'n'
sufferings, the struggles and triumphs of 7%
In English poetry, more especially
Chaucer, whose y

¢ Blf-queen with her jolie comp:mm‘3 :

Danced full oft in'many agrenc M€ i e

and’ Shakspeare, whose woodland fnvitatt

¢ Under the greemwood tree
Who loves to lie with nre?— 1
echaes like sweet music in the hearts 0{5 ;or
his Ibvers, down to the newest asplmn‘l,an
the honors of Parnassus, the ‘grecbn\\‘oo;(i" 7
the * green mead’ have been sung1n all e
of verse, from the immortal by wide & the
tions through all varieties of the good
bad, and  the indifferent. ot o
To cite their praises of field and fore s
even a hundredth part of them, would —lm'l‘ B
volume. We shall not enter upon so f("v v
able and useless atask. There is, hOV}’ﬁ:el‘o
fondness for green as . a costume, Whl(f y
readers of our earlier poetry cannot “[cll‘
have remarked, and which is somewnad e
trious to trace. When the poels invoke ;
elves, they almost invariabiy clothe the;\i‘w”
green suits ; but this is a costume ff“' s
imaginary creatures which we can Iﬂ‘“"_.yrm.
be appropriate, Elves, like some 162 oo
tures, take the color of surrounding 1 a;
As the hare becomes white in the '-sno“'barﬂ
the ptarmigan.takes the color of the el
granite precipices which he haonts. the elheif
dwelling amid green leaves, or building “e
small citadels amid the waving grass, j{vel‘
robies of veydant hue.  There is not, hoW L-e?"
the same reason for the, green coats, gl‘o
robes, and green mantles of the mm‘lfll her t-
and heroihes of poetry. But there 18 O“t‘n
less another reason—which may have b: iF:
that green was actually the color mos oﬁ
vogue among the 1ural population.  Lin€ X
and Kendal are {wo towns that seem t0 h:,in
been celebrated for their green eloth: R"' %%
Hood, Little John, and their followers, W€
clothed in Lincoln green :—
* Busk ye, busk yve, my merry men all,
And John shall goe with mece;
For T'll goe seek yon wight yeomen
In greemeood where they bee.
Then they. put 0n their gownes of gress&
Anil took their bows each one,
Aund they away tothegrcen forest
A shooting forth are gone.
In Shakspeare’s time. Kendal green GPP‘”‘"
to have been equally well known, if we mgz
judge from the wordsof lying Falstaff, W ;
boasts 1o Prince Henvy of his fabulousachiey®
ments on Gad’s Hill :—
* Three  misbegotten: knaves,  in Kf”"i‘ﬂ,’
green, came at my back, and let dhive at me

1t wasnot merely freebooters and kuntsme?
that wore green in those early days: fof ".
loose robe or gown' ‘of green was the dress @
the ancient minstrels, gleemen, minnesmé'e“
and yimours. whose songs; tales, and jest®
were the delight of our -ancestors.” = Whe®
Queen. Elizabeth was entertained at 1 Keni?
worth. by the Earl ot Leicester, vzn'lﬂ’_
masques and ancientplays were wot up 107
ber amusement. In oue of these plays a pe¥;
son _in the gaib ofa minstiel was introduce
wearing *a long gown of Kendul green, gathes®
ed at the neck inlo anarrow gorget, fastens
afore with a white clasp and, a keeper up 12
to the chin, but easily 1o undo’ when the heat
was oppressive. - His gown had side. (long)
sleeves down to mi(va, slit trom the show
der to the hand,and lined with white cottoBs*
About his neck he wore a ved ribbon. }_'1"
harp hung before him : the wrest; ‘a tming
instrument; being tied to a green lace hang~
ing by’ It was in this costume we may
suppose, that King Alfred gained admissioR
into the “Danish™ camp, “and" that ~Blondél
wandered over Europe in search of King
Richaid L :

"The allvsions.in Chancer to the green vests
ments of his maleand lemale characters are
frequent. Inthe prologne to the ¢ Cantei

bury Tales’be speak of his yeoman as

¢ Clad in cote and hode of grene' <1/ :
! and gs bearing a horn, of which the band ik
was ofgrene’  In the ¢ Logénds of Good ‘Wo-'
men,’ when he represents himself as lying ¥

ot ¢

knjg}
Loty
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