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A JOURNEYMAN’S RETURN. 
Ir was evening; the furions wind moaned 

. around the houses and whistled through the 
deor-chinks,” whirling clouds of fine and  har- 

dened snow against the window panes; while 
the sombre twilight of winter darkened the 

. deserted street, along which hurried an ecca- 
sional passenger; closely enveloped in his 
closk. No sound was heard save the noise of 
the storm, interrupted at intervals by the dead- 
ened rambling of a cart over the snow -cover- 
ed pavement, as Herman the jeiner returned 
to his home for the evening. 

After many hours of hard labour, he antici- 
pated the sweets of repose and the pleasure of 
his family. His children welcomed him with 
joy and fond caresses; and while, at the re- 
quest of his wife, he changed his dripping gar- 
ments for dry and warm clothing, his daughter 

"Catherine ran to push the oaken chair in which 

her father loved to sit nearer to the stove. 
« Now, father,” cried litlle Franz, < what, 

shall we do to amuse ourselves while mother 
gets supper ready? Shall we play at horses: 
or hot-cockles?’ 

« At horses! Yes, yes, at horses!” exclaimed 
Wilhelm. * I will be horse directly; shall T 
aot, father? You are willing, and will swing 
me at a gallop.” While he spoke, the young- 
star lifted his little leg, and tried to pass-it 
over his parent's knee; but Herman said; ‘No 
horse to night my children: I have worked till 
1 am weary; and want rest.’ 

<If father would tell us a story,’ said Franz 
<q pretty story—ihat would. give him no fa: 
tigue at all, would it.” 

#Oh yes futher, pray, pray,” exclaimed Ca- 
therine and ‘Wilhelm both together, ¢ a pretty 
story! Hagar ‘in the desert and her poor child 
dying of thirst,’ added the little gitl. . 
“No, no,” interrupted the youngest, ¢ I should 

like to hear ‘about Daniel in the lions’ ‘den.’ 
«No, no,” cried Franz fheky trying to 

-¢clitnb on the elbow of his father’s chair; <1 
want the story of the black hunter and the se- 
ven magic. bullets; that is the prottiest of all.” 

Then, without waiting for an answer, the 
three, littlesupplicants repeated their. requesis 

louder tones. : ’ 

“Silence there,” ‘said Herman, in a mild but 
firm tone; * silence, I shall ‘not say’ a word, 
until you are all agreed.’ 

¢ Wall, whichever you like best,” said Ca- 
therine, after a_little effort over herself; and 
the two boys, influenced by her example, re- 
peated #50 in their turn—* Yes, father, which- 
ever you please,’ 

<I ghall get my stool,” eried Catherine, ran- 
‘ning to the other ‘end of the room, ‘and sit 
down at your feet;’ but, when opposite the 
window, the littie girl stopped, her attention 
attracted by something passing in the street. 

+ What are you looking at sister? Come 
here,’ ‘come here called Franz impatiently; 
© Come quickly, futher is going to begin.’ 

«Ohy? replied Catherine, intent on what 
she saw without, ¢ there is a poor man yon- 
der who &eetus to be in trouble; he carries 
on his back a knapsack covered with snow, 
and looks as thongh he'did not kaow hisiway, 
and his’ face is blue with cold.” 

« He is a workman,’ said Franz, running to 
the window, ¢ a journeymun tinker, just arri- 
vedi 1 see his tools hanging to bis knapsack, 
But'why does he stop in’ the street” in such 
weather 27" - 
“Do ‘you not ‘sas,’ answered Catherine, 

that he is a stranger, and now# not whers 
to ‘go? Tuther,” she added, turing to Hers 
wan, < sippose I go down aud «sl him what 
he'is looking for 

Go, wy child,’ answered the joiner, as he 
searched in his pocket and drew out a piece 
of money. here, give hw this; he is perhaps 
poor, as I was formerly; that will pay. for his 
night's bed and a soup to warm btw. Run, 
shew hin the journeywan’s tavern at the eud 
of the street. : 
Tha little girl waited not to ba twice. told, 

ang descended the steps four at a rime, foi- 
lowed, by, Franz, shouting—Wa. are sowing 
back; don’t begin the story without us.” At 

the end of sowie moments the children returu- 
ed with their arms round: each others neck. 
« Oh, father,” gaid they. joyfully, ¢ he is. so 
happy! Ke has come, far, very far, and 
did noc know whom to speakitoy for there is 
no.ene in the street.’ 

¢Litold him," suid” Franz, “that you were 
once such a poor journeyman ‘us he; aud that 
perhaps’l shail be one in my turn.” 

« Yas'replisd Cathsring, * and he shook my 
brothers hand while he sitid: “God bless your 
father and his good children... But he could 
scarcely speak, he was so cold.” 

“Oh! it is" 'yery cold;” continged Franz, 
thrusting himself between hiv futhet and the 
stove; ¢ {am glad that the poor man is going 
to'warm himself and sup as well as we.” 
“But the story,” cried woddonly a lit- 

tle voice from botween Herman's 

futher A 
< Oh, yes, Fatfiur, if you please,’ said Ca- 

therige: drawing har stool as close as. possible 
to lier pavent’s chair. 

¢ 1 wonder,” murmured - Franz, in a low 
voice, ¢ whather it will be Daniel or the Black 
Muater?’ 

« Neither one nor the other,’ answered his 
father, + I ‘ami going to relate a history which 

knees; ! 
«are you not going to tellus the story wow, | 

you have not heard, although it happened to 
one of my. friends; it is called - The Journey- 
man’s Return.’ 

¢ Oh!’ exclaimed all the children at once, 
opening their eyes widely; * let us hear it, let 
us hear it;* and while they listened ‘in eager 
expectation, Herman began as follows: — 

it was a beautiful morning in spring; the 
sun already showed his bright face above the, 
peaks of the mountains; the young birds cla- 
moured with open-throats for their accustomed 
food ; sheep were bleeting ia the fold; villagers 
and herdsmen were seen beginning their daily 
labours; while the sects, shaking their be- 
numbed wings, recommenced their ‘buzzing 
among the foliage. Upon the high road lead- 
ing to one of the small towns of Switzerland, a 
oung man walked briskly, carrying a heavy 
apsack; his dusty boots showed that he had 

come far without resting, and his face, tanned 
toa elark brown, seemed to have been‘long ex- 
posed to a hotter sun than that of tbe meun- 
tains, he was a2;journeyman joiner returning to 
kis native country after seven Jong years of 
absence. Impatient to see his home, he walk- 
ed all night and now the brightness of a June 
sun lit up with a golden tint all the objects 
that presented themselves tothe eyes of the 
wayfarer; he’ saw already the spires of his 
native town, and his Swiss heart beat with 
gladness, 

* Ok!” said the traveller, « how beautiful the 
country in which T grew from ‘infancy to boy- 
hood, from boy to eitizen. My feet have trod 
the soil of France, where the grape zipens, and 
of Italy, where grow the fig and the orange. I 
have reposed under the shelter of ‘bowers «of 
roses, and have seen the branches of the lemon 
tree covered with/fruit, and perfumed flowers 
bending to meet my hand, during many nights, 
to the sound of guitar and’ castanent, have I 
taken part in the pastimes and dances of those 
people from whom noon isa season of repose 
and the departure of the sun a signal for festi- 
vity. Yes, I, a working son of Switzerland, 
have seen these things, and yet my heart has 
‘never said I wish to live and die here. Always 
have I remembered with a sigh of regret the 
pale rays ofthe northern sun, the rockey moun- 
tain steeps, the nochanging hue of the pines, 
the pointed roof of the humble dwelling, where 
yet young, I received the blessing ‘of a dying 
ather. While these and many other thoughts 
ran through the mind of the young traveller, 
his pace became more rapid, and his feet, 
wearied by his long journey recovered ther 
activity. Suddenly a tarn in the road reveal- 
ed to his eyes the roofs of his native town, 
from which here and there arose slender co- 
lumns of smoke. At this sight the wanderer 
posal. a tear werted his sun-burned cheek, 
he took off his cap, and, joining his hands, 
spoke with faltering voice; *1 thank thee, 
Heaven, that thou hast permitted me to see 
these objects ance more;” and then, without 
turning his eyes from the scene before him, 
resamed his walks ¢Thero,” he said, ¢ is the 
white terrace wall of the public promenade 
where I played so happily, aud yonder is one 
of the arches of the ‘old bridge, under which 
my compunionsand I went fishing en our ho- 
lidays.” Ah! T begin to see the leafy top of the 
old lime tnat shelters the church square; twen- 
ty paces from that, st the corner of a little 
street, stands the huinble house where I was 
born, where I grew up, where I lost my father 
and sister, and go to meet my aged mother. If 
she was no longer living—if——_ "The young 
man’s heart sank at the thought, and bis limbs 
trembled under him; but, hastening his step, 
ha said, * Ne, it cannot be; I heard from her 
scarcely three months ago, and then she was 

well, and impatiently expecting her son. He 

comes.good wother—coues to thee full of love 
and respect. Not in vain has he'so loag work- 
ed fur away fron thee,” he added, shaking the 
knapsack on his shoulders with a sie of ho- 
nest pride; ¢ he brings what will repair thy 
cottage—tha midans of ease’and gladness for 
thy aged days.’ As the joiner spoke a little 
flower met his eye—it was a daisy that shew- 
ed its crown of réd nnd white above the green 
turf that bordéred the road. He stouped to 
plack it, and, continuing his route, picked off 
one after another, the little leaves. It was 
thus,” he said, smilingly, ¢ that on the eve of 
wy departure, Gertrude gathered a daisy like 
this on the bank of the river, ard bending Ler 
pretty faco over the'flower to hide the the pain 
gunsed by my sorrowing farewell, she stripped 
it in silence, and pulling off the lust leaf, said 
to me, with a timid voice, * Adieu, Hermnn, 
I will not wary before your return,” and im- 
mediately. ran quickly away, as though she 
feared having suid too muoch.’. 

¢ Father" interrupted -snddeniy little Wilhelm 
raisitig his head from where he had: placed it 
on kis father skanee, * the stranger, then, was 
named Herman, and he was a joiner, liks you; 
his maidens name wus Gertrude, and so is cur 
mother’s. 1s not that Droli?? 

“Do nst interupt futher,” said Catherine, 
who appeared te listen to the recital with the 
liveliest interest. f 

\ Herman smiled, and continued his parative 
withaat reply. © When [ eawe to the church 
square’ said the young traveller to himself, + 1 
shall hasten to look for a littie window trimmed 
with: a blue curtain, fxcitg the eid-limatree,on 
the side opposite to our house. Oh! if { should 
see Gertrude seated there at her wheel, as{ 
saw ker foruierly! If, in passing, {conld read 
the past régretin hereyes, and her pieascre at 
seeing me again! What a bappy moment 
will that be when I can say to, © Gertrude, 1 
have returned faitbfal to my promise as you 
bave to yours (for I know she has kept her 
word). Come and share the competence that 
I have gained by my work; come and help me 

to make my old mother happy.” Then when 

the slightest remembrance ? 

with a blush, she'says, * I am willing,” I snall 
take the pretty cross of gold and the ilk hand- 
kerchief which I ‘have brought, and placing 
them in her lap; delight in her innecent joy.’ 
Meanwhile the distance ‘diminishes under 

the feet of the traveller, he is approaching the 
town, where his eyes already distinguish the 
public gate. As he advances, his look interro- 
gates the faces of those whom he meets, ea- 
ger to finda friendly glance—a trace of the 
past, from each passenger his eye demands a 
shake of the hand, or some words of welcome, 
At length, as he passed under the gate, he saw 
a man walking slowly backwards and forwards 
with a pipe in his’ mouth, and hands crossed 
on his back, it was the toll-gatherer of the: 
town-gate. Herman looked at him attentive- 
ly, and at the first glance .reeognised Ran- 
dolph, his former playmate, his school-compa- 
nion, and eldest friend. What pleasure. 
Herman was about torun “to him, to seize 

his hand, and say, * Here IT am,” but ‘at that 
instant the tollman, tnrning in‘his walk, pass- 
ed close to him, measuring him with a look 
from head tosfoot with cool indifference, and 
paced on, leaving behind a cloud of ‘smoke. 
Poor journeyman! the sun of the south has 
shone too long on thy face, and made thee a 
stranger to the eyes of those ‘who love thee 
—thy best friend would not recognise thee! 
Herman felt faint at heart; aftera fow mo- 
ments struggle with himself, he. recommenced 
his walk, but net without giving utterance to a 
sigh. Adfew paces farther he stopped. at the 
entrance of the first street, ‘where. stood a new 
"building the walls of which were finished, bat 
many workmen werestill busy on. the wood- 
work and carpentry, overlooked by an elderly 
man, who from the street directed the fixing 
of the window-frames, At the sight of the 
overlooker, Herman felt again delighted. 

“The man is his: old master, whose advice 
and regard made him sa skilful workman—he 
to whom, in bis heart, he refers the success 
which has crowned his efforts; more than that 
he is ‘the father of Gertrude. * Ab,” said 
Herman to thimself, ¢ here is one who will 
know me again withont difficulty; youth is 
little’ observant; its impressions are lively but 
fugative.” Rodolph may have ' forgotten the 
features of his playmate, ‘but the master will 
not have Jost the rémembrance of him to 
whoin he so long ‘shewed kindness; he will 
open his arms to me.’ - While talking thus to 
himseif, the young workman drew nearer the 
old man, stood before him, and taking . off his 

cap, begged him, in a respectful tone, to tell 
him of a joiner 's shop where he might find 
immediate occupation, The master looked at 
him for a moment in silence; Herman’s heart 
beat quickly, bat he retained his  compesure, 

"« Cotne to my house at noon answered the 
overlooker, quietly; * we will look at your certi- 
ficates; there is no lack of work for those, 
who know how to do it;’ then turang to his 
master he resumed his interupted directions. 
Alas! the sun of the south has shone too long 
on the bronzed features of the wanderer, and 
made hin a stranger tothis best friends, even 
the father of his Gertrude knows him not 
again. 

«What! sighed Herman, sadly, ashe left 
‘his old waster, * am I then so different fro. 
my former self, that my features reveal not 

no, 1 deceive myself; she who could distin- 
guish me at a hundred paces in a crowd, will 
easily discover. her Ilerman under the tan 
which darkens his skin. Besides, should 
she hesitate an_instuat, will not her heart ex- 
claim, It is he-—it 1s Herman!” 

Hae strode rapidly along the street which se- 
pérated him in the square: he wis sown near 
the church, in sight of the old line-tree with | 
its rusiic bemch, and of the great fountain, 
surrounded ws usual by wusherwowmen; farther, 
is a little house, which the young man _exa- 
mines with eager look, There itis the win- 
dow decorated as formerly with the blue cur- 
tain, and garsished with pots of pinks. What 

happiness! A young woman who appears tos 
be spinning, is seated at the casement  Her- 
man’s heart leaped in his bosom: he flew 
across the square, and stoud still at ten paces 
from the dwelling of his Gertrude. 'T'here 
full of lively emotions, he remained gazing on 
the young maiden, admiring the change which 
seven years of absence had produced. In- 
stead of the light and slender girl "of" sixteen 
whotn he had formerly Jeft behind, he saw a 
young woman in all the charm of her beauty 
— her eyes brighter, her cheek more deeply 
tinged, than when he went away, while ber 
haw fell in thicker tresses on her ‘rounded 
shoulders. ¢ How beautiful she is!” half mar- 
wured the Journeyman. Gertrude did not dis- 
tinguish the word, but the voice that gave them 
utterrance reached her ears; she ‘turned her 
head quickly to the side whence it came, and 
saw. opposite the window, lin the, middle of 
of the street, a traveller poorly clad, his eyes 
earnestly fixed mpons hero *1t is a foreign 
workman,’ she said, after iooking as him for 
& fow momenta; he is “perhaps poor—let: us 
have pity on hin. Heaven bless you, young 
man!” she continued, ras, stretching out. her 

arm, she threw a small coinon the pavement, 

then, without - longer delay, she rosa, and, 
laying her staf aside,’ closed the window, and 
disnppenced from the-eyes ol her loser. . Alas! 
the san of the south has shone tao long on the | 
tanned face of the wandetst—Nhis best friends 

carinot recognise him, his beloved herself calls 
him a foreigner! : 

At this point ‘of her futher's tale a sigh 
broke from little Catherine. Ilerman smiled, 

took the child's hand in his own, sad coatina- 
ed his narration. ‘ 

“It instead of fleeing fromthe gaze: of the 

she 

If Gertrade—but 1 

traveller, Gertrude had remained at the win- 
dow, she would doubtless have remarked ths 
tokens of his sorrow, and perhaps have digeo- 
vered under the tanned face and. dusty gar- 
ments the friend whose return she had so long 
‘hoped for. The young joiner, however after 
remaining some moments as if mailed to the 
place on which he stood, mastered his emoti- 
ons, and bent his steps towards the paternal 
roof. But his whole bearing had undergons 
a change. He was no longer animated and 
cheerful, as whens, shortly before he hastened 
along the streets unconscious of fatigne and 
of the weight of his koapsack: now, with head 
bent down, he dragged himself forward at a 
slow and melancholy pace; the last disappoint- 
ment appeared to have at once -destreyed all 
his hopes, and sadly he trod the soil which = 
few hours before, was the ebject of his fon 
dest anticipatiens and wishes, In vain the 
old lime-tree with, its majeftic shadow, snd 
the ancient grotesquely-ornamented fountain, 
recall a host of boyish recollections; Herman 
was deaf to their voice, his wounded heart sces 
around him nothing but sorrow anc misfortune. 
Meanwhile he drew near his home; filty paces xt 
most separate ‘him from the old walls, the 
scene of his earliest days. "While passing the 
cathedral, he looked with a distracted eye at 
thé ‘antique porch at the steps leading te the 
venerahle pile. © At this moment an aged fo- 
male,leaving the chapel, appeared at the door. 
She descended the stair with a tottering. step. 
leaning on a staff. It was the mother of Her- 
man who had just been praying for the safe 
return of. her only son. ‘Ob, how she is 
changed!’ said the weary artizan mournfully 
to himself, ¢ alas how could I hope that her 
feeble eyes would recognize her child, when 
‘mine scarcely distinguish my mother in this 
‘form worn out with age!” At this instant, the 
old woman, now but a few paces distant, 
raised her head and looked at him—* My son, 
my son,’ she cried, ‘my Herman!" and fell 
with sobs of joy, into the arms ef him whom 

loved so well. -* Mother,” replied. the 
young man, with a trembling voice, as he 
pressed her to his breast, * mother, you at least 
have not forgotten me.’ 
The effects of travel and exposure, fatigue, 

increuse of years, deceive not the eyes of a 
mother. In vain has the sun of the senth 
made the features of the wanderer strange to 
his sincerest friends—even to his beloved; one 
glance sufficed her from whese breast he 
drew his nourishment. *My son!’ she saidj 
i Heaven be praised my son has come back’ 
to me!’ 
Herman ceased ‘to speak. - ‘After a short si- 

lence, Wilhelm eried, impatiently, ‘And 
what then, father!” ; 

+ Yes, father, what nest?’ eaid Frans; 
«What became-of the peor journeymen 2’ 

* The journeyman,” answered Herman, * re- 
entered his home with his aged mother, when 
he said, * Look mother, this is what 1 have 
earned ; you will now live with me in comfort 
and quiet. And to her latest day the good mo- 
ther thanked Heaven for tho retura of her sen. 

tened eyes to the corner of the apartment, 
where a distafl, yet covered with flax, hung 
upon the wall. A wreath of dried amaraaths 
decorated the modest trophy, preserving the 
cherished memory of a- much-loved mother. 
The children’s looks followed those ‘of their 
father, and for some moments a respectfal #i- 
lence'was maintained. At Jast Franz remark- 
ed, in a low tone, ¢ So poor Gertrude had neith- 

er the oross of gold nor the pretty silk: kerehief! 
«And iteerved her right,” cried Wilhelm; 

¢ why did she not taks a better look at the 
journeyman ? and why did abe shut’ her win- 
dow #o quickly ?* wm 
¢Who kuows,” 

looking tiraidly at her father, * who knows 
whether she did not open it again afterwards?’ 
Herman seized the ‘Jittle girl in his arms: 

and kissed her, while he said, ‘ Yea, my Ca- 
therine, you have guessed it; and it. was be+ 
tween the young joiner and his Gertrude. that 
the aged parent ended her days, blessivg 
them both with her Jatest breath.’ 

At this instant, the door of the Kitchen 
opened: a female, still young and good-looking, 
entered with the invitation, * Come to supper. 

The two little boys clung playfully te their 
mother’s apron, crying, ‘Supper, supper! 
"Their father followed, carrying Catherine 18 
his-arms As sodn as the little girl could reach 
her mother, she passed an arm round her necks 
and wish a merry langh, the party seated 
themselves at the the table, where the happ)~ 
ness of ‘the present mingling with his recoliec 
tions of the past, Herman felt proud and grate- 
ful for the Jot which had been shared wit 
his Gertrude. 

EDITOR'S CARES. / 

The preparation of a constantly recurring P8~ 
riodica) work, especially if conjoined with elhel 

duties is a sure weans of making time fly fast: 

"There is no cessalion—no pause; the task me 

never done; the, mind never unoccupied. * I Il 

leave it till to-morrow’ cannot be said; ples 

want loiterings ust not be hoped for; it js 08 

till the account is closed; and so the years'en 

{ ‘can scarcely avoid treading or somebody 

some along before they are looked for. 

editor’s duties, even in a case comparatively 

unimportant. are onerous and unthankful: thes? 

he praises * loves him less than their dinnefs 

and these he finds fault with hate lim or 
—_— J 1 » than the d 1.» 1f he step out nasialiil 

{ng 3 

me 
wi 
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avho will make & paint of navar forget! 

‘while those on whem he may bestow com 

dation, even if nothing more substantial, 
(quietly place it all to their own werits-— 

Builder. ¢ 
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At these words, Herman raised his mois~ | 

half-whispered Catherines a 
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