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A JOURNEYMAN’'S RETURN.

IT was evening; the furions wind moanad
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, interrapted 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 pleasnre of
his family. < His children welcomed him with
joy and z)nd caresses; aand while, at the re-
quest of bis wife, he changed his dripping gar-
ments for dry and warm clothiag, 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 harse 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-at
oter his parent’s knee; but Herman said; ‘No
horse to night my childres: I have worked till
1 am weary; and want rest.’

<If father would tell us a story,” said Franz
< pretty story—that would  give him no fa-
tigne at all, would it.’

#Oh yes fether, 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 girl.

“No, no,” interrupted the youngest, ¢ I should
like to hear about Daniel in the lions’ den.’

+No, no,” cried Franz quickly trying to
.¢climb on the elbow of his father’s chair; <1
want the story of the black hunter zand the se-
;ven magic bullets, that is the prettiest of all.”

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

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

¢ Well, whichever you like best,” said Ca-

therine, alter a little effort ‘over hersell; and
the two boys, influenced by her example, re-

peated also in their turn—* Yes, futher, which-
aver you please.’

< I shall get my stool,” eried Cutherine, ron-
ning to the other end 'of the room, ‘and sit
down at your feet;’ bat, 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, father is going to begin.”

«Ohy? replied  Catherize, intent on iwhat
she saw withoual, ¢ there is a poor man yon-
der who &eetus to be in trouble; be carries
on his back a knapsack covered with snow,
and looks s thongh he'did not know hisiway,
and his face is blue with cold.”

< He is a workman,’ said Franz, running to
tha window, ¢ a journeymun tinker, just arri-
ved; 1 see his tools hanging to his knapauck.
But'why does he stop in' the street in such
weathet ?’

“‘Do you not ‘see,” answered Catherine,
< that he is a stranger, and nows not where
to ‘go? Tuther,” she added, turning to Her-
wan, *sippose I go down aud ask hiin 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 b this; he is perbaps
poor, as I was formerly; that will pay. for his
night's bed and a soup to warm biw.  Run,
shew himn the joarneywan’s tavern at the eud
of the street.

Tha little girl waited not to ba twice. told,
ana descended the steps four at a time, foi-
lowad. by ¥ranz, shouting—W¥e. are_eowing
baek; don’t begin the story without us.’
the end of some mowents the children returu-
ed with their arms round each others neck.
< Oh, father,” eaid they. joyfully, ¢ he is so
happy! He has cowe, far,, very far, and
did noi know whown to speak to, for there is
no.one 1n the street.’

¢L'told him," #uid” Franz, ¢ that you were
oace such a poer journeymsn ‘us he; aud that
perhaps’l shail be one in my turn.”

¢« Yas'replisd Cathsring, * and hs shook my
brothere hand while he siid: “God bless your
father and his good children.. But he could
scarcely speak, he was sacold.”

“Qh! it is' 'yery cold;” continged Franz,
thrusting himself between hiv father and the
stove; ¢ { am glad that the'poor man is going
torwarm himseif and =up as well as we.”

“But tho story,” cried woddenly a
tle voice from botween Herman’s kunees;
*aré you not going to tell us the story uwow,
father.”

< Oh, yos, fathar, if you please,’ said Ca-
therige: drawing har stool as close as possible
to lier pavent’s chair.

¢ 1 .wonder,” murmured Tranz, in a low
voice, ¢ whather it will be Daniel or the Blaci
Muater?’

¢ Neither one nor the other,’ answerad his
father, * I ami going to relate a history which

lit-

At

you have not heard, althoagh 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 iin eager
expectatien, Herman began as follows:—

it was a beautiful morning in spring; the
sun already showed his bright face above the

peals 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 msects, shaking their be-
nuinbed wings, recommenced their ‘buzzing
among the foliage. Upon the high road lead-
ing to one of the small towns of Switzerland, a
young man walked briskly, carrying a heavy
knapsaclk; his dusty boots showed that he had
come far without resting, and his face, tanned
to-a elark brown, seemed to have been‘long ex-
posed to a hotter sun than that of 'be meun-
tains, he was a2 journeyman joiner returning to
his native country after seven Jong years of
absence. lmpatient 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 epires of his
native town, and his Swiss heart beat with
gladness.

¢ Ok!” said the traveller, ¢ how beautifiil the
conntry in which T grew from ‘infancy to boy-
hood, from boy to eitizen. My feet have trod
the seil of France, where the grape wipens, 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/froit, and perfomed flowers
bending to meet my hand, duriag 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 reposs
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 ] remembered with a sigh of regret the
pale rays of the northern sun, the rockey moun-
tain steeps, the wochanging hue of the pines,
the pointed roof of the humble dwelling, where
yet young, I received the blessing of a dying
father. 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 their
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
paused, a tenr wected his sun-burned cheek,
he took off his cap, and, joining his hands,
spoke with faltering voice; *1 thank thee,
Heaven, that thou bast permitted me toses
these objects ance more;” and then, without
turning his eyes from the scene before him,
resamed his walke ¢ Thers,” 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 on  our ho-
lidays.  Ah! I begin to seée the leafy top of the
old lie taat shelters the church square; twen-
ty paces fromthat, 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 gister, and go to meet my aged mother. 1f
she was no longer living—if: . The young
man’s heart sank at the thought, and bhis limbs
trembled under him; but, hastening his -step,
he said, * Ne, it caunot be; I heard from her
scarcely three months ago, and then she was
well, and impatiently expeecting her son. Ha
comes.good wother—couwes to thee full of love
and respect.  Not in vain has he'so loag work
ed fur away frons thee,” he added, shaking the
konpsack on his shoulders with a smiie of ho-
nest pride; ¢ he brings what will repair thy
cottnge—the means of eare and gladness for
thy aged days.” Ay the joiner spoke a little
flower met his eye—it was a duisy that shew-
ed its crown of red and white above the green
turf that bordered  the road. He stooped to
plack it, and, continuing his reute, pic! off
one after another, the little leaves. ¢lt was
thus,” he said, smilingly, ¢ that on the eve of
my depariure, Gertrude gathered a daisy like
this on the bauk ef the river, ard bending
pretty face over the'flower to hide the the pain
guused by my sorrowing farewell, she stripped
it 1n silence, and pulling off the lust leaf, said
to me, with a ti voice, * Adieu, Hermnn,
I will not warry before your return,’ 1=
mediately ran quickly away, a3 thongh sie
feared having suid too moch.”

¢ Father® iuterrupted-snddeniy little Wilhelm
raisisig his head fromn where  he had: placed it
on kis father s-kmee, * the stranger, then, was
named Hermun, and he was a joiner, liks you;
his maiden's name was Gertrude, and so is our
mether’s. 1s not that Droli?’

* Do nst internpt father,” said Catherine,
who appeared to listen to the recital with the
liveliest interest.

Jerwzn smiiled, and centinued his parative
withaut reply. - © When I eame to the chu
square’ said the young traveller to himsell
shall hasten to look for a littie window trimuned
with a blue cartain, fecing the cld-lima tree,on
the side opposite to vur heuse. Oh! il should
see Gertry eated there at her wheel, as{
saw her foruierly! If] in passing, T conld read
the pust régretin hereyes, and her pieasure at
What a bappy moment
hat be when I cun say to, ¢ Gertrude, 1
have returned faitbfnl te 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 heip me
to make my o!d mother happy.’ Then when

' £ h
fugative.

with a blush, shesays, * I am willing,” I enall
take the pretty cross of gold and the silk 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, hs is approaching the
town, where his eyes already distinguish the
public gate. As he advances, his leok interro-
gates the faces of those whom he meets, ea-
ger to find a friendly glance—a trace ofthe
past, from each passenger his eye demands a
shake of the hand, or some waords 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 attenlive-
ly, aud at the first glance reeognised Ran-
dolph, his former playmate, his school-compa-
nion, and eoldest friend. What pleasure.
Herman was about torun ‘to him, to seize
his hand, and say, * Here I 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 sonth 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 forw mo-
ments stryggle with himsell, he recommenced
his walk, but not without giving utterance to a
sigh. Adfew paces farther he stopped. at the
entranceof the first street, where stood a new

"building the walls of which were finished, but

many workmen werestill busy on the wood-
work and carpentry,-overlooked by an elderly
man, whofrom the street directed the fixing
of the window-frames. At the sight of the
overlooker, Ilerman felt again delighted.

The man is his old ‘master, whose advice
and regard made him ;a skilful workman—he
to whom, in his heart, he refers the success
which has crowned his efforts; more than that
he is ‘the father of Gertrude. * Ab,” said
Her:man to thimself, ¢ here is one who will
know me again withont difficulty; youth is
little' observant; its impreszions are lively but
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
humseif, the young workman drew nearer the
old man, stood before him, and taking - off his
cap, begged him, in_a respectful tosne, to tell
him of a joiner's shop where he might find
immediate occupation. The master looked at
him for & mowment in silence; Herman’s heart
beat quickly, but 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 thoso
who know how to do it;’ then turamng 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 hm a stranger tohis best friends, even
the father of his Gertrude knows him not
again.

«What! sighed Herman, sadly, ashe left
his old master, * am I then so different fro.a
my former self, that my features reveal not
the slightest remembrance?  If Gertrade—but
no, 1 deceive myself; she who could distin-
guish me at a hundred paces in a crowd, will
easily discover. her Herman under the tan
which darkens his  skin. Besides, should
she hesitute an_instuat, will not her heart ex-
claim, It is he-—it i1s Herman!®

Ha strode rapidly along the street which se-
perated him in the squure: he wis sovn neat

:h, in sight of the old line-tree with
and of the great fountain,

its rusuic bemch,
surrounded s usual by wusherwowmen; farther,
is a little house, which the young man_exa-
There it:is the win-
dow decorated as formerly with the blue cur-

mines with eager look,

tain, and garpished with pots of pinks. What
happiness! A youog woman who appears tof
be spinning, is seated at the casement Her-
man’s heart leaped in his bosom: he few
acrosy the square, and stoud stiil at ten paces
from the dwelling of his Gertrude. 'T'here
full of lively emotions, he remained gazing on
the young wmaiden, admiring the change which
seven years of absence hud produced. In-
stead of the lizht and slendar girl “of" sixteen
whotn he had formerly Jeft behind, he saw a
young woman in all the charm of her benuty
—her eyes brighter, her cheek more deeply

| tinged, than when he went away, while ber

t hawe 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, in the' middle of
of the street, a traveller peorly clad, his eyes
earnestly fixed mponshero  *lIt is a foreign
workman,” she said, after iooking av him for
 fow moement2; “ he is ‘perhaps poor—let: us
have pity on bhimn. Heaven bless you, young
man!” she continued, ras, stretching out. her
trimn, she threw a swall coinon the pavement,
then, without - longer delay, she resae, and,
laying her stafl aside, closed the window, and
disappeared from the eyes ol her loser, . Alas!
the san of thesouth has shone too long on the
tanned face of the wandeter—his best friends
catinot recognise him, his beloved herself calls
him a foreigner!

At this point ‘of her futher's tale a sigh
broke from little Cutherjne. Ilerman smiled,
took the child's hund in his owu, sad contina-
ed his narratiou.

« It instead of fleeing from-the’ gaze  of the

traveller, Gertrude had remained at the win-
dow, she would doabtless have remarked ths
tokens of his sorrow, and perhaps have diseo-
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 mownenis as if mailed to the
:place on whick 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 when, shortly before he hastened
slong the streeta unconscious of fatigne and
of the weight of his koapsack: now, with head
bent down, he dragged himself forward at a
slow and melanchely 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 founntain,
recall a host of boyish recollections; Herman
was deaf to their voice, his wonnded heart sces
around him nothing but sorrow anc misfortune.
Meanwhile he drew near his home; filty paces xt
most gepatate ‘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 & 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 counld 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 of him whom
she loved so well. *Mother,” replied the
 young man, with a trembling voice, as he
pressed her to his breast, * mother, you at leagt
have not forgotten me.”

The effects of travel and exposure, fatigne,
increuse af years, deceive not the eyes of a
mother. In vain has the sun of the south
made the features of the wanderer strange to
his sincerest friends—even to his beloved; one
glance suffieed her from whese breast he
drew his nourishmrent. *My son!’ she said;
iHeaven be praised ny 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 Frang;
¢ 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 confort
and quiet. And to her latest day the good mo-
ther thanked Heaven for the retura of her sen.

At these words, Herman raised his mois-
tened eyes to the corner of the apartment,
where a distafl, yet covered with flax, hang
upon the wall. . A wreath of dried amaraaths
decorated the modest trophy, preserving the
cherished memory of a much-loved mother.
The children's fooks 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 take a better look at the
journeyman ? and why did she shut' her win-
dow #o quickly ?*

¢Who kuwows,” half-whispered Catherine,
looking timidly at her father, *who knows
whether she did not open it again afterwards?’

Herman seized the Jittle girl in  his armes:
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, Llessivg
them both with her Jatest breath.’

At this instant, the door of the Kitchen
opened: a female, still young and good-looking»
eutered with the invitation, * Come to supper.’
The two little boys clung playfully te theif
mother’s apron, erying, *Supper, suppar‘!'
"Dheir father followed, carrying Catherine I8
his-arms Assodn as the little girl could resch
her mother, she passed an arm round her necks
and wish a merry langh, the party seate
themselves at the the: table, where the happ)~
ness of the present wingling with his recolie¢”
tions of the past, [lerman felt proud and grate”
ful for the lot which had been shared wit
his Gertrude.

EDITOR'S CARES.

Tlhe preparation of a constantly recarring p”
riodica ) work, especially if conjoined with ethef
duties is a sure weans of making time fly fast:
"There is no cessalion—no pause; the task

neyer dons; the nund never unoccupied. s
laave it till to-morrow’ cannot be said; pled”
sant loiterings wust not be hoped for; it is 00
1ill the account is closed; and so the years'ed ’
some along before they are looked for An
editor’s duties, even in a case L'Olnplrlli"l!
unimportapt. are ousrous and unih:mkfu]} thes?
he praises * loves him less than their dinnpef
and these he finds fault with hate him * weis?
than the d——L"  1f he step out manfullys #
can searcely avoid treading ot somebody's "_‘:‘.
who will make & paint of never forgetling ":
while those on whem he may bestow cmmh‘"",‘
dation, even i nothing more  substautial, :‘",;'l
quietly place it all to their own merits.—* y
Builder.
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