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*Twas the fifth of November,
1 pray you, love, remember, i
Tho merry fires were glancing on the gray hill-
side ;
When, spite of wind and weather,
Far down among the heather,
Midst the ferns and mountain gorses, you won
me for your bride.

Now remember, love, remember,
Kver since that old November,
When the earth was lit with glory, and the
heavens smiled above,
We have vowed it solely
As a joy, to memory holy, b))
And from an old dead custom draw a living
fount of love.

i

Let us forth at Nature’s summons
o the wild, wood-skirted commons,
There we’el kindle every withered bough that
drops around our way ;
With our children gathered round us,
We will bless the fate that found us
Down among the reddened gorses in the dying
of the day.

And remember, love, remember,
When around each dying ember
‘We watch their glad young faces, bright with
artless mirth and fun,
What it is tofeel the glow
Oi the loving hearts we know
Will ne’er with life desert us till the dark
day’s done !

‘We may weep or we may smile,
Ay, do all things but revile ;
We may rue the bitter louring of the cold
world's {rown ;
But while simple. pleasures please us,
‘Winter's self shall never freeze us—
We can wait with patient faces'till the storm
dies down. !

Leave we the dear old door
" For the heath and upland moor ;
Let us tread them, love,, together, while the
ways seem fair ;
By and by the dimness—lameness,
When all things shall wear a sameness,
_But to-day {or hope and gladness, and for God’s
blest air?!

Let my willing arm sustain you
Does your wound of battle pain you ?
Does the rugged pathway shake you? So—
lean heavy on my breast ;
There is bealth and vigour coming
Where the swollen streams are humming,
Axnd the lights of autumn playing on the wild
bird’s crest. *

Remember, love, remember,
« How soon comes blest December,
‘With its precious gifts of spirit, and its
happy household cheer :
Though the leaves are dropping fast, love,
And the flowers have bloomed their last,
love,
‘When ourdays are at their darkest, then a
glory shall be near.

From Chambers’s Journal for December.

A LEAP PROM THIE MAIN
BRUCKE,
FROM THE GERMAN OF LUDWIC STORCH.

It was past midnight—the lights on the
stone bridge which crosses the river Main at
Frankfort were still burning, though the foot-
steps of passengers had died away for some
time on its pavement—when a young man ap-
proached the: bridge from the town with hasty
‘stiides, At the same time, another man advan-
ced in years was coming towards him from
Sachsenhausen, the well-known suburb on the
opposite side of the river. The two had not
yet met, wken the latter turned from his path,
and went towards the parapet, with the evident
inteation of leaping from the bridge into the
Main Brucke.
"The young man followed him quickly and laid
hold of him.
¢ Sir,’ said he, ¢ I think you want to drown
yourself,’ e
* You think right, sir ; but what is that to
you
" + Nothingatall : [ was only going toask you
Lo do me tre favor to wait a few minutes, and
sllow meto join you. Letus draw close to
ach other. and, arm in arm, take the leay to-
gether,  The idea of making the leap with a
perfect stranger, who has chanced to come for
nthe same purpose, 1s really rather interesting.
Indeed, I have not experienced anything so ex-
siting for some time ; and I should not have
thought that,in my last -hour, so. pleasant an
oceurrence would happen. Come, sir, for many
vears | have not made a request to any human [
belng ; do ndt refuse me this one, which must |
Le my last. | assure you, 1 do not remember
Laving ever spent so mauy words about any re-
- quest whatever.' o
B0 saying, the young man held out his hand :
' his gompanion took it, and ha then coutinued,

‘'me in these last

arm—and now let us be quick about it; it is
really charming to have a human heart rnear
moments. I do not ask
what you are, good or bad—come, let us
down.’

‘The elder of the two, who had at first been
in so greata hurry to end his existence in’ the
waters ot the river, now restrained the impetu-
osity of the vounger,

¢ Stop, sir,” said e, while his weary eye tried

to examine the features of his companion as
well as the flickering light of the nearest lamp |
would allow him- ¢ Stoy, sir ; you seem to me |
too young to leavg life in this way., Iam afraid
you are committing a rash act; for a man
of your years, life must still have bright pros-
pects.’
* ¢ Bright prospects !—in the midst of rotten-
ness and decay. falsehood and deceit, vice and
corruption ! Come, let us make an end of
it.’

“And so young! Your experience must
have been very sad to make you consider all
creatures which had the human form a brood of
serpents.’

¢ Oh, serpents are noble brings compared with
men ; they follow the impulses of their nature ;
they are no hypocrites, beuring virtue on their
lips and vice in their hearts.’

‘1 pity you from my heart; but there
certainly are many exceptions to this miserable
rule.’

¢1 have found none,’ said the young
man.

* Then it may be a consolation, though a
poor one,. that you have found one in this so-
lemn hour. However much men are given to
falsehood, there are very few who lie in the hour
of death, within sight of eternity. But for me,
I have never told 2 fa'sehood in my life, and '1
wo.ld not fur anythicg in the world enter upon
the dark road with a lie upon my lips ; and
therefore, when [ tell youl am not a wvillain,
as you seem to think me, but an honest and up-
right man, 1 am telling you the simple, unvar-
nished truth.’

*Indeed ?-—that is interesting. And so 1
must meet the only honest man ever I saw
in the world, when Iam on the point of leays
ing it, and in his own company !’

¢ Let me go alvne and do you remain here.
Believe me there are many good and honest
people who could render life charming for
you. Seek them, and yon are sure to find
them’

¢ Well, the first one T have found already. —
But if life presents itself to you in hues so
bright, I am surprised you should wish to leave
it.’ .

¢ Oh, T am only a poor old sickly man, un-
able to earn anything, and who can endure
no longer that his oaly child, an angel of a
daughter, should work day and night to main-
tain him, and even sometimes to procure him
luxuries. No, sir, to allow this longer, I must
be a tyrant, a barbarian,’

¢ What, sir I' exclaimed  the other, almost
terrified, ¢ you have an only daughter sacrific-
ing berself for your sake ¥

¢ And with what patience, what sweetness,
what love, what perseverance ! I see her sink-
ing under her toil and her. deprivations, and
rot a word of complaint escapes from her pal-
lid lips. - She works and starves, and still has
always a word of love ar affectionate smile for
her tather.’

¢ Sir, and you want to commit suicide! Are
you mad ?'

¢ Dare I murder that angel ? The thought
pierces my heart like a dagger,’ said the old
man sobbing.

¢ Sir, you must have a bottle - of wine with
me; [ see's tavern open yonder. Come, you
mast tell me your history ; and if you have no
objection, 1 will then tell you mine, But this
much I say at once— there is. no oceasion for
you to leap into the river. Iam a rich, a very
rich man ; and if things really are as vou repre-
sent, your daughter will no longer have to
work, and you shall not starve.’

The' old man allowed himself to be dragged
along by his companion. In a few minutes,
they were seated at a a table in the tavern,
with full glasses before them, and sach examin-
ing curiously the features of the other.

Refreshed and comforted by the effects of
the wine, the old man began thus :

¢ My history is soon teld. Iam a mercap-
tile many but fortune never favored me. I
had no money myself, and I loved and married
apoor girl. I could never begin busicess on
my own account. I took a situation as book-
keeper, which I held until. I became 'useless
from ‘age, and younger men were preferrec to
me. Thus my circumstances were always cir-
cumseribed, but my domestic happiness was
complete. My wife wasan angel of love, kind-
vess, and fonduess, good and pious, active and
affecijopate ; and my daughter €5 the true
image of her mother. But age and illness
have brought meto the last extremity, aud my
conseience revolts against the idea of the best
child in the world sacrificing herself for an old
useless fellow. Itannot have much longer to
live ; and I hope the Lord will pardon me for
cutting off a few days or weehs from my life,
in order to preserve or prolong that of my dear
Bertha.’

“Youare a fortumate man my friend,” ex-

with a kind of enthusiasm : *“So be it : arm ' in

more fortunate one.  What you call your mis- |
fortune, is sheer nonsense, and can be cured at |
once, To-morrow I will make my will, and|
you shall be the heis of all my possessions, andl
to morrow night I will take . the leap from the!
main Brucke alone. But before | leave this!
world, I must see your Bertha, for I am anx- |
icus to look upoa one who is worthy thename |
f & human being.

¢ B, sir, what can bave made you so unhap’
py at this early age P’ said the old man, moved
with compassion. 1V |

¢ I believe it was my fathev's wealth. . I am |
the only son of one of the richest bankers in
Frankfort : when | mention my name, you will
atonce be convinced of the truth of my asser-
tion. My father died five years ago, and . left
me the heir to an immense fortune. From that
moment, every one that has come in contactl
with me has’endeavoured to defraud and deceive
me. . I wasa child in_innocence, trusting and
confiding ; my ecucation had not been neglec-
ted, and I possessed my mother's loving heart.
I endeavoured to associate myself in a union of
love and friendship with good and generous peo-
ple, but I found only hypocrites and impostors,
who pretend-d friendship for no other purpose
than to partake of my wealth, and enjoy them-
selves at my expense. My friends, or rather

whom I opened  my heart, betrayed me, and
then jaughed at;my simplicity ; but in time |
gathered experience. and my . heart was filled
with distrust, - | was betrothed to a rich heir-
ess, possessed of all fashionable accomplish-
ments ; I adored her with enthusiasm; her
love, | thought, would repay me for every  dis-
appointment, But | soon saw that she was no-
thing more than a proud fool, who wished “to
make me her slave, and yose all other men be-
sides to her triumphal chariot. I broke off the
en%agemem, and selected a poor but charming
girl—a sweet innocent being, as I thought, who
would be my.life’s own angel. Alas ! 1 found
her one day bidding adieu with tears and kisses
to a youth' whom she loved ; she kad accepied
me for my weulth only. My peace of mind va-
nished ; I sought diversion in travel ; every-
where I found the same hollowness, the same
treachery, the same misery. ~In short, I be.
came disgusted with life, and resolved to
put an_end this night to the pitiable
farce.’

¢ Unfortunate: young man,’ said the other
with tears of sympathy, * how deeply I pity
you. I confess I have been more fortunate
than you. I possessed a wife and a daughter,
who came forth pure and emaculate from the
hand of the Creator. The one has returned to
Him in the whiteness of her soul, and so will
the other.’

* Will you give me your address, old man,
and permit me to visit your daughter to-mor-
row P But you must also give me your word
of honor that you will not inform her, or insin-
uale to her in .any manner whatever that
I am a rich man’ The old man held out
hishand.

‘ 1 give you my word ; I am anxious to con-
vince you that I have spoken the truth, My
name is Wilhelm Schmidt, and here is my ad-
dress ,’ giving him, at the same time, a bit of
paper which he drew from his pocket.

¢ And my name i3 Karl T——, [ am the
sonof Anton T——. Take these bank-notes,
but only oncondition that you do not leave
this house until I fetch you from it., Waiter !!
a bedrovm for tiis gentleman. You require
rest, Herr Schmidt. Good-night. To'morrow
you will see me again ; but under whatever cir-
cumstances this may happen, do not forget the
word you have given me.’

The name the young man had mentioned,
as well as the large sum, struck the old man
with astonishment ; but before he coald reco-
ver himself, his companion had left the house,
and the waiter came to light him to his bedroom,
where, wearied and worn out, he soon sank in-
to a profound sleep.

In one of the narrow and ill-lighted streets of
Sachsenhausen, inan attic of a lofty and un- |
sightly house, sat a pretty blondine, about twen-
ty years of age, busily employed with her nee-
dle.  The furniture of the voom was poor, but
clean and tasteful ; the girl’s whole dress would
not have fetched many kreutzers; but every
article was as neat, and fitted her as well, as if
it had cost hundreds. Her fair locks shaded a
face brightened by a pair of eyes of heavenly
blue, which bespoke a peaceful mind and a
pure soul. The spirit of order, modesty, and
cleanliness reigned in everything around her.
Her features were delicate, like those of one no-
bly born ; ber eyes betrayed sleeplessness and
anxiety, and ever and anon a deep sigh arose

the villains whom I mistook for friends, and to '

‘ For Heaven's sake where is he ?  What
has happened *  Something must have hap-
pened—this is the first time he has stayed
away all night.

¢ The misfortune is not very great.’

¢ Oh, my pour, poor father, what shajl I
hear ?

1 he young man seemed to observe the visi-
ble marks of anxicty with great interest; then
lovking round the rooi, he said: ¢Do not be
frightened, my dear girl ; it 1S nothing of great
importance; ~ Your father met last night sn
old acquaintance, who invited him to a tayern.
They had some wine together ; but vhen the
landlord came for his Lill, your fathers friedd
had decamped, and left him to pay the score.
He had not sufficient meney for this ; and now
the man will not let him go until he is paid,
and dec'ares that unless he gets his money, he
will send him to prison.

* To prison l—my father to prison ! exclaim-
ed the girl. ¢ Can you tell me how much the
bill comes to

¢ Three florias and a half.’

0 God !' sighed the girl, all I have does
not amount 10 more than one florin ; but I will
goat once to Madame Berg, and beg of her to
advance me the money.’

¢ Who is madame Berg ?’

¢ The Milliner for whom I work.’

¢ But if Madame Berg does not advance the
~money—what then?’ The girl burst into
tears,

“Iam much afraid she will refuse.
ready owe her one florin, and she is
hard.’ :

‘For what purpese did you borrow the money
you owe her »’ y

The girl hesitated to reply.

* You may trust me, T take the deepest inter-
est in your musfortunes, and I sincerely wish I
could assist you ; but I am only a poor clerk
myself. Tell me for what purpose did you
borrow that florin 2

* Well my father is very weak, and occasion-
ally requires strengthening : 1 borrowed that
money to get a guarter of a foul for him.’

Under these circumstances, ‘| fear Madame
Berg will not give you any more. Here s one
Horin. bot that is all I possess, Have you any
valuables upon which we could raise some
money P Bertha considered for a moment,

¢ Lhave nothing,” sail she at length, ¢but
my poor mother's prayer-book, On her death
bed, she entreated me not to part with it, and
there is nothing in the world I holl more sa-
cred than her memory and the promise I gave
her : but still, for my father's sake, I must not
hesitate.” Witk a trembling hand. she took
the book dewn from the shelf. O sir,” said
she, * during many a' sleepless night, I have
been accustomed to enter tha secret thoaghts
of my heart on the blank leavesat the end of the
book. 1 hope no one will ever know whose
writing - they were: will you promise me
that P’

¢ Certainly, my dear Bertha. Do not alarm
yourself ; I will take care that your secrets shall*
not be profaned.  Bus now get ready, that we
may go.’

Whilst she left the room to put on her bon-
net and shawl, Karl T——, (for tne reader
will have guessed that the young man was no
other than our hero) glanced over the writing
of the girl in the book, and his eyes filled with
tears of emotion and delight as he read the out-
pourings of a pure and pious heart : and when
they had lefc the house together, and she was
walking beside him with a dignity of which she
seemed entirely unconscious, he cast upon her
looks of respect and admiration,

They first went to Madame Berg, who did not
give the advance required, but assured the young
wan that Bertha was anangel.  Certainly this
praise Mr T valued higher than the mo-
ney he had asked for. They pawned the book,
and the required sum was made up. Bertha
was overjoyed.

“But if you spend. all your money to-day,
remarked the young man, ¢ on what will you live
to-morrew ¥’ ?

¢ 1 do not know, but 1 trust in God. 1 shall
work the wholenigl t through.’

¢ Yes, trust in God firmly, and He will help
you, exclaimed Karl with an enthusiasm which
almost betrayed the emotion he felt,

When they came to the tavern, the young
man went in first to prepare old Mr Schmidt
for the part he wished 'him to act; then he
tetzhed Bertha. It isimyossible to deseribe the
Joy he telt when he saw the young girl throw
herselfin her father’s arms, and pressed him o
her heart,

¢ O father,’ snid she, * what a dreadful night I
have had —how uneasy I have been about you;

I al-
very

from the maiden’s breast. Suddenly, steps
were heard on the staircase, and her face light- |
ed up with joy ; she listened, and doubt scemed ‘
to overshadow her brow. Then came a knock |
at the door, which made her tremble so mueh |
that she almost wanted the courage to sav,
‘Comein’ A young man, shabbily dressed,
entered the room, and made a low but awk-
ward bow.

¢ I beg your pardon, Miss," said he, does
Herr Schmidt live here ?*

¢ Yes sir.” What is your pleasure

¢ Are you his daughter Bertha »

¢Iam.’

* Then it is you that I seek. [ come from

claimed the young man ; I have never seen a

your father.

but, thank God, [ ‘have you again and “her
face brightened up with a smile of joy,

She paid the bill, and triumphantly Jed him
home. T'—— accompanied them, and said he
had a few more kreutzers iu his pocket; she
had better go and get them something to  eat.
And then you should have seen this duling girl
how she busied herself, and how gladly she set
about it ; the young, man felt asif he zould fail
at her feet and worship her, It was late befors
T— went home that night : but the leap from
the Main Briicke was no more thought of. He

came to the house every evening, iu order, as
he said, to share with them his  scanty ear-
nings.

About a fortnight alter, as he was going away

s




