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In tise evening of the next day, lie called on
Markhiam at his office, and vas surprised ta sce
their (!.d acquaintance Amas ini close conver-

IlIt is a diabolical plot they have been hiateh-
ing," said lie, addrcssing Langdon; "lbut I
shall know now how ta deal witlî Valdiemar,
the principal inover in this afl'air. Balked and
ruined by the sea, and cauglit in tIse net lie
had prepared for others, tliis detractor, scoun-
drel and thief will yet live to rue tic day on
whiclh lie set lus foot on these shores. Amas
lias told me ail," said lie, "land s'Hall fot go un-
rewardedl."

"Listen," said Admas, speakiig ta Langdon
-1 heard the Captain say-listen-I heard

him say ta tic mate, shortly after leaving port,
this ia the best chance for wvealtlî 1 have met
with yet."

"lAnd whiere were you, Amas, at the time ?"
replied Langdon calmly.

IlBehind the cabin door. Listen-I heard
the Captain say lie intended ta seli the vessel
as soon as lie got ta some foreign port,-I for-
get now the name."

A long conversation followed, whichi Lang-
don fully corroborated as correct: at the saine
Urne telling Markhani the sane story lie had
heard fromn one of the men. He also commu-
nicated hie own suspicions and doulits concern-
ing Valdemar, and whiere hoe liad irst met hinm
-the strange duel-his former robberies and
escapes.

Little now remlains ta le told. The disclo-
sures connectcd with tic wreck passed from
mouth ta moutlî, and reaching the cars of Val-
demar, lie led at once ta the Continent, whcre,
if late information be corrcct, lie attempted tise
samne trick; but bcbng arrestcd, and convicted
of tlîeft in his sciieme, wvas tricd, and sentenced
ta seven ycars' transpbortatian in a penal
colony.

Years have passed now since tisese events
took place. Johin Markhiam, notwithistanding
lus nîany difficulties and trials, hias since pro-
gressed ln business, and finds a good friend ln
Mr. Gibsoîs, wlîose son-in-lawv ho now is. H1e
inarried Venctia soon after, wlio loves as only
a trui onîan can love: and tise only regret lie
feels, in Iooking back upon the past, is thie
thouglut of tîsat cventful time, whien lue first
doubtetl lier love and struggled with lhis Iteel-
ings.

Langdon lias fully atoned for die errore of
his youth, antI is now an able and respectcd
lawryer, hiaving applied himiself assiduously to
the liractice of lus profession. The bright-eyed
and caquettish Laura of his youth. sits now at
lus fire side, and lauglîs at times over their
hiurried courtship and carly acquaintance.

But tlîere are purer .joys in store for thsese,
and for ail, whom, as the ycars go by, love
blesses and rewards, ws'lo live down tise sins of
slander, selfisiuncss and pride, and who feel,
througli trial and suffering, tlîat life's duties
have been fatithifully perfornied.

THE ST. JOHIN.
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They mav talk of the Rivrri of ether lands-
0f the Danîibe or noble lZhiuue,

Where fougbt of yore the tuidauntedl bands
Fron Alps and.A .Mwnire-

0f the ycllow Tiher, wýhe1 sat entron'd
The City of old s0 grani.-

Or the Don, by whose waters Serfs have groan'd
In a despot trampled land.

Lot tha Misslssippls waters swcep
To the sea wltb resisticas tide,

And the great St. Lawrence In anger lcap
0'cr a mountaln's ruggcd side;

While others sing of the pleusant Seinie,
Or the migbsy Amnazon,

IVe '1l raise aur sangs in as proud a strain
In prise cf the broad St. John!1

Five hundred miles ln its long carcer
It flows an its lordly wiy,

Where the lafty pino and thc cedar rear
Their crests ta ineridian day.

Through the forest dark it 8peeds along-
It winds tlirough the vailles fair,

Where the boatman's vokce and the raunan's sang
Are borne on thc inorning air.

Wlîen the winter lîath botuud it witlî icy baud
To the liard unyielding beach,

'The 1ce-boat speede, by the kcen winds fainî'd,
Up thc suneoth and glitteriiig lteach :

And the skuter skimes witb bis steel shod feet
O'or the rivcr's glassy face,

And vies in spccd wtith the courser fceat,
Or the heund which joins the clisse.

Wbien the stimmer bath melted the burrier frai!,
And broken its icy seul,

Its surface is -%vhtten'd by many a sail
And furrow'd by many a keel.

The steamboats trace on its waters dark
Their track in the snow-whitc feain,

And the Tuidian puaddles bis fragile burk
To luis lewly wigwam home.

Dewn înany a rapld it grandly glidos,
Ere il reuclies the tide tas8'd bay,

In a thundring fuiS like un avalanche sides,
As it rushes upon its way.

It gtrugglcs and chufes in Us8 roeky bcd
With the swift in-cemlng tide,

Till the rocks are wern away and shed
Frein the gerge's ruggedl side.

Thon eut te the sou withi a stately sweep-
i'ast the Fides, of the wave warn piers-

It mningles lis tide witlt the mighty deep,
AR it lias farr a tbeusand years.

The' threîies inay ho rent and klngdloms go
luit' l)rematur(. dccay,

Thle grent St. John wilt still graadiy ilow
On it6 course as il flows te.day.


