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JOHN LAING, THE LIFE-BOAT MAN; OR, THE
WTARNING UNHEEDED.

"THANK you, John, agrain and again. I always knew 1 lbad
your confidence; but this is more than kind."

"Tush, Mary! we haven't Iived as mnan and ;vife this, long
time xithout my kçnowing your worth. Wbv, it's twenty years
ago-it seems but yesterday-since you left your comt'ortable
home to marry me; twenty years ago this ve-ry mnorning! And
this is my wveddingr-day git't, Mary. lit should have been a.i large
again. But for the life-boat, the good ship must have been lost,
crew and cargo, on the Scroby Sands-but such as it is, it 1$
yours, wife, yours and our boy's."

" Tlhatn you a gain, John ;-bit much as I value it, you have
given me a better weddingr-day gift, Johin-hope."

"Ay, wife, I guess whiat you mean. There's been but one
thing that bas clouded our happy life, and that a fauit of mine.
Yotu do well to, remind me of it to-day, Mary."

There was no reproach in bis tone, although his words rnight
seem to suggest it, but his wife tbougbit that she saw sadness in
his downcast face> and went at once to his side. John Laina was
a tail, strong, middle-aged man, with a tanned weather-beaten
face set in a frame of thick grizzled beard. Hie was clotlied in
the beachman's rough, warm attire, and looked the frauk, brave,
honest man the captain of a life.-boat's crew on the most dan-
gerous coast of England should be. Upon bis skill and courage
human lufe had often depended: often, had his strong right-hand
trembled, bis shrew'd head wavered, bis brave heart failed him,
the sea would have claimed fresh victims.

IlY on will forgive me, J ohn," bis wîfe said; my beart was
full of gratitude and joy."

IlHark ye, Mary," he replied, I should not bave spoken of
this, but I canncv't blame you for reminding me. We beac(,hmen
lead a hard hfe, and a dange>'ous one too. Tbere.s neyer a sun
rises wbich we can reckon upon seeing out. 'Tis the sanie with
ail the world else; but we are more often face to, face with deatb


