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The Helmsman of Lake Erie.

It wasonapleasant Moy morning thet a steam- |
vensel was riding at anchor, o posite the town of
Buﬂ'alq, on lake Eric, You know, I dare say,
that Erieis one of those sea-lukes for which Amer-
ica is 8o famous; and, as you stand on its shore,
and seo the green waves dashing in one after
another, you might well think that you were look-
ing at tho great ocean itself. The Jersey—for
that was the name of the steamer—was dreased
out with many bright flugs: the Blue Peter, the
signal of immediatc sailing, wasat her mainmast-
head: porters were hurrying along the narrow
quay that juts outinto thelake; boatmen quarrel-
ing witheachother for passengers; travellers hur-
rying backwards and forwards to look for their
luggage; ‘friends shaking hunds, and biddin
cach other farewell; idlers lounging about, wil
their handa in their pockets; car-driversjangling
fora large: fare; and all the various kinds of
bustle and ¢onfusion that attend the departure of
a packet from a watering-place. ~ -

But presently the anchor was lieaved, the pad-
dlcs began to turn, the sails were set, and, lcmins
abroad track of foam behind her, the Jersey stoo
westward, and held on her course for the town of
Eric. It was o bright bluc day; and, as hour
after hour went by, some mingled in the bus
conversationon politics; some sat apart, and cal-
culated the gainsofthe shop or the counting-house,
some werc wrapped up in the book with which
they were cngaged ; and one or two, with whom
time scemed to hang heavily, composed themselves
to sleep. Inshort, one and all were like men'who

thought that, let danger come to them when it |:

1t drew towards four in the afternoon, and the
steamer, which had hitherto been heeping the mid-
dle of the lake, stood"southwards ; Erie, the place
to which it was bound, Iying on the southern side.
Old John Maynard was st the whecl; a bluff,
weather-beaten sailor, tanned by many & burning
summer day, and by many a wintertempest, He
had truly learnt to be content with,his situation:
none could ever say that they had heard him re.
' pineat his hard labor and scanty pay. He had,
“inthe worst times, a cheerful word and a kind
look for those with whom he was thrown ; cast,
often enough, into bad company, hetried, at least,

might, at leastit would not be that day, |

| and generally succeeded, to say or dv something
for its good, He was known, from one end of
'lake Erie to the other, by the name of honest John
Maynard; and the secret of his honesty to his
neighbors was his love of God.

The land was about ten miles off, whea the
captain, coming up from his cabin, cried 1o a
sailor: “Dick Fletcher, what's all that smoke |
scecoming out fromthe hold "

“It’s from the engine-room, Sir, I guess,” said
the man.

“Down with you, then, and let me know,”

"The sailor begun descending the ladder by
which you go to the hold ; but scarcely had he
disappeared beneath the deck, when up he came
again with much greater specd.

“The hold's on fire, Sir,” he said to the cap- |
tain, who by this time was standing close to
.

The captain rushed down, and found the ac-
count too truc. - Some sparks had fallen on a
bundleoftow: no one had scen the uccident; and
now notonly much of the luggage, but the sides
of the vessel were in a smoulderiny flame,




' All hands, passengers as well as sailors, were
fcallcd tozether; and, two lines being made, one
i on each side of the hold, buckets of water were
; passed and repassed : they were filled from the
| lake, they flew along a line of ready hands, were
dashed hissing on the burning mass, and then
passed on to the other side to be refilled. For
some few moments it seemed as if the flames were
subdued. !

fn the meantime the women on board were.
clustering round John Maynurd, the only man’
unemployed wlio was capablc of answering their
questions. “How far 1s 1 to land?” “How
lung shall we be getting in?” “lsitverydeep 1”
“lsthere noboat?” “Canthey see us from shore 3’
The helmsman answered as well us he could.—
‘I'here was no boat: it had been left at Buffalo to
be mended : they migh beseven miles from shure
they would probably be inin forty minutea: he
could not tell how far the fire had reached. “But,
10 speak the truth,” he added, we ate allin great
danger; and I think if therc were less tulkiag,
and a little more praying, it would be the better
for us, and none the worse for the boat.”

“How's her head 7" shouted the captain.

“\West-sou’-west. Sir,” answered Maynard.

“Keep her sou’ and by west,” cried the captaiv,
“We must go on shore uny where.”

It happened that a draft of wind droveback ihe
flames, which soon began to Lluze up more furi-
ously aguinst the salovn; aud the partition be-
Ctwixt itand the hold was soon on fire.  Then long
" wreaths of saioke began to find their way through
“the skylight; and the captaim, secing this, ordered

all the women forward. The engineer put on his

utmost steam: the American ilag wus run up, and
reversed, in token of distreas: wuter was flun
_over the soils, to muKethem hold the wind, An

atill John Maynard stood Ly the wheel, though
" now he was cul'oft, by a shect of smoke and flame,

from the ship's crew.

Greuter and greater grew the heat: the en.
gineers fled from the engine-room : the passengers
were clustering round the vessel’s bow, the
sailors were sawing planks on which to lash the
womett: the boldest wero throwing off their coats
and waistcoats, and preparing for one long strug-
gle for lite. And sull the const grew plainer and
plainer: the paddles, as yet, worked well: they
could not be morethan a mile from the shiore; and
boats were even now starting to their assistance-
- “John Maynard !” cried the cuptain.

“wAye aye, Sir!” snid John,

“Could you hold on five minutes longer?” .-

“'N ey, Sie” ‘ :

And hedid try; the flames came ncarer and
nearer: a shect of' smoke woula sumetimes almost
suffocate him; his hair was singed ; his blood !
scemed on firc with the great heat.  Crouching as
far back as hecould, he held the wheel firmly with |
his left hand, till the flesh shrivelled, and the mus- !
cles cracked in the flame; and then he stretched |
forth his right, and bore the agony without u
scream or a groan. It was enough for him that
lie heard thecheer of the snilorsto the approaching
Loats; the cry of the captain. ““T'he women first,
and then every man for himself, and God for us
all.” And they werc the last sounds that he
heard. How he perished was notknown, whether
dizzied by the smoke, he lost his fuoting in en-
deavoring to comc torward, and fell overboaid,
or whether he were suffocated by the dense smoke,
his comrads could not tefll. At the moment the
vessel struck, the boats were at her side: the pas-
sengers, sailors, and captéin leaped into then, or
swam for their lives: nl!:‘save he to whom they
owed cverything, escaped. )

He lmd)ziic.d the degfh of a Christian hero—1
hiad almost saig,-of a martyr: his spirit was com-
mended into his Father’s haods, and his body
sleeps in peace by the green side of h.skc Erie.
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A-version with no B-version deletions. Three B-version usages: a) “heaved” [B] instead of “hove” [A]; b) “stood
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