[Vritten for the Sonpay Cunontonr.]
The Pilot.

(Foundod on mu relutod by John B. Qougly, f
You have henrd the story of Maynard. No?
‘Iho pilot who safled on the north lakes t 0,
‘Well, he lived about twenty years ago
And run from Detruit to Baffalo,

He gonorally managed to have in tow

A passenger craft, Sowetimes tho cargo

Was somewhat mixed: men and womon, you
know,

On the upper dock and resinhelow,

And barre’s of tar and powder : and so

You soo it wns nnne the safest of wnys

‘I'o sui} on the lakes in tho early days.

Tu cuge of nceident, five or wreck,

Thern were no litobouts lashed to the deck

By which to cgcapo, and the chances wers

Iftho akip went down they went down with her,

John Baynard, the pilot, was known to be

A God-foaving follower of the san, =

One duy his veasol, with & tull cargo,

\as approaching the purt of Buffalo,

When smoke wrs seen ¢oming up from below ;
The Captain cried out, ** lio, Bimpson, you go
Aud see what the mutter can be below V!

Tho'man came up, and with lfted bands,

And livid lips and s look of death,

* The ship is on firo 1" e sald in a bream,
And the Captain sternly gave commands.
* Flro ! Firo ! Fira ! fitled tho alr
While doath wae waiting In the rigging ihers.
Futostood by, on & wave, nnd laughed
A¢ tholr manly efforts to save the craft.

It was not long till the five licked through
The riba of the ship ; the flerco finmes tiew
Ovor tho hieads of the frantic crew.

- Dunser lilted tha clous of smoke

Louder the dauntless Oaptain apoke
Ordering pussengers, crew and all

'I'o the fir vard deck ; all oboyed tho call,
Except J ohin Maynard, who stood alone,
At the holm, as firmn s o columu stone,

Tn clarlon tonos the Uaptain spoke

hrough the whirling clonds of fire'and ¢moko;
** John Maynixd 1" rollad ina burried whir,
And buck came the auswer, * Aye, uye, i !”

'* Are you ot the hetm 2" ** Aye, nye,Sir " came
Aganin through tho volling gen of flame.

** tlow does she hoad ?" the Captaln auld,

‘* Son'vast by enst, sir 1" On she sped

A lving fiame nnd a floating hell

As the fires flushed and the timbors foll,

** el hor son'east and run hor on shore I
Rubg out fu clarion tones oncedmore,

Neaver, yet noaver she approactied thoe shore,
In terror tho Cantain callod onco more :

“ John Maynard " Feobly the auswer came,
**Aye, aye, sir 1" from the hero Leyoud the flume,
' Can you hold on five minutes longor, John 1"
* (od helplng me I'1 try to hold on!?

Was the auswor that laggod thivough the heated

ale
Trom tho 1ips of tho old man standIng thero.

His hulr was acorchod from the scalp, and he
Was broathing the aiv of denth at son;
Yet fivm he stood us a martyr might stand,
s knee on tuo stunchion and his crisped hand
Clutchied ot the wheol, Is braved it through.
o boachod the ship and he snved the crow
And passongers, Not n man was lost
Iixcopt John Maynard. e way tossed
\ Forward and foll, to rise no moro,
Tust as the llummg ship atruok the shove,
And some of the sailors that anw It, swore
They saw the soul of thepilot riso
Out of the tlamos {uto Parndise,
 Sax Josk, Jununry 6, 1876,
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