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THE AUTHOR TO THE READER.

Ir these California Sketches, new and old, shall be-

ouile a lonely hour, or rouse a kindlier feeling or

higher aspiration in any human soul, I shall be satisfied.
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“'.\“”._‘}\_“ :_:]”‘-" TAN...... S B 5 ONORA, in 1855, was an exciting, wild,

AN e 2 wicked, fascinating place. Gold dust and

gamblers were plentiful. A rich mining

CavirogrNiA T g
FATHER Ad e camp is a bonanza to the sporting fraterni-

CALIFORNITA - : ‘ ty. The pu‘u]hu' excitement of mining is near
How tHE MonEY Cavi s akin to gambling, and seems to prepare the gold
I\l I\!“ ‘\“ 3 h-unu:r 1'.071‘ the faro b;m_l\ L{.ﬂll monte 1;11314;. The
=7 life was free and spiced with tragedy. The men
were reckless, the women- Tew and not wholly
select. The conventionalities of older commu-
nities were ignored. People dressed and talked
as they plwu.wd. and were a law unto themselves.
Even a parson could gallop at full speed through
a mining camp without exciting remark. To me
it was all new, and at first a little bewildering, but
there was a charm about it that lingers pleasantly
in the memory after the lapse of all. these long
years from 7355 to date.

Sonora was 4 picture unique in-its beauty-as |
first looked down upon it from the crest of the
highest hill above the town that brigcht May morn-
ing.— The air.was exhilarating, electric. The sky
was deep blue, without a speck of cloud. The town
lay stretched between two ranges of hills, the cozy
cottages and rude cabins stragoling along their
sides. while! the full tide of life flowed through
Washington Street in the center, where thousands
of miners jostled one another as they moved to
and fro. High hills encircled the place on all
sides protectingly, and Bald Mountain, dark and
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bare, lifted above all the rest, seemed to watch the
queen city of the mines like a dusky duenna. The
far-off Sierras, white and cold, Jay propped against
the sky like shrouded giants under their winding
sheets of 'snow. '« Near me stood a lone pine which
had escaped the ruthless ax because there was a
grave under it marked by a rude cross.
" Descending to the main street again, I found it
crowded with flannel-shirted men. . They seemed
to be excited, judging from their loud tones and
fierce gvsticul;ui«.mé.

¢« They havel caught Felipe at“French Camp,
and they will have him here by teno’clock,” said
one of a group near me.

¢ Yes, and the boys are lgetting ready to-swing
the cursed greaser-when he gets here,” said an-

other, savagely.

On inquiry. I learned that the /gentleman for
whose arrival such preparation was being made
was a Mexican who had stabbed to the hearf a
policeman named Sheldon twoe nights before. The
assassin/fled the town, butthe sheriff and his posse
had gotten_ on his track, and, pursuing rapidly, had
overtaken him at French Camp, and were now re-
turning with - their prisoner in charge. Sheldon
was a good-natured, generous fellow, popular with
the < boys.’? |, He was brave to a fanlt, perhaps a
little \too ready, at times toluse his pistol. Two
Mexicans had been shot by him since his call to
police duty, and, though the Americans justified
him in so doing, the Mexicans cherished a bitter
feeling \toward him. / Sheldon knew that he was
hated by those swarthy fellows'whose strong point
1s not forgiveness of enemies, and not long before
the tragedy was heard to say, in a half-serious tone:
I expect to die in my boots.”” Poor fellow! it
came sooner than he i!i-wught.
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By ten o’clock Washington Street was densely
thronged by red and blue shirted men, whose re-
marks showed that they were ripe for mischief.

“ Hang him, I say! If we allow the officers
who watch for our protection when we are asleep
to be murdered in this way, nobody is safe. I say
hang him! ** shouted a thick-chested miner, grit-
ting his teeth. '

¢ That’s the talk ! swing him!”* ¢ Hang him 12
¢t Put cold lead through him!”’ and such like ex-
pressions were heard on all sides.

Suddenly there was a rush of the crowd toward
the point where Washington Street intersected with
the Jamestown road. ‘Then the tide flowed back-
ward, and.came surging by the place where T was
standing.

¢ There he comes! at him, boys! ™ “A rope! a
rope! ™’ ¢ Goforhim!™ shouted a hundred voices.

The objeect of the popular exeecration, guarded
by the sheriff and a posse of about twenty men, was
hurried along in the middle of the street, his hat
yne, his bosom bare, a red sash around his waist.
e was _a/ bad-looking fellow, and. in. the rapid
ances he cast at the angry crowd around him
there was more of hate than fear. . The flashes of
his dark eyes made one think of the gleam of the
deadly Spanish dirk. The, twenty picked men
guarding him had each a revolver in his hand,
with Maj. Solomon, the sheriff, at their head.
The mob knew Solomon. He had distinguished
himself for cool courage in the Mexican war, and
they were well aware that those pistols were pa-
raded for use if occasion-demanded.

The prisoner was taken into the Placer Hotel,
where the coroner’s jury was held, the mob sur-
rounding the building and roaring like a sea.

*There they come! go for him, boys! > was

-
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10 CALIFORNIA SKETCHES.

shouted as the doors were flung open, and Felipe
ap pv;ncd. attended by his guc ml

A rush was made, but there was Selomon \\nh
his twenty men pistol 1 hand, and no man dared
to lay a hand on the murderer. With steady step
thc\' marched to the jail, the crowd par tine as the
sheriff and his: posse advanced; and the prisoner
was hurried inside and the doors locked.

Baflled thus, for a fcw moments the mob was
silent, and then it explode led w \Yh ‘mpu cations and
yellsz] ¢ Break upml the door! « Pear down *‘\\
jail!’” ¢ Bring fnn out! ! < Who-has a rope?’

“ Out withhim!?

Cool and collecte d. Solamon stood on the door-
step, his twenty men st inding holding their revelv-
ers ready. The County ]nd'n Qnuint attempte d
to| address the excited mass, bui/ his voice was
drowned by their yells. The silver-tongued Henry
P. Barber, an orator -born, and whose sad career
would make a romance of thrilling interest, essaye d
tospeak, but even his magic voice was lost 1n the
tornado of popular fury-

[ had climbed a hizh fence above the jail yard,
where the whole scene was before me. When
Barber gave up the attempt to geta hearing drom
the mob, there was a momentary silence. Solo-
mon/ s: m lhc Uppmluum sand, lxmnn hishands he
said': Vill you hearme amoment? . Fam not fool
gnnuw"'x to think that with these twenty men [ can
whip this crowd. You can overcome us by your
numbers and kill us if yon choose. Perhaps you
will do it—=I am read - for that. I don’t say I can
prevent you, but I (10 say ~'—and here his eye
kindled and his voice had : »mwl-lik-& ring—** tke

first man that touches that jail door dies!”™
" There was a pe uqmll m-m throuchout that
dense mass of human beings. No man volunteered

MY FIRST SUNDAY IN THE MINES. IT

to lead an assault on Hn- jail door. Solomon fol-
lowed up this stroke: l)m\ when you take time
to reflect, you will see that ‘thisis all wrong. [was
elected by your votes, and you are acting in bad
faith when you put me in a position where 1
must violate my sworn duty or n'vht you. This
is the holy Sabbath day. Back in our old homes
we have been used to Lliizu'«,’m scenes from this.
I'he prisoner will be kept, and tried, and duly pun-
ished by the law. ],x,t us give three cheers for
the «]u'f\ of California, two of whom I see pres-
ent [pointing tfo where my Presbyterian ne sighbor,
the e l\(\. S. S. Harmon, and I were puuhml con-
spicuously ], and then go home like good citizens.”

Courageand tactprev ailed. - The mob was con-
quered. The cheers were given with a will, the
erowd melted away, and in a few minutes the jail
yard was clear.

I lingered alone, and was struck with the sud-
den transition. The sun was sinking in thc \\‘mt
already the town below was wre ipped in shade, the
tops of the encircling hills caught the lingering
1)L.‘_1111'b, the loftier crest of Bald Mounuun bld/,mu
as if it were a mass of burnished gold. It was tlnc
calm and glory of mature-in \hnp contrast with
the turbulence and brutality of men.

Wending \my way back to the hotel, I seated
myself on ‘the piazza of the second story, and
watched the motley crowd going in and out of the
¢ Long Tom " drinking and gambling saloon across
lzl(f street, musing upon the scenes of my first Sun-
day in'the mines. :




CISSAHA.

FIRST noticed him one night at prayer mee t-

inglat:Sonor 4, in the Southern Mines, in I855.

He came in timidly, and took a seat near the

door. His manner was reverent, and he
watched (the, exercises with curious, interest, his
eyes following every/ gesture ol the prt;u‘h«'r. and
his ears-losing not a word that was said or sung.
1 was struek with his peculiar physiognomy as he
sat there avith his thin, swarthy taee, his soft, sad
black eyes, and long I lack hair. /I could not make
him out: he might | » Mexican, Spanish, Portu-
suese, ** Kanaka,’> o’ what not. ) /He waited un-
til 1 p assed out at“the close ol {he meeting, and,
bowing very humblys; l»l\u\l half a dollar in my
hand. and walked away. This happened sever: 1
weeks/in' suceession, and I noticed lmn at church
on Sunday evenings. Ile would come in after the
crowd had entered, and take his place near the
door, He never failed to hand me the half dol-
lar at the close of every service, his dark, wist-
fulflooking eyes hvhun«r up with pleasure as I took
the coin from his hand. He never waited to talk,
but hurried off at once. \I\ curiosity was e xcited,
and I began to feel a spe .cial interest in this
strange -1nukm'> foreigner.

[ was sitting one /morning in! the little room on
the hillside, which was'at once dining ro0Mm, par-
lor. bedchamber, and study, when, lifting my
eves a moment from the book I was reading,
there stood my strange foreigner in the door.

¢« Come in,~ 1 said kindly.

(12)
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Making profound salaams, he rushed impulsive-
ly toward me, excl: umm~ in broken English:
“« My good br: llll”lll 52 '1\[\ oood brahmin!’
with a torrent of words | could not understand.

[ invited him to take a seat, but he declined.
He looked Aushed and excited, his dark eves flash-
ing. 1 soon found that he could understand Eng-
lish much better than he cou ild speak it himself.

<« What is your name [eesiigas kn d.

«s Qissaha.” he answered, accenting strongly the
last syllable.

¢ (f what nation are you 2 was my next question.

< Me Hindoo—me good caste,”” he added rather
proudly.

After gratifying my curiosity by answering my
many que stions, he told his business with me.
It was with great difficulty that I umld make out
what he .\ml, his’ }HHHHIK&J[‘HH was sadly imper-
fect at best, and when he talked himself into an
excited state ln\ speech was a curious jargon of
confused and strange sounds.. The xl‘-.\thL
of his story was, that, though belonging to a gaste
which was Ll.b(l\x such work, ne cessity hz Ld 1mu d
him to take the place of a cook in a miners board-
ing house.at a nuhnluu camp, called aptly v Whisky
[1ill. which was about three miles from Sonora.
Adfter six months™ service,; the proprietor of. the
establishment had dismissed him with ‘no other pay
than a bogus title to a mining claim. When the
poor fellow went to take posse ssion, the rightful
owners drove him away with many blows and
much of that pculhul\ emphatic ]nm anity for
which California was rather noted in those early
days. On going back to his e mployer with the
story of his failure to get p()\\(\\«m of the min-
ing claim, he was dnun away with cursings and
threats, without a dollar for months of hard work.
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This was Cissaha’s story. e had come to me
for redress. 1 felt no little sympathy for him as
he stood before me, so helpless §|1 a strange land.
e had beenshamefully wronged, and I felt indig-
nant ‘at\ the recital! “But LEtold him that while 1
was sorty for him, I could do nothing: he had bet-

r put the case in the hands’of a lawyer. 1 sug-
;;‘L'slcd the name ' of one.

<< No, no'l''" he said passionately;1*¢ youmy good
brahmin; you go Whisky Hill, you make Flank
Powell pay my money 1§

He seemed to think thatias a teacher of religion
I must be invested also with some sort oi Axutlnnu_\j
in civil matters.” I could mot make him under-
stand that this was not so.

¢ You ride herse; me walk; Flank Powell see
my good brahmin come, he pay money,  urged
Qiibb.lh\

Yielding to.a suddenimpulse, I'told him I would
o with him. He bowed almost to the floor, and
the téars, which had flowed-freely as he told his
tale of wrongs, were wiped away.

Mounting Dr.Jack Franklin’s sorrel horse—my
pen pauses as I write the name of that noble Ten-
m sseean, that true and generous friend—I'star ted
to Whisky Hill, my client keeping alongside on
foot.

As we proceeded, T eould not'help fee ling 'that l
was on a sort of fool's errand. It was certainly
new role for me. But my sympathy had been ex-
cited, and I fortified 11\\Lh by repeating ment: ly
all those seriptures of the 014, and New! Testa-
ments which enjoin Kindness to strangers,

[ found that Cissaha was well known in the
camp, and that he was generally liked. Every-
body seemed to know how he had been treated,
and the popular feeling was on his side. Several

CISSAHA.

parties confirmed his statement of the case in every
particular. Walking along among the mining
claims, with a pmud ‘md umn(h_m air he would
pnmt to me, saying: ‘¢ There my good brahmin—
/ie make Flank Powell pay my money now. 2

¢ Powell is a rough customer,’” s: aid a tall young
fellow 'fmrn New York, who stood near the trail
with a pick in his hand; < he will 1"1\L you trouble
before you get through with him.”’

Cissaha (ml\ shook his head in a knowing way
and hastened on, keeping my sorrel in a brisk trot.

A stout and ill-dressed woman was standing in
the porch of Mr. I owell’s establishment as | xude
up-

¢« s Mr Powell at home?”” I asked.

¢ Yes: he is in the house,” she said dryly,
scowling alternately at Cissah (1 Lmd me.

¢¢ Please tell him that I would like to see him.”’

She went into the house after giving us a part-
ting angry glance, and in a few minutes Mr. Pow-
ell mkl«l “his appearance. He looked the ruffian
that he was all over. A huge fellow, with enor-
mous breadth between the shoulders, and the
chest of a bull, with a fiery red face, blear Muv
eyes red at the corners, coarse sandy hair, and :
villainous Zout ensemble every way, he was as bad a
specimen of my kind as 1 hz ad ever met.

¢ What do you wantwith me?"” he growled.out,
affer taking a look at us.

13| uml:ﬁ\‘ruul 2 T answered in my blandest
tones, ¢* that there has been some diffic 1111\ in mak-
ing.ase tL]k ment between you and this Hindoo man,
and at his request t I have come over to see if I can
help to adjust it.”

¢« Damn you!” said the ruffian, *“ if you come
here meddling with my affairs, I'll knock you off
that horse.”
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He wwas a rough customer to look at just then.
Cissaha looked a little alarmed, and drew near-
i to me.

I looked the man in.the eye and answered: |
amy not. afraid ef any vielence at your hands.
You  dare not attempft! it You have m'uvl.l_\'
wronged this poor foreigner, and you know it.
Every man/in thelcamp condemns you for it, and
is ashamed of your conduct. Now, [ intend to
see this thing t’x[ruu_r_{i'-. [ will deyote a year to it
and spend ever Iy dollar I can raise if necessary to
make yvou pay this debt!

By this time quite a « sowd of miners had gath-
ered around us, and there were unmistakab le ex-
pl\\\mn\ of approv al of my s peech :

That’s the richt sort of talke!’? exclaimed
grizzly-be arded man in/a re \4 Jml

¢ Stand up to him,p arson!’’.said another.

There was.a pause. Powelly as I learned after-
ward. was detested(in the camp. [Ie had the
1gputmun of .a bully and a cheat. I think he
was likewise @ coward. \ At any rate, as [ warmed
with virtuous indignation, he cooled. Perhapshe
did not like the expressions on the faces of the
rouch, athletic'men st wmding-around. ¢ What do
vou want me to do?’’ he asked in a sullen tone.

"1 8]/ want you to pay thist man what you owe
him.?” I answered.

The negotiations begun thus unpmnn\m« rly end-
ed very fx;!ppil\' After making some de dmm»n
on some pretext or other, the money was paid,
much to my relief and the joy.of my ¢ lmm Mr.
Powell indulged 1n no parting courtesies, nor did
he tender me the m\pu(ﬂm.\ of his house. I
have never seen him from that day to this. I have
never wished to renew his acqus intance.

(issaha marched back to Sonora in triumph.

CISSAHA I'7

A few days after the Whisky Hill adventure, as
[ was sitting on the rear side of the little parson-
age to get the benefit of the shade, I had another
visit from Cissaha. He had on his shoulder a
miner’s pick and shovel, which he laid down at
my feet.

¢« What is that for? ™ I asked.

* My good brahmin look at pick and shobel,
then no break, and find heap geld,”” said he, his
face full of trust and hopetfulness

[ cast a kindly glance at the implements, and
did not think it worth while to combat his inno-
cent superstition. If good wishes could have
brought him good luck, the poor fellow would
haye prospered in his search after, gold.

From that time on he was scarcely ever absent
from  church services, never (')I]liliil.lf_f to pay his
weekly half dollar: More than once I observed
the tears running down his cheeks as he sat near
the door, eye and ear all attent to the service.

A day or two before my departure for Confer-
ence, aft the end of my two years in Sonora, Cis4
saha made me a visit. e looked sad and anxious.
“ You g0 way 7% he i!n)nil‘n'tf.

£ Yess Lmust.go,’’ [ answered.

¢ You no come back Sonora?’” he asked.

«“Noy I cannot come back,”” I said.

He stood a.moment, his ‘chest heaving with
t'mmi«m. and then said: ** Me go with vou, me

live where you live, me die where you die,” al-
most the very words of the fair vouns Moabite.
Cissahia went with s, How could I refuse to
take him?" /At 'San José he lived iwith us, doing
our cooking, nursing our little Paul, and making
himself generally useful. He taught us to love
curry and to eat cucumbers Hindoo fashion—that
15, stewed with veal or chicken. He was the gen-

o
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tlest and most docile of servants, never out of
temper, and always anxious to please. Little
Paul was very fond of him, and often he would
take him oft .in-his baby wagon, and they would
be gone {or hours toge ther.

He never tired of asking questions about the
Christian religiony and me initested apeculiar delight
in the words mul life of Jesus. One day he came
into my study and said: ¢ Me want you to make
me Christian.’

<[ can’t muL‘v you a Christian; Jesus can do
it I answered:

He looked gre Anl\ puzzled and troubled at this
reply; but when 1 had e :xplained the whole m: itter
to him he l‘l‘:“"'m ned up and intimated. that he
wanted to ]mn the Church;/ I enrolled his name
as a prob: wtioner, and his delight was unbeunded.

One day Cissaha came ‘lo/me all smiling, and

said: ““Me want to give-all the preachers one big

dinner.’

s« Very.well,” 1 :m\\\rrwd- "l will let you do
56, | How many \do you w: int?

“«Me. want hea 1p }m_.ulnh table all full;®”

.\2”\1

He gave me to understand that the feast must
be dlt«wuhu his own—his money must buy every-
thing, even to the, salt and pepper for seasoning
the d]>1|«>>. He \\()HI(] use nothing that was in the
house, but bought flour, fowls, beef, vegetables,
confectionery, ceffee, tea, evervthing for the
oreat occasion. He made a grand dinner, not
forgetting - the (curry, and with |a ' table full of
preachers to énjoy it he was a picture of happi-
ness. His dark face beamed with delight as he
handed around the viands to the smiling and ap-
preciative guests. He had some Hindoo neotion
that there was great merit in feasting so many be-

CISSAHA. I9

longing to the brahmin caste. To him the dinner
was a sort of sacrifice most acceptable to Heaven.

My Oriental domestic seemed very happy for
some months, and became a general favorite on
account of his gentle manners, docile temper r, and
obliging disposition. [His name was shorte ned to
“Tom * by the pu[mlu‘ usage, and under the in-
structions of the mistress of the parsonage he be-
gan the study of English. l oor fellow! he never
Uxu](i make the sound of f or z, the former always
turning to p, and the latter to .L’- upon his tongue.
I believe there are no p’s or g’s in the Hindoo-
stanee.

A change came over Cissaha. He became all
at once moody-and silent. Several times I found
him in tears. Something was the matter with
him. That was clear.

One afternoon the secret came out. He came
into my room. There were traces of tears on his
cheeks. 1 go \\.1)‘—(;:11 stay with my pather
[father] no more,”” he said with a quiver in his
voice.

¢ Why, what is the matter? I asked.

<« Pebbil in here,” he answered, touching his
forehead. ** Debbil tell me drink \\hi\k\': me. no
drink where my pather stay, so must go.

“Why, I'c lid not know \r)u evern dr: mk whiskyr
where did yvou learn that?’’ 'I asked.

¢ Me drink with the bovs at Plank Powell’s—
drink beer and whisky. No drink for long time,
but debbil in here [touching his forehead] say
must drinksy™’ ‘

He 'was a picture of shame and grief as he stood
there before me. How hard he must ]mn fought
against the dppt 111« for strong drink since he had
been with me! And how tul] of shame and sor-
row he was to confess his weakness to me! He
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told me all about it: how he had been treated to
beer and whisky by the good-natured miners, and
how the taste for liquor had grown on him, and
how he had resisted for a time, and how he had
at last yielded to the feeling that the devil was too
strong | for him.) That the devil was in it, he
seemed to have no doubt. " And truly it was so—
the cruelest, deadliest of devils, the devil of drink!
As a Hindoo, in his own country no strong drink
had ever passed his lips. The fiery potations of
Whisky Hill were too much r'm- him.

“ You should pray, Cissaha.

s¢Me pray all mnht but debbil too strong—
me must drink whisk y!?” he said vehemently.

He left us. The |n11m~ was very sad to-him
and us. e had a special cry-over little Panl.

“ You my pather [to me |2 you my mother Lto
my wife]: 1 go, but me pack you both always in
my belly! ™’

We could but smile through our tears. The
poor fellow-meant to say’he would still bear us in
his grateful heart in his wanderings.

After a few-months he came to see us. He
looked seedy and sad. He had found employ-
ment; but did not stay long at-a place. He had
stopped awhile with a Pre sbyterian minister in the
Sacramento, Valley, and was solicited’ by ‘him|\to
join the Church. ;

““ Me tell him no!” he said, his eye flashing;
< me tell him my pather done make me Christian ;
me no want to be made Christian again.”’

The poor ‘fellow was true to his first love, sad
Christian as he was.

¢ Me drink no whisky for four, five week—me
now try to stop. Give me prayer to say when
debbil set in here,”” touching his head. i

That was what he had come for chiefly. T gave
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him the form of a short and simple prayer. He
repeated it after me in his way until he had it by
heart, and then he left.

Once or twice a year he came to see us, and al-
ways had a pathetic tale to tell of his struggles
with strong drink, and the greed and violence of
men who were tempted to oppress and maltreat a
poor creature whose weakness invited injustice.

He told us of an adventure when acting as a
sheep herder in Southern California, whither he
had wandered. A large flock of sheep which he
had in charse had been disturbed in the corral
couple of nights in succession. On the third
night, hz-;un»:‘ a commotion among them, he
sprang up from his bunk and rushed out to see
what was the matter. But let him tell the story:
¢« Me run out to see what's matter: stars shine

blight; me get inte corral; sheep all bery much
\LAW(L and bery much run, and bery much jump.
Big black bear jump ever corral fence and come
right for me.  Me so flighten me know nothing,
but raise my arms, run at bear, and say,

== ¢ e I)x'«‘»in'»l\\‘»'ir)<r the shrill seream and be-
coming terribly excited as he went on.

<« Well, how did it end?”’ I asked.

““ Me scream so loud that bear get scared too,
and.he turn, run bery fast, jump over corral, and
run away.

We did not doubt this story. The narration
was too vivid to have been invented, and that
scream was enough to upset the nerves of any
orizziy:

We sot to looking for him at regular intervals.
He would bring candies and little presents for the
children, and would give a tearful recital of his

t

experiences and take a tearful leave of us. He
was fighting his enemy and still claiming to be
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Christian. He said many things which showed
that he had thought earnestly and deeply on reli-

vious subjects, and he would end by saying:
* Jesus, help met. Jesus, help me! ™

He came to see us after the death of our Paul,
and he wept when we told him how our dear boy
had left us.  He had had a long sickness in the
hospitall | He had before expressed a desire to go
back to his'own country, and now this desire had
grown into a passion. His.wan face lichted up
as he looked wistfully seaward from the bay win-
dow of our cottage on the hill above the Golden
Gate. /He left us with a slow and feeble step,
often looking back as long as he was in sight.

That was the last! of Cissaha. I~know- not
whethe: he is in Hindostan or the world of spirits.

LOST ON TABLE MOUNTAIN.

ABLE MOUNTAIN is a geological curios-
ity. It has puzzled the scientists, excited
the wonder of the vulgar, and aroused the
cupidity of the gold hunter. It is a river

without water, a river without banks, a river whose
bed is hundreds of feet in the air. Rising in Cala-
veras County. it runssouthward more than a hun-
dred miles, winding gracefully in its course, and
passing through what was one of the richest gold
belts in the world. . But now the bustling camps
are still. the thousands who delved the earth for
the shining ore are gone, the very houses have
disappeared. The scarred boseom of Mother
Earth alone tells of the intensely passionate life
that once throbbed among these rocky hills.c A
deserted mining camp is in more senses than one
like a battlefield. Both leave the same tra
pression upon the mind.

ic 1m-

o
o

o

ago a river flowing from’ the foot of the Sierras
into the San Joaquin' Valley. A volcano at its
head discharged its lava into it, and it slowly
rolled down its bed, and, cooling, left the hard vol-
canic matter to resist the action of the elements by
which the surrounding country was worn away,
until it was left high in the air, a phenomendn to
exercise the wits of the learned, and a delight to
the lover of the curious in pature.

What is now Table Mountain was many ages

I can modestly claim the honor of having

D 1N
(Zo)
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sreached the first sermon on the south side of
Table Mountain, where Mormon Creek was
thronged with miners, who filled Davy Jamison’s
dining room to atte nd religious se rvice on Wednes-
day nights." ‘It was a big day for us all when we
dedicated ‘a board houserto the worship of God
and the instruction of ~youth. [t was both a
church and schoolhouse. I have still a very vivid
remembrance of that occasiont |\ My audience was
L"II]P"‘( d of the 'u]( (13"""1‘1\' on the creek, with
1alf aldozen women and ne .111\‘ as many babies, who
'xh.\ml(‘u on ]\(_m;; heard as \\t,“ as “‘.t ll!ul&lul
[ ¢¢ kept the floor > until two longs lean yellow dogs

had a dis ;uumnl showed their teeth, erected
their bristl sidled up «closer-and closer, grow I-
ing, untl hv:\' suddenly flew-at each other like
ticgers, and fought all over the house. My plan

was not to notice-the dogs,sand so, elevating my
voice, Ikept-on ;iw‘x’r;ing. The dogs smapped
and bit fe ‘nml!\. the women screamed, the chil-
dren. became  frantic, stiffening themselyes and
turning  purple | in the face: a l\-u>h)‘—\xhiskm-ul
man with a red-heéad kicked the dogs from him
with loud imprecations, while Davy Jamison used

1 long broom upon them with great. energy but
\.'.th unsatisfactory result. Those yellow dogs
were mads and didn’t /cate dor kicks orr broems.
They stuck to each other, and fought over and
under the benches, and along the aisle, and under
my table, and everywhe re! [ did not keep on—
I had changed my mind; or rather had lost it, and
found myseli m.lmdmw bewildered and\silént, the
thread of my disecourse gone. A gmul~}|umnn*d
miner winked at me in a way t]l;n said:= *“ They
were too much for vou.’’ The dogs were finally
(‘j«‘(‘!mi. The last I saw of them they were 1'4»”—
ing down the hill, still fighting .\';z\tx;al}‘. I re-

LOST ON TABLE MOUNTAIN. 2

sumed my discourse, and finished amid a thady
but subdued a-a-a-a-a-h! of the quartet of ba-
bies. It is astonishing how long a delicate baby
can k‘-"‘"l‘ up this sort of (I‘.\illj_f. and never '1?‘(;[
hoarse.

There were such strong signs of a storm one
Wednesday afternoon that I almost abandoned
the idea of filling my ap pointment on \lmmun
Creek. The clouds were boiling up around the
crests of the mountains, and the wind blew in
heavy susts. But, mounting the famous iron-gray
p(u:i{w pony, [ felt equal to any emergency, and
at a rapid gait (‘Hml\ml the great hill dividing
Sonora from Shaw’s Flat, and passing a gap in
Table Mountain, was soon das shing along the
¢reek, facing a high wind, and e xhilarated \W the
exercise. \l\ miners were out in force, and [ was
olad I had not disappointed them. It is best in
such doubtful cases o go-

By the time the service was over the weather was
still more portentous. The heavens were covered
with :hiu\ clouds. and the wind had risen fo/@
gale,

“You can never find your way home such a
night-as this,’ said a fric nul\' miner. “* You can’t
see your hand before you.

[t was true. the darkness was so- dense that not
the faintest outline of my hand was visible an inch
from my face. But ] had confdence in the lively
gray pony, and resolved to go home, having left
the mistress of the parsonage alone in the little
cibin' which stood infenced on the hillside, and
Unprotec fed by lock or key to/the doors. Mount-

’ y with the whip,
and he struck off at a lively pace up the road
which led along the creek. I had confidence in
the pony, and the pony seemed to have confidence

ing, [ touche ed the pony gently

o)
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in me. It was riding by I' vith. not by sights 1
could not see even the pony’s neck—the d: ul\ncv
was complete.. I always e el a peculiar elation on
horsebacky and,/de hnlm d with the rapid speed we
were making, Was  congr atulating lH\\tlI that 1
would not be 1 ongin getting home, when—horror!
I felt that horse and rider were falling through
the air. [The pony had blindly pace al n~ht over
the bank of the-creek, no more able to see than I
was.. Quick as-a thought | drew my feet out of
the stirrups, and / went headlong over the horse’s
head. - Striking' on my hands dl]d knees, I was
stunned at first, but soon found that beyond a
few bruises and. scratches I was not much hurt,
though my watc h was shattered. Getting on my
feet. I listened for the pony, but in vain. MNoth-
ing: could be heard or seen. Groping around a
ln'h [ stumbled into the creek. Erebus could
notrbe darker than was that night. Having no
notion of the points of the compass, [ knew not
which way to move. JFong and loud I called for
help, and at length; when [ had almost exhausted
mvself, an answer came through the darkness,
and soon_a_party ap peare d with a lantern. They
found me on the edge of the cre ek, and the pony
about midway down, the bank, where he had
lodged in his fall, bracing ‘himself with his fore
feet, afraid to move. With oreat diﬂ]cuh_\‘ the
poor beast, which was trembling in every limb
with fricht, was rescued from his perilous and un-
comfortable position, and.the whaole party marched
back to. Jamison’s. The| pony was Jamed in< the
fore shoulder, and my hands and knees were
blm'ding.

Taking a small hand lantern with half a candle,
and an umbrella, I started for Sonora on foot, leav-
ing the pony in the corral. The rain began to
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fall just as I began to ascend the trail leading up
the mountain, and the wind howled fearfully. A
pnluul‘ul‘ heavy gust caught my umbrella at a
disadvantage and tore it into shreds, and I threw
it away and manfully took the rain, which now
pnurl;d in torrents, I‘hl]"]t d with hail. Saturated
[ was. the exercise kept me warm. My chief
dll\lt‘\ \\m to prevent my candle from being put
out by the wind, and 1 ]nmu\ul my lantern with
1€ .\kn of my coat, while I watched carefully for
‘e narrow trail. Winding around the ascent, ]mnp-
ing the mining ditche s, and dripping with the rain,
I reached the crossing of Table Mountain. and be-
gan picking my way among the huge laya blocks
on the summit. The storm king of the Sicrras
was on a big frolic that night! I soon lost the
narrow trail. =My piece of candle was burning
low—if it should go out! A text eame into my
mind from \\h](h l pn‘uhul Jn next Sunday:
<< Walk while ye kave the light. It was strange
that the \\‘lmk tructure of the discourse \lmpul
itself 10 my .mmi while stumbling among those
rugged lava blocks, and pelted by the storm, which
seemed every moment to rage more 111110[1\1\. 1
kept groping for the lost trail, shivering now with
cold, and the candle getting very low in my lan-
terms 1Twas lost, and itwas a bad night to be last
ini The wind scemed to have amocking sound
as it shricked in my ears, and as it died away in a
temporary lull it sounded like a dirge. | began to
think it would have been better for me to have
taken the advice of myiMormon Creek friends and
waited until mm‘nin;‘l All the time I kept mov-
ing, though aimlessly. Thank God, here is the
[ came upon it again just where it left the
nountain and crossed the Jamestown read, recog-
nizing the place by a gap in a brush fence. 1

tl
4}
i
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started forward at a quic kened pace, 1«1Hn\\m'rllu
trail among the manzanita bushes, and winding
among the hills. A tree had fallen across the
tratl at one pmn‘(. and in going round it I lost the
little thread of pathway ‘md could not find itagain.
The earth was Hooded with water, and one spot
looked Fust like another. Holding my lantern
near the ground, I scanned keenly every foot ol it
as I made al¢circle in se arch of the lost trail, but
soon found I had no idea of the\points of the com-
pass—ina word. 1 was lost again. The storm was
anabated.” It was rough work stumbling over the
rocks and pushing my way through the thick
manzanita bushes, bruising my limbs and scratch-
ing my face. Almost {\nm\ud [ sat down on
the lee side of a large pine tree; thinking I would
thus wait tor daylight. But-the next moment the
thought occurred” to me that i [ sat there much
longer I'would neyer leave 4live, for I was getting
very cold, and would freeze before morning. I
thought it-tvas time to-pray, and I prayed. A
¢calm came) over, me, and, rising, I resumed my
search Hor the-lost trail. In five minutes I found
it. and following it I soon came in sight of a light
which issued from @ cabin, at the-deorofwhich 1
knocked. At first there was no answer, and T
peated the thumps on the door awith more energys:
I heard whispering inside, a step, across the floor,
then the Ln';x-. was drawn, and as the door was
partially opened a oruft voice said: “ Who are
you? and what do you want here at this time o
night 7 1

-

“«T.et me in out of the storm, and T wall tell
you, [ said.

«« Not so fast, siranger. Robbers are mighty
pl( nty and sass) round here, and you don’t come
in till we know who you are, > said the voice.
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told them who T was, where [ had been, and
a1l about 1t. The door was ni‘n‘il\"d \‘Llll[i(lll.\l.\'.
and I walked in. A coarse, frowzy- -looking woman
sat in the corner by the fireplace, a roug h- looking
man sat in the opposite corner, while the tellow who
had let me in took a seat ona bench in front. I
stood dripping, and ready to sink from fatigue,
!\u{ no se dl was offered me.

¢ This is a pretty rough night, * said one of the
men complacently; but it’s nothing to the night
we had the storm on the plains, when our w: 1ron
covers was blowed off, and the cattle stz unpuud
and —

¢« Stop! " said I, ¢ your troubles are over, and
mine are not. 1 want you to give me a piece of
candle for my lantern here, and tell me the way
to Sonora.” ‘

The fact is, I was disgusted at their want of
hospitality, and too tired to be polite. It is vain
to c\pul much politeness from a man w ho is very
|,1( »d ‘or very hungry. Most wives find this out,

sut T mention it for the sake of the young and in-
experienced.

After considerable delay. the frowzy woman
got upyiound a cz andle. cut off about three inches,
and sulkily handed it to me. Lighting and plac-
ing it in-myyJantern; I made lm the door, receiv-
ing these directions as I did so: * Go'back the
way you came about two hundred yards, then take
a left-hand trail, which will carry vou to Senora
by way of Dragoon Gu tlch.” -

Plnn--m #into the storm apain, I found the trail
as directed, and went forward. | The rain poure d
down as if the bottom of the heavens had fallen
out. and the earth was a sea, the water coming
above my gaiters at every step, and the wind al-
most lifting me from my feet. I soon found that
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it was impossible to distinguish the trail, and frust-
ing to my instinct 1 pr('s.\'éd on 1n the direction of
Sonora, which could scarcely be more than a mile
away. . oeeing a-light in the distance, 1 bent my
steps ‘toward 1t In my eagerness to reach it I
came very near walking into a deep mining shaft
—a single step more, and this sketch would never
have been writteny | Making my way among huge
bowlders ‘and mining pits, I reached the house in
which was the light I had followed. Knocking at
the door, a.cheerful lvoice  said, *Come in.”
Pushing open the door, I entered, and found that
I was in a drnking saloon. [ Several men were
seated“around a table playing cards, with money
piled’ before them, and glasses of strong drink
within reach. A red-faced, corpulent, and good-
natured Dutchman stood behind the bar, and was
in the act of mixing some stimulant with the flour-
ish . of an.expert.

s Where am- 1?7 1 asked, thoroughly bewil-
dered, and not recognizing the place or the per-
sons betore me.

““Pis. is de Shaw’s Flat Lager Beer Saloony’’
said the Dutchman.

So this wasnot Sonora.  After losing the trail 1
had lost my course, and gone away off north of
my intended destination. "Fhe men knew mesyand
were very | polite. ~ The kind-hearted Dutchman
offered me alcoholic refreshment, which I politely
declined, placed a whole candle in my lantern, and
gave me many good wishes as I again took the road
and faced the storm. | Gambling is a terrible vice,
but it was a good thing for me that the card play-
ers lingered so long at their sport that rough night.
Taking the middle of the road, I struck a good
pace, and meeting with no further mishap except
a fall and tumble in the red mud as I was descend-
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in the high hill that separated the two camps, about
two o’clock in the morning I came n sight of the
parsonage, and saw an anxious face at the door
looking out into the darkness.

After a sound sleep, I rose next day a little
bruised and stiff, but otherwise none the worse for
being lost on Table Mountain. FChe gallant gray
pony did not escape sO well; he never did get over

his lameness.




FULTON.

E was a singular compound—hero, hypo-
chondriac, and saint. 1
He came aboard the **Antelope™ as
we (wife and 1) were on our way to i?u:
,-‘\‘nnl.ml _k'unll'rvm'v at | Sacramento in 18<c
Coming into our stateroom, he infroduced ’nirn;n?li
ag < Brother Fulton.”” A thin, pale-faced man
with weak blue eyes, and that pn‘!uli:u' 1:»«4;.\\"!;}\1‘]1.
belonus to the real ascetic, he seemed out of place
among that motley throng. =
“ T am glad to see vou, andhope vou will live
Ix"'_l.'"jln'i be. useful in L‘:t]if(»l'rxii;;_'"l 'in:\ ‘.\‘:.5«\'1\]” h\\(\
this is the first time we ‘have met.”” he \‘«lln'iilllltl'(l‘
“let'us haverasword of prayer, that all our iillL‘l':
course may be sanctified*to our mutual good.™
‘ Down hekneecled among the trunks, \::iiw; and
f‘:lm’lhuxr\' in the little stateroom (and \‘.‘\."\(\’ilh
himn, though it was tight squeezing amid the bag-
gage). and prayed long and fervently, with m ;lr\'
oroans and sichs. ; la
Rising fxi length from our knees,/we entered into
conversation. After a few inquiries and answers

he said: ¢ It

‘ is very difficult to maintain a spirit-
ual frame of mind ameng all these people.  [Let
us have another word of prayer.’’ ]
' Down he went again on his knees, we follow-
Ing, an( » wrestle o : 1 ]
ng. 1 hl. Wt stled lorig and earnestly in suppli-
cation, oblivious of the peculiarities of the situa-
fion. k ‘
Conversation was res 15]
) Sz as res > ising, confi
e esumed on rising, confined
(32)
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exclusively to religious topics. A few minutes
had thus been spent, when he said: We are on
our way to the Annual Conference, where we
shall be engaged in looking after the interests ot
the Church. Let us have another word of prayer.
that we may be pi'vpurrd for these duties; and
that the session may be profitable to all.””  Again
he knelt upon his knees and prayed with great
fervor.

When we rose there was a look of inquiry in
the eves of my fellow-missionary which seemed to
ask: ¢ Where is this to end ¢’

Just then the dinner bell rang, and we had no
u(’)‘purtunil)' for further devotions with Brether
Eulton.

It was observed during the Conference session
that there was a cloud in Fulton’s sky—he sat
silent and gloomy, taking mo part in the proceed-
ings. About the thitd morning, while some 1m-
portant measure Was pending, he rose and ad-
dressed Bishop Andrew, who was in the chair:
¢ Bishop, 1 am in oreat mental distress. You will
excuse me forinterruptingthe business of the Con-
ference, but I can bear it no longer.”

¢« What's the. matter, Brother Fulton?’’ asked
that bluff, wise old preacher.

¢ T am afraid 1 have sinned, > was-the answer,
with bowed ‘head and faltering VOI1CE:

¢ Tn what way? ™ asked the bishop.

¢ [ will explain: On my way from the moun-
t1ins I became very hungry in the stagecoach. 1
am | afraid | 1‘[11»”:"11 foo, much of my food. You
Lknow.-Bishop; that if we fix‘our affections for one
moment on any creature more than on God, it 18
.\in.” -

< Well. Brother Fulton.” said the bishop, CL ¢

at your hungriest moment the alternative had been

5]
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presented whether you should give up your God
or your dinner, would you have hesitated 7"’

&\ No. sir,”” said Brother Fulton meekly, after a
shert-pause. i

+« \Well; then, my dear brother, the case is clear,
you have done no w rong,’ " said the bishop in his
hearty, offhand way.
| The effect was magical.  Bulten stood thought-
ful a moment, and.then, as he sat. down, burst into
tears | of joy- (| Poor, morbidly sensitive soul! we
may smile at such scruples, so foreign to the tem-
per of these after times, but they were the scruples
of a soul as true. and' as unworldly as that of a
Kempis. ]

He was sent to the mines, and he was a wonder
to those nomadic dwellers about/Vallecito, Doug-
'l\x.‘\s's Flat, Murphy’s /Camp, and/Lancha l’l;m:.
[hey were puzzled to dete rmine/ whether he was
a .'ll{:l.‘ll.lc ora_ saint. .~ Manv stories of his eceen-
tricities were afloat, and he was regarded with a
sort’ of 'mingled  curiosity .and awe. It was but
seldom that even the !'ll!_l-;jht st fellows would utter
profane lanouage in his presence, and when they
did, they received a 1 buke that made them
ashamed. Before the year was out he had won
every heart by the power of simple truthfulness
courage, and oeodness. / The man, who inb‘ultvdj
or in any ‘way mistreated  him, would have lost
caste with those wild adventurers who, with all
ti'lrn" .:;!'i\'\'wn,\' faults, never failed to recognize
sincerity and, pluck. Fulton’s sincerity was._ un-
mistakable; and hel feared mnot|the face of man-.
Hc_m:'nlc converts among them, too. Many a
profane lip became familiar with the lancuage of
prayer in those mining camps where the devil was
so terribly regnant, and took no pains to hide his
cloven foot. 3

FULTON-

One of Fulton’s eccentricities caused a tedious
trial to an old hen belonging to a good sister at
Vallecito. He was a d_\':pcptic—mu great abste-
His diet was tea, crackers,
a rigid Sabbath keeper,
So his

miousness the cause.
and boiled eggs. Being
he would eat nothing cooked on Sunday.
egus Were boiled on Saturday, and warmed over
for his Sunday meals. About the time of one of
his visits to Vallecito, the sister reterred to had oc-
casion to set a hen. The period of incubation was
singularly pl'()tmct\:(l. running far into the sum-
mer. Lhe eggs would not hatch. Investigation
finally disclosed the fact that by somebody’s
blunder the boiled eggs had been placed under
the unfortunate fowl, whose perseverance failed
of its due reward. *f Bless me! 7 said the good-
natured sisters laughing, *¢ these were Brother Ful-
ton’s egos. I wonder ‘i he ate the raw ones? ™
Fulton had his stated times for private devotion,
and allowed nothing to stand in the way. The
hour of twelve was one of these seasons sacred to
prayer. One day he was ascending a mountain,
leading his horse, and assisting a teamster by
scotching the wheels of his heavy wagon when his
horses stopped to get breath. When about halt-

way up, Fulton’s large, old-fashioned silver watch
told him it was twelye: Instantly he called out:
s« My hour of prayer has arriveds, and I must stop

and pray-

v« Wait till we get to the top of the mountain,
won’tyvour exclaimed. the teamster.

s« Noy  said Fulton, ¢ I never allow anything to
interfere with my secret ln';iyvr\.” And down he
kneeled by the roadside, bridle in hand. and with
closed eves he was soon wrapped in devotion.

The teamster 4_>7\'p1'v.\'>'w<l his view of the situation

in language not exactly congruous to the exercise
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in which his fellow-traveler was engaged. But he
_ ! gaged. - he
waited until the prayer was ended, and then with
a serene face Fulton resumed his service as
scoh"hlm'. and the summit was reached in lriumphl.
‘\\']nlc on the |San Ramen Circuit, in Contra
_Lnam County, he met a man with a drove of hogs
10 4 NAFTOW, mddy Jane. . The swine took iriw'i?ﬁ.
and, despite thé Hrantic efforts of their driver, 51(‘\'
turned, bolted by him, and rushed back the way
\\'115:11(“* they had) come. The swineherd was
furious with rage, and let loose wpon Fulton a vol-
ley of oaths and threats. Fulton paused, looked
upon the angry fellow calmly foia few moments,
and then dismounted, and, kneeling by the road-
side, began to pray for the mun whose profanity
was filling the air. The fellow was confounded at
the sight of that ghostly-looking man on his knees
l)clm'c ]li”].: he took apanicsand, turning l):lfk.‘l;(‘
in!lﬂ}\'v(l }'ll\" }.1.1'1;‘-1\‘ in }';mid flicht. The sequel must
llc given. I'he fleemmg swineherd became one of
L ulton’s, converts, \datinc his religious coneern
from the prayer in-the lane. ‘
. l"‘u]lnn itinerated in this way for years, fasting
rigidly-and praying incessantlyssome thinking hh;
a lunatic, others reverencing him as a ::m)t.
'l‘hinm"!‘ and thinner-did he orow, his pallid face
lm:cunnnjg .;xlzi)n;\t transparent., Thinking its mild
climate micht benefit his health, he was sent to
j\‘unzhm'n California. One nmorning on entering
his room, he was found kneeling by his bedside
dead, with® his Bible open before him, and a smile

on his face.

THE FATAL TWIST.

LCOHOL and opium were his masters.
He alternated in their use. Only a brain
of extraordinary strength, and nerves of
steel, could have stood the strain. He
he Sonora bar, was a pop-
lling stump Sp(‘m‘hr:\. and
editorials for the Union

had a large practice at 1
ular pnli‘xici‘m. made te
wrote pungent and witty
Democrats conducted by that most genial and un-
selfish of party pack horses, A. N. Francisco. He
was a fine scholar, and so thoroughly a gentleman
in his instincts that even when drunk he was not
vulgar or obscene. Cynicism and waggery were
mingled in his naturey but he was more cynic than
waw.. An accidental meeting under pleasant cir-
cumstances, and agreement in opinion concerning
certain current issues that were exciting the eoun-
try, developed a sort of friendship between us.
fe affected skepticisms and was always ready to
ive a thrust at the clergy. [t sometimes h;am‘ufm-m'l

that a party of the wild bladesof the place would
come.in a body to my little church on the hillside,

to hear such a discourse as my immaturity could

furnish, but he was never among them. All ‘he
seemed to want from the community in which he
or lauch at, and the

lived wvas something to sneer
the narcotics with

means wherewith te  procure
which he was destroying his body and brain. As
we met oftener 1 became interested in him more
and more. l.ooking at his sph-m’lid head and
handsome face, it was impossible not to admire

(37)
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him and think of the possibilities of his life could
he be freed from his vices. He was still under
thirty. But he was a drunkard.

e was shy-of-all allusions to himself, and I do
not know how (it was that he came to open his
mind to me 80 ireely as he.did one morning. 1
found him alone in his office. - He was s«»]w;‘;unl
sad, and in a different mood from any in which [
had ever beforer met him. Qur conversation
touched upon many topics, for he seemed disposed
to talk.

** How, shight a circumstancey” | I remarked.
s willl sometimes give coloring to eur whole char-
acter, and affeect all our after life.*

* Yees,” he answered, ** bitterlyv-do I realize the
truth of (your remark. | 'When [ was in my four-
teenth year an incident occurred which has influ-
enced \all my subsequent life.l 1T/ was always a
tavorite with my school-teachersy and I loved them
with a hearty boyish-affection: Especially did T
entertain a»most affectionate” reverence for the
kind old man who presided over the boys’ acad-
emy in/my native townin Massachusetts. [He be=
came my instructor when I was ten vears old, and
I' was_his favorite pupil. With a natural aptness
for study, my desire to win his approbation stimu-
lated me to.make. exertions that alwavs kept me at
the head of my class, and Twas l'rw‘({vnll\' held up
to the other pupils as an example of good behavior.
[ was proud of his good opinion, and sought to
deserve it. Stimulated both by ambition and af-
fection, nothing seemed too difficult forime. | The
three years | was under his tuition were the! best
employed and happiest of my life. But my kind
f‘;l(l preceptor died. The whole town was phmgvd
in sorrow for his loss, and my bovish .

! I orief was
bl[[(‘l'.

o
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Here he paused a few moments, and then went
on: **Soon a new teacher took his place. He
was unlike the one we had lost. He was a young-
er man, and he lacked the gentleness and dignity
of his predecessor. But I was prepared to give
him myv confidence and affection, for then I had
learned nothing else. I sought to gain his favor,
and was diligent in study and careful of my
behavior. For several days all went on smoothly.
A rule of the school forbade whispering. One
day a boy sitting just behind me whispered my
name. Involuntarily I half inclined my head to-
ward him. when the new teacher called to me
angrily: ¢ Come here, sir!’ I obeyed. Grasping
me tightly by the collar, he said: ¢ How dare you
\\hisllwr in school?” I teld him I had not whis-
pered. ¢ IHearing my name called, 1 only turned
to— °Don't dare to tell me a lie!? he thundered,
lifting me from the floor as he spoke, and tripping
my fcet from under me, causing me to fall vio-
lently, my head striking first. I was stunned by
the fall, but soon rose to my feet, bruised and be-
wildered, yet burning with indignation. sEhalkce
vour seat, sir!® said he, enforcing the command
by several sharp strokes of the rod; ¢ and be care-
ful in future how vou lie to me!’ I walked
slowly-to - myseat. . A.demon had entered my soul.
For i.]n’ I-H‘ﬂi time I 'had learned to hate. [ hated
that man from that hour, and I hate himstill!  He
still lives: and if I ever meet him, I will be even
with him yet! ™

He had unconsciously risen from his seat, while
his eves flashed. and his face was distorted with
passion. After a few moments he continued:
““This affair produced a complete change in my
conduct and character. I hated my teacher. 1
looked upon him as an enemy, and treated him
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accordingly. Losing all relish for study, from
being at the head I dropped to the foot of my class.
Instead of seeking to merit a name for sood behay-
ior, my-only ambition was to annoy the tyrant
pl;lo-d'm'.-r me. ~ He tréated me harshly, and I sui-
fered severely.  He beat nie constantly and cruel-
ly. ' Under these influences my nature hardened
rapidly! | I received no sympathy except from my
mother, and she'did not understand my position.
[ felt that sZe loved me, 1111»11‘;_1}1 she “‘.'inir'l)il(\
thought I miist be in the wrong. My father laid
all the blame on me. and, with?a stern sense of
fustice, refuscd to interfere in my behalt. At last
I began-to look upen him as an aecomplice of my
persecutor, and almost hated him-too. l.became
suspicious and nnsanthropie. | Icloyed no one but
my mother, and sought the love of no other.
Thus passed severalyears. My /time was wasted,
and my nature pe rverted.  l-was sent to college,

for which I Wwas poorly” prepared. [Here 4 npew
life’ begran. My effort to rise above the influences
that had been so hurtful t6 me failed. My college
career ~soon términated. T could not shake off
the effects of the carly injustice and mismanage-
ment-of-which-L was the victime L came to. Cali-
fornia in a reckless spirit, and am now mortgaged
to “the rdevil. - WhatI might, have been under
other circumstances, I knew not:/ but I 'do know
that the best e¢lements of my nature were crushed
I tyrant who was my

out of me b the infernal

y
teacher, and 'n]l'-;i‘, I owe him a debt I would be L_{lltl
to pays’ |

He-spoke truly. ‘The mortgage was duly fore-
closed. He died of delivium tremens. A r~iH;\"Iu'
act ot illi'\lr-lik,'\’ sowed the seeds of bitterness that
marred the hopes of a whole life. The moral of

¥

this sketch is commended to teachers and parents.

STRANDED.

UST as the sun was going down, after one

of the hottest days of the summer of 1855,

while we were sitting in the rude piazza of

the parsonage in Sonora, cnjn_\‘ing the cool-
ness of the evening breeze, a man came up, and
in a hurried tone inquired: ** Does the preacher
live here? ™’

Getting an affirmative answer, he said: ¢ There
isa very sick man at the hospital who wishes to see
the Southern Methodist preacher immediately.”

[ at once obeved the summens. On reaching
the hospital m)’;wm«lm'lnr said, ** You will find
him in there,” pointing to one of the rooms.

On entering, I found four patients in the room,
three of whom were wvoung men, variously affect-
ed with chronic diseases—rough-looking fellows,
showing plainly in their sensual faces the insignia
of vice. The fourth was a man perhaps fifty
vears old. As he lay there in the light of the set-
t t I had never beheld a more
ghastly object. The deathlike pallor, the pinched
features, the unnatural gleam of his eyes in their
sunken sockets, telling/of days of pain and nights
without sleep—all told mie¢ this was the man by

ting sun, I thougl

1
1
i

whom I had been sent for.

“*Are you the preacher?”” he asked in a feeble
voicesy as [ approached the bedside.

““Yes; I am the preacher. | €an I do anything
for _\'-»H'.' 22

“] am glad you have come—Il was afraid 1
would not get to see you. Take a seat on that
stool—the accommodations are rather poor here.”

(41)
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IHe paused to recover breath, and then went on:

[ want you to pray TOor me. [ was once a mem-
ber of the Methodist Church, in Georgia; but O
sir. I have-been a-bad man in California—a wick-
ed,wicked wretch!| /I Trave a family in Georgia,
a4 dear wite and 7/—

Here he broke down again.

T had hoped ) to see them once more, but the
doctors say Iimust die, and | feel that I am sink-
ing. No tongue couldtell what I'have suffered,
but the worst of all is my| shametul denial of my
Saviour. . What'a fool 1 have been, to think that
I could prosper in-sin! Here loam, stranded,
wreckeds by, my own folly. [ have been here in
the hospital two months, and have suffered intensely
all the time. What a fool I have.been! Will you
pray for me? -

After directing his attention to various passages

of the Bible w"\lll'(‘,\ﬁ.l‘,(.' of the tender love of God
toward the erring, Lknell by his cot and prayed.
His sizhs and sobs gave indieation of deep feeling,
and when I jarose from my knees the tears were
running.from Ins eyes. ¢ Return unto me, and
will return unto _.\'n;x.“ he said, repeating the
words.which I had quoted from the word of Gad
—+* yeturn unto me, and I will return unto .\nu”
—lingeringrupon the words with peculiar, satistac-
tions/ Heé seemed to have caught a'great truth.

[ continued my visits to him for several weeks.
He gave me the history of his life, which had been
one of vicissitude and adventure. He had been a
soldier in the Seminoele war i Florida jand heyhad
much fo say of alligators and Indians and Andrew
Jackson. All the time his strength was failing,

his eyes glittering more intensely. His bodily suf-

ferings were frightful: the only sleep he obtained
was by the use of opiates. But an extraordinary
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change had taken place in his mental state. To
say that he was happy would be putting it too
tamely. There was some upseen Presence or
Power that lifted his soul above his sutfering body,
making that lonely room all bright and peaceful.
What it was, no frue believer in the Saviour and
lover of our souls will doubt.

< There's a oreat change in the old man, ’ said
the nurse one dav: ** he doesn’t fret at all now.””

<« I have been so happy all night and all
dav !’ he said to me the last time that I saw him.
«« | have only refrained from shouting for fear ol
disturbing these poor fellows, my sick roommates.
[ have felt all day as if 1 could take them all 1n
mv arms..and fly with _them to tne skies!” And
his face was radiant.

The next morning he was found on the floor by
his bedside—dead. He had died so quietly that
none knew if. [is papers were placed in my pos-
session.  In his wellsworn pocketbook, among let-
ters from his wife in Georgia, receipts, and private
papers. of warious kinds, 1 found the following
lines, which he had clipped from Seme newspaper,
and which seemed tear blotted:

COME HOME, PAPA!

ewaited long—come home; ;\;:;»:zf

Come home! the'birds have gone to rest
In man} {

Within thy quie
Thy rd i

She softly sings, (0 cheer mamma,

The while she waits—come home, pa
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Come home! atear i
Within my mother’s -
Why stay away so late t any nizhts and morms haye passed
From home, ma 1, ? last velt with thee
A el s alas!?” her mo - 1 one, T tell thee true,
That/theulcaust.not return, papa!l But death can sever me from you
She savs the white-sailed ship hath borne
I'hee far upon the sea,

That many 2 nivhband grany a morn

us-the f
come
home, papa! ship ' across the sea

, 1 when light But no ** white-sailed ship ™’ ever bore him to
Had faded the loved ones across the sea. IHe sleeps on one
How cand fall asleept neht

: J . of the red hills overlooking Sonora, awaiting the
Withcut a k 1 thee? : ;

Fhy pictuar d I hold resurrection.
But () the lips are hi il enld!

As these are not fancy sketches, but simple re-
ColB Fome o RRRARNY , citals of actual California life, the lines above were

To fini : copied as found. The friendly reader therefore
”“‘E’.”‘ am wodive HIIOUNILGE 5 : will not judge them with critical severity.

ome!

& 1Irom

For
The fondest love 've carried

Where'er I’ve roamed o'er land or sea.

thee

Be net dismay¢ d. I'll come to thee.

When eventi A
And birds have
() sing, thou swect
Wi
Sino o ‘mamma’”

while sha waits % for thy “papall

O tell tl
But

And ne

n creep

d from her afar,

pa.




LOCKLEY.

E was eccentric; and he was lazy—very
-ccentrics and very lazy. The miners
rowded his'.church on Sundays, and he
moved around among them in a leisure-

ly familiar | way during the week, saying the
quaintest-things, eating their slapjacks, and smok-
ing their-best cigars. He occupied a little frame
house near the church in Columbias-then the rich-
est mining camp in-the world, in whose streets ten
thousand miners lounged, ate, drank, gambled,
quarreled, and fought every liord’s day. That
bachelor parsonage was lmftluv in respect of the
furniturerit did ‘not contain, and‘also in respect to
the condition of that which it -did contain. Lock-
ley‘was /ot a neat housekéeper. [ have said he
was lazy.. He knew-the fact, accepted it, and
gloried in it. On one occasion he invited four
friends to-supper.. They all arrived-at the hour.
Lockley was stretched at full length on a lounge
which would have been better for the attention of
an upholsterer, or washérwoman./ The  friends

looked at each other, and at their host. One of
them spoke: ‘¢ Lockley, where's your supper?

““O, it 1sn’t cooked »'\'('l.“ he drawled out.
¢ Parkery”’! continued Lacklev, ' make a firel in
that stove. | T'éman, you go up town-and get some
crackers and oysters and coffee and a steak.
Oxley, go after a bucket of water. Porterfield,
you hunt up the crockery and set the table.”

His orders were obeyed by the amused

(46)

uests,
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who entered inio the spirit of the occasion with
oreat good humor. Oyster cans were opened, the
steak was duly sliced, seasoned, and broiled, the
coffee was boiled, and in due time the supper was
ready, and Lockley arose from the lounge and pre-
sided at the table with perfect enjoyment.

Two of these suests had a tragic history. Ox-
lev and Parker were killed in Mexico, at the mas-
sacre of the Crabb party. Porterfield died i.n
Stockton. Toman, I think, lives somewhere in
Indiana.

[ saw one of Lockley’s letters from Los Ange-
les. whither he had been sent by Bishop Andrew,
in 1855. It was as follows:

oS ANGELES; August, 1855,

Dear Porterfickd sl have been here six months ‘Th
three Protestant Churches in the place. “Their united con

cations amount to teén pc ns. My receipts from collect

durine six months amount to ten dollars. T have been A
ine a oreal namely, the location of the seat
l-':qll\lli':!']. it in the stomach, o 1 the brain? After con
ulting: all the b horities, an o little experience, 1 have
conchyded that it i rratory—first in one, and then iny the
othen! Take care of my cats. LOCKLEY.

I had a letter from him once. It was in reply
to one from me asking him to remit the amount of
a bill he owed for books. As it was brief, I print
it entire:

Magriposay April, 1858

Dear Fitz- Your dunning letter has been received and—
placed on file. Y ours, E. B. LockLEY.

The. first time I ever heard him preach was at
San José, during a special meeting. Poising himj
self in his peculiar way, with an expression !mli
comic. half serious, he began: **I have a notion,
my friends, that in a gospel land every man has
his own preacher—that is, for every man there 1s
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some one preacher, who, from similarity of tem-
perament and mental constitution, is :i;i;tptcd to
be the instrument of his salvation. Now;” he
continued, ** there may be some man in this audi-
ence so peculiar, so cranky, so much out of the
common! | order, fhatl [ am his man. 1f so, may
thel Hely Spirit send the truth to his heart!”
This remark rviveted jattention, 'and he held it to
the close.

Lazy as he was out of the pulpif, in it he was all
energyand fire.- He had! read largely, had a good
memory, and puot the quaintest conce into the
quaintest’ setting ‘of fitting words,| His favorite
text was:s ** Uhere remaineth al rest to the people
of God.”” That was his idea of heaven—rest; to
¢ sit down | with- Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob i
the kingdom of God. On this theme he was in-
deed eloquent. The rapturous songs, the waving
palms, the sounding harps of the New [rx‘u_\';lll-r‘n
were not to his taste: what he'wanted, and looked
for, was rost, and alll the images by which he de-
seribed/ the Afelicity of the redeemed were drawn
from that one thoucht. His idea of hell wasan=
tithetic to this. The terrible thought with him
was rthat there was no-rest-there: I -heard-him
bring out this idea with awful power one Sunday
morning at Linden,in San Joaguin, County. 1 In
this/'world.® said Lockley, * there is respite from
every grief, every burden, every pain in the body.
The mourner weeps herself to .;\'hwp. The agony
of pain sinks exhausted, into slumber. Sle ;:.
sweet sleep, brings surcease to all human ariefs
and pains ‘in this-life. ' But there will-be no. sleep
zn kell!  The accusing conscience will hiss its re-
proaches into the ear of the lost, the memory wall
reproduce the crimes and follies by which the soul
was wrecked forever, the fires of retribution will
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burn on unintermittingly. One hour of sleep in a
thousand years would be some mitigation ; but the
worm dieth not, the fire is not quenched. God
deliver me from a sleepless hell! > he exclaimed,
his swarthy face glowing, and his dark eyes
gleaming, his whole frame quivering with horror
at the thought his mind had conceived.

He was original in the pulpit. as everywhere
else. At one time the ]H‘r';h‘}l(’}i\' of the Paciiic
Conference seemed to have a sort of epidemic of
preaching on a certain topic: ¢ The Choice ot
Moses.”” The elders preached it at the quarterly
meetings, and it was carried around from circuit
to circuit and from station to station. There was
not much variety in these sermons. They all bore
a :_:K'Ht,'l'i(. “k\'lh:\\' fo l‘ilL‘]'l l)fll\'l'.}i[lk“('il[ill'_l a com-
mon paternity, at least for the outlines. The
matter had become a subject of pleasant banter
among the brethren. There was consequently
some surprise when. at the session of the Annual
Conference, Lockley announced for his text:
: Moses chose rather to suffer affliction with the
people of God, than to enjoy the pleasures of sin
for a season.”’ It was the old text, but it was a
sew sermon. The choice of Moses was, in his
hands, a topic fresh and entertaining, as he threw
upon it the flashes of his wit, and eveked from it
sugoestions that never would have occurred to
another mind. *“Mind you,”” he said “at  point,
«« Moses chose to suffer affliction with the people
'{/. God. 1 tell you, my brethren, the people of
God are sometimes very aggravating, They fret-
ted Moses. almost to' death. “But did he forsake
them? Did he leave them in the wilderness to
perish in their foolishness? No; he stood by
them to the last.”> His application of this peculiar
exegesis to the audience of preachers and Church

4
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members was so pointed that the ripple of amuse-
ment that swept over their faces gave way to an
expression that told that the shot had hit the mark.

One warm day in 1858 he started out with me
to make'a canvass of| thecity of Stockton for the
Church paper. ;| We kept in pretty brisk metion
for an hour or two, Lockley giving an occasional
sionret-dissatistaction at the unwonted activitv into
which he‘had ‘been beguiled.” /Passing down
Weber Avenueson-the shady side’of a corner store
he saw an-empty chair, and with a sigh of relief
he sunk into it

¢ Come on, Lockley,”” said 1; *f we are not half
done our ‘work.”’

<1 shan’t doit,”" he drawled.

22 \\‘}'1_\' not? I asked.

*¢The Scripture i1s against it.? he answered
with great seriousness of/tone.

S How isthat?”’ I asked with curiosity.

c8he Scripture Saysy © Do thyself no harm.
said he, ** and it does me harmAo walk as fast as
you.do./ / I'shan’t budge.?’

Nor'did he. [ ] spent . two or three hours in dif=
ferent parts of the city, and on my return found
hi\;! Si(li!l;‘ in x‘\;u'?]_\‘ the Same .ll!.}il!xlx‘ i!] \\h:ﬂ;il
['had left him, a picture of perfect contentment.
.Lil\:l\tzz:-. he had :

While ani the Santa Clara Circuit he drove a
remarkable hittle sorrel nyare named By him Ginsy.,

not budged.

Ginsy was very small, very angular, with long fet-
locks and mane a shade ])_‘_{]lln‘l' than her other

}

parts, a-shorf tail-that bad a cemic sort of twist to

it
one side, and 4 lame eye. The bussy was in
keeping with Ginsy. It was battered and splin-

tered, some of the spokes were new and some were
old, the dashboard was a w reck, the wheels see-

sawed 1n a curious way as it moved. And the
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harness !—it was too much for my deseriptive pow-
ers. It was a conglomerate harness, composed of
leather, hay rope, fragments of suspenders, whij
cord, and rawhide. The vehicle announced its
approach by an extraordinary creaking of all its
unoiled axles, a sort of \‘.nllin.;u-;m quartet that re-
galed the ears of the fat and happy genius who
held the reins. Lockley, Ginsy, and that buggy
made a picture worth looking at.

While Lockley was on this circuit the Annual
Conference \\.i\‘. held at San AIU‘\'!V. As l’l:rii(’rg*
Kavanaugh was to preach on Sunday morning, it
was expected that an overwhelming congregation
would crowd the San José church, that eloquent
Kentuckian being a favorite with all classes in
California.  Lockley asked that a p!'«;.‘u‘lu.'l‘ be
sent to fill the pui;';it of his little church in the
town of Santa Clara, three miles distant. The
genial and zealous James Kelsay was sent. At
eleven o« l(wl\ he .m(l l.lv\‘k](“\' l,‘ilh‘l‘('ll the (“,xlll't,‘}v.
and ascended the pulpit. After kneeling a few
moments in the usual way, they seated themselves
and faced the—not the audience, for noné was
there. Nobody had come. In a few minutes an
old man. came in.and teok aseat in the farthest
corner from the pulpit. He eyed the two preach-
ers, and they eyedrhim in silence. | The minutes
passed on. There they sat. ~ As might have been
t‘.\[)(‘\‘itﬁt.‘l. everybody had gone to hear the M>lm|‘.
in San José. That old man was the only person
who' entered the church. Tt was evident, how-
ever, that he had eome fo'stays ' He rigidly kept
his ‘place, never taking . his ;-_\‘vs‘ from the two
preachers, who repaid him with an attention
equally fixed. A pin might have been heard to
drop—mnot a sound was uttered as they thus sat
and gazed at each other. An hour passed, and
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still I]l\'}‘ sat :~§h'x‘i’hiv‘~;’<. LLockley broke the silence.
Turning to his companion in the pulpit, he said
gravely: * Brother Kelsay, how shall we bring these

Solemn_Services io-d f"./v“r'.)

s Tietlus pray, said Kelsay.
They knelt, and | Kelsay led in prayer, the

_], 1. . £ s = e oa
old man keeping  his place “and sitting position.

The benediction! was)ithen formally pronounced,
and that service ended.

His death was tragic and pititul, - *A boy, stand-
ing in the sunken channel of a dry ¢reek, shot at
a vicious 'dog ‘on the bank above.. | The bullet,
atter :-ll'ikin:_: and L?Hili;‘ the (lm_g. struck Lockley
in the chest as he was approaching the spot. He
stageered/backward to a fence close at hand, fell
on his knees, and died praying.

AN INTERVIEW.

S I was coming out of the San Francisco

post office one morning in the year 1659,

4 tall, dark-skinned man placed himselt

in front of me, and, fixing his intensely
glittering €yes upon me, said in an excited tone:
¢ Sir, can you give me a half-hour of your time
this morning? ™’

s Yes,”' I replied, *if I can be of any service
to you by so doing.”’

i Not here, but in your office, privately,” he
continued. I must speak to somebody, and
having heard you preach in the church on Pine
Sireet, I felt that I could appreach you. I am in
great trouble and danger, and must speak to some
()nk'! 22

His manner was exeited. his hand trembled, and
his eye had an insane oleam as he spoke. We
walked on in silence until we reached my office
on Montgomery . Street. After entering, I laid
down my letters and papers, and was about to
offer him a chair; when he hurriedly locked the
door on the inside, saying as he did so: ¢ This
conversation is to be private, and T do not intend
to be interrupted.’

As he turned toward me I saw that he had a
pistol in his hand: swhich he laid on the desk, and
then. sat-down. I waited for him to speak, eying
him and the pistol closely, and feeling a little un-
comfortable, locked in thus with an armed mad-
man of almost giantlike size and strength. The
pistol had a sinister look that I had never before

(53)
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recognized in that popular weapon. It seemed to
grow bigger and bigger.

‘““Have you ever been haunted by the idea of
suicide ? > he asked abruptly, his ey \;;gl;n'ing upon
me as he spoke.

** No, not particularly.” Lanswered; ‘¢ but why
do you ask?”’ S

" Because the idealis haunting me.”” he said in

tone, rising from his chiair as he spoke.
** 1 have Tain for two nights with_a cocked pistol
in my hand, calculating the value of my life. I
bought that pistol to shoot myself with,)and I won-
der | that F'have not done it: but something has
hl‘]'i me l!‘.l-'li\'.”

““'What has put the idea ef suicide into-your
mind?} Linquired.

“My life’s a failure, sir; and there is nothing
else left Hor such a foel as' I have been,”” he said
bitterly..  ** When a4 man has—no hope left, he
should die:’

I was making -some reply, when he broke i,
*“ Hear my  history, and thén tell me if death is
not the only thing left for me,”” laying his hand
upon the [\5-::1(:] as he I\'E‘:Hl\(‘. ‘

When-hetold me: his- name: 1 recognized it as
that of a man of genius, whose contributions
to a \certain) popular |periodicalyhad. given [him
awide fame in the warld of letters.. e was the

115

‘
son of a venerable New England bishop, and a
I

graduate of Harvard University. T will give
story in his own words, as mux}'i_\ as I can: ¢ In
18350 I started to California with henorable pur-
pose and high ambition. My father beinga clergy-

man, and poor, and greatly advanced in vears, I
felt that it was my duty to make some provision for
him and for the family circle to which [ belonged,

and of which I was the idol: Animated by this
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purpose, I was full of hope and energy. On the
ship that took me to California 1 made the ac-
quaintance and fell into the snares of a beautiful
but unprincipled woman, for whom 1 toiled and
sacrificed everything for eight years of weakness
and folly, never remitting a dollar to those I had
intended to provide for at home, carrying all the
while an uneasy conscience and despising myself.
[ made immense sums of money, but it all went
for nothing but to feed the extravagance and reck-
lessness of my evil genius. Tortured by remorse,
[ made many struggles to free myself from the evil
connection that blighted my life, but in vain. [
had almost ceased to struggle against my fate,
when death lifted the shadow trom my path. The
unhappy woman died. and I was free. I was as-
tonished to find how rapid and how complete was
the reaction from my despair. 1 felt like a new
man. Theglowing hopes that had been smothered
revived., and I felt something of the buoyancy and
ry with which I had left my New England

I worked hard, and pl'(‘\sp(,-rvd. I made
money,-and.saved it, ‘making occasional’ remit-
tances to the family at home, who were overjoyed
to hear from me-atter my long and guilty silence.
[ hadn’t the heart to write to them while pursuing
my evil life. | I had learned torgamble; of counrse,
but now I'resolved to quit it. Hor ‘two years I
kept this resolution, and had in the meantime
saved over six thousand dollars. Do you believe
that the devil tempts men? I tell you, sir, it 1S
true!’ I began to feel a strange desire to visit
some-of y old haunts.~ This feeling became in-
tense. overmastering. My judgment and con-
science protested, but I felt like one under a spell.
[ j\'ii'l“l-*«l. and found my way to a well-known
gambling hell, where [ lost every dollar of my
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hard-earned money. It was like a dream—I
seemed to be drawn on to my ruin by some invisi-
ble but resistless evil power. When 1 had lost all
a strange calm| eame over me, which I have never
understood. ~ It may have been the reaction, atter
nights of feverish excitement, or lm\\xl ly it was
the unnatural calm that follows the death of hope.
My self-contempt “was complete. No language
could have ‘expressed the intensity of my seli-
scorn. 1 sneaked to my ]mé;mg.\. fecling that [
had semehow, parted with my manhood as well :

my money. | The very next day I was surprised h\
the offer of a lucrative subordinate position in a
federal office in” San Francisco. This was not
the first coincidence ‘of 'the sort in my life;“where
an ung \pw‘!x. d inflience had beenrbrought to bear
upon me, giy ing my plans and prespects a new di-
rection. [as God tll»'\lh‘ll‘.;j to/do with these
things? or is«it aceident? 1 took the place which
was offered to me, and went to.work with renewed
hope’ and energy. I madea vow against gam-
bling, and determined to-recover all T had thrown
away. | saved-every dollar possible, pinching
myself in my living and supplementing my liberal
salary by Tliterary Tabors: [y savinos had again
run high up in the thousands, and my gains were
steady.  The FErazer River mining excitement
broke out! ,\H old ‘friend" of “mine came to me
and asked the loan of a hundred dollars to help
him off to the new mines. [ told him he should
have the money, and that 1 would have it ready
for him that aiternoon. (After heé hadi left, ‘the
thoucht occurred to me that one hundred dollars
was a very poor outfit for such an e nterprise, and
that he ought to have more. Then the thought
was suggested—yes, sir, it was sugw rested—that 1
might take the hundred dollars U» a faro bank and
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win another hundred to place i1n the hands of my
friend. [ was \\1”\ |<'~"i‘(ll to risk not a cent be-
yond this. The idea took possession ol my mind,
and when he came for the money 1 told him iy
plan, and proposed that he ;uvnn.:_;mn_\ me to the
gambling hell. He was a free-and-easy sort ol
fellow, and readily assented. We went toge ther,
and after alternate successes and losses at the faro
bank. it ended in the usual wayv: I lost the hundred
dollars. I went home in a .H'v!x/_\' of anger and
self=reproach. The old passion was roused again.
A wild determination fo break the faro bank took
hold of me. 1 went night after night, betting
recklessly until not a dollar was left. “This hap-
pened lastweek. Can you wonder. that 1T have
concluded there is no hope for as weak a fool
Fam? ™’

He paused a mement t in his rapid recital, pac Ing
the floor with his'hand on the hammer of the pis-
tol, which he had takeén uj

s« Now, sir, candidly, don’t you think that the
best thing I can do is to blow eut my braigsz
said heycocking the pistol as he spoke.

The thoucht occurred to me that it was no un-
common: thing for the suicidal to give way to the
homicidal mania. The man was evidently hali
mad, and zeady fora t:'.x.:‘ml‘\‘. That pistol seemed
almost instinet with conscious evil intention. If a

)

suicide or a homicide was to end the scene, T pre=
fx'l'!'v&i ﬂl'.' former. 2 HH\\ Hl(i are }I U..'“ l ;1_\‘,\'. ll.
aiming to create a diversion.

% [ am forty-fivey” (he answered, apparently
brought to a little more recollcetion of himself by
the question.

s [ should think,”” I continued, having arrested
his attention. ** that whatever may have been your
follies. and however dark the future you have to




60 CALIFORNIA SKETCHES.

face. you have too miuch manhood to sneak out of
life '5'[\ the back door of suicide:™

The shot struck. An instantaneous c¢hange
passed oyer his countenance. Suicide ,xp[n*.n*vd.h.)
him lin\ 2-new. licht—as; a~cowardly, not a heéroic
act: e had been fascinated with the notion of
having the curtain tall upon his career amid the
blaze of blue lights and the #lamour of romance
and the dignity of tragedy, with/the wonder of the
crowd and thetears of the sentimental. That was
all sone—the  snicide was but a.poor creature,
weaks as\well as wicked | [He ‘was saved. He
sunk into a2 chaif as he handed mgthe pistol, which
[ was very gladindeed jto gel into my hands.

s You should be'ashamed of yonrself, siry* %1
continued. * You are only forty-five vears old;
you are in perfect health. withe almost a giant’s
strengths.a classical education, “extensive husiness
experience, anda knowledge of'the world gamned
by your yvery mistakes that sheuld be a _gll.ir';lnln:
against the possibility of their repetition. A brave
man-should never giveip the battle: the bravest
men never giveup.

<« Give me the pistol,”” he said quietly: *¢ you
need not be afraid to trust me with it The devil
has left me. I will not act the part of a coward.
You / will héar from 'me: again. /Permit me fo
thank you. Good nmrning.:'

[ did hear from him acain. The deyil seemed
indeed to have left him. He went to British Co-
Jumbia, where he prospered in business and got
rich, became' a pillar in the Church ol which his
father was one of the great lizhts, and committed
not suicide, but matrimony, marrying a sweet and
cultured English girl, » ho thinks her tall yankee

husband the handsomest and noblest of men.

FATHER COX.

ATHER COX was a physical and intellect-
ual phenomenon. He was of immense
girth, weighing more than three hundred

pounds. His face was ruddy, and almost
as smooth as that of a child, his hair snow-

>

white and fine as floss silk, his eyes a deep blue,
his features small. His great size, and the con-
trast between the infantile freshness of his skin
and white hair, made him a notable man in the
Jargest crowd.

fle was converted and joined the Methodist
Church, after he had passed his fifticth year. He
had been, as he himself phrased it, the keeper of
a ** doggery,” and was, no doubt, a rough cus-
tomer. Reaching California by way ot Texas, he
at once began to preach. His style took with the
Californianss: great crowds flocked to hear him,
and marvelous effects were pmdncw]. He was a
fine judge of human nature, and. knew the direct
way to the popular heart. Under his preaching
men weph, pray ed, repenteds believed, and flocked
into the Church by scores and hundreds.

Father Cox was in his glory at a camp meeting.
To his gift of exhortation was added that of song.
He had a voice like a flute in its softness and
purity of tone, and his ' solos ‘before and after
prv;u'hing melted and broke ithe hard heart of
manv a wild and reckless Californian.

His sagacity and knowledge of human nature
were exhibited at one of his camp meetings held
at Gilroy, in Santa Clara County. There was a
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great crowd and a great religious excitement, Fa-
ther Cox riding its topmost wave, the general ol
the army of Istael. Seated in the preachers’
. ; ling 1n_one of the spirited lyrics
suited ‘to ‘the occasion, when a young man ap-
proached him-and saidi: ° ¢ Kather Cox, there's a
friend of mine out here who wants you to come
and pray for him." '

1t \\ h‘x'!'t' l~ ?l!‘:’u

" .'H:\’: out there on the ed

stand, he was lea

re of .the crowd,” an-

swered the young fellow.
Father Cox followed him to the outskirts of the

*(
congrépation, where he found a group of rough-

) around, with their leg-
oinus and huge Spanish spurs, in“the center of
which! a man was seen kneelinoywith his faee
buried between his hands.

““‘There _he 1s,”” said the g 3

“ Ische a friend of vOurs, gentlemen? ™ asked
Father Cox, turning 1o the ¢ xpectant group.

«/Yes, answered one of .t '

¢«“And you want me to-pray for him, do you? *
he continued: : '

<« We do.”’ was the answer.

Al right: all of you kneel'down, and I'II"pray
for him.”’ )

They looked ‘at one another In confusion, and
then one by one-they sheepishly kneeled until all
were -’1()‘\\'”. -

looking fellows standin

o
3
1§

Father Cox kneeled down by the ¢ mournér,”
and prayed as follows: <O L.ord. thou knowest
all things: Theu knowest whether this man | is a
sinceré penitent or not. If he is sincerely sorry
for his sins, and i1s bowing before thee with 2a
broken heart and a contrite ,\Il)iril. have merey
upon him, hear his prayer, pardon his ‘.:un.\g;!‘n-;‘
sions, give him thy peace, and make him thy
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child. But, O Lord, i he is not in earnest, 1f he
Satan. to make mock=

is here as an emissary ol
hinder thy work, kill

erv of sacred things, and to
him—Kkill him, Lord ~—

At this point the * mourner . became fright-
ened. and began to crawl, Father Cox following
him on his knees. and continuing his prayer. The
tferror-stricken sinner could stand it no longer, but
sprang to his feet and bount
leaving Father Cox master ol
kneeling roughs rose and snea

led away at full speed,
the field, while the
ked off abashed and
discomfited.

The sequel of this incident should be givel
The mock penitent was taken into the Church by
Father Cox.soon after. He left the camp oround
in a state of great alarm on account of his sacri-
lﬁllinl:,\ Il'\"!.l'f.

%% When the oldhman put his hand on me as I
kneeled there in wicked sport, and prayed as he
did, it seemed to me that 1 felt hot flashes from
hell rise in my face, " said he; 8 richt there I be-
came a true l;«'n-l‘u’lil_.”

The man thus strangely converted became a
faithful soldier of the cross.

At a-camp meeling near the town of Sonoma,
in 155\. Father Cox, who was ]w}‘u\\(':n r in charge
of that circuity rose to exhoxt viter the venerable
Judge Shattuck had preached one of his strong,
earnest sermons. The meeting had been going
on several days, and the Sonoma sinners had hith=
erto resisted all appeals and persuasions. The
crowd 'was ereat, and every eye was fixed upon
the old man' as he began.his exhortation.

st Bovs.” he began, in a familar, kindly way,

 bovs. vou are treating me badly. [ have been
with vou all the year, and you have always had a
kind word and a wenerous hand for the old man,
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I love you, and I love your immortal souls. 1
have entreated you to turn away irom your sins,
to rvpvn:. .mxl come to Christ -(m(l 1)(‘:\;1\%'('1. l
have preached to you, I have prayed for you, I
have wept over you: You harden vour hearts,
and-stiffen your necks, and will not yield, You
will be-lostY You zoill oo to hell! In the judg-
ment day; you will be left withont excuse. L\nH_
boys. " he/continaed, his mighty\ chest heaving,
!1i5 voice quivering, and the tears\running down
his cheeks; S boys; I will have. to\be a ‘witness
against you. | I'shall’ have to testity that I warned,
perstaded; and entreated you in am. | I shall ll\l\r'l.‘
to testify of the l\l'uu'mlill';_;s of thissSabbath night,
and tell how you turned a deaf ear to the ‘:;117 of
your Say iour. I shall have to hear yvour sentence
of | condemnation, and see vou.driven down to
hell. My God, the thought is\dveadful! Spare

me this agony. Don’t. /O den’t force this upon

me!  Don’t compel-the old man to be a witness
;Eg‘;xin.\:t yvou in.that awful day! Rather.”” he (‘('1H~
tinued, ¢ 'hear my voice of invitation to-nicht. and
come {0 Christy so-that instead of being :r\\'iflll‘.\"\‘
against you in that day, I may be able to present
you-as my spiritual children, and say: * Lord
Jesus, here is the old man and his Sonoma chil-
dren, all saved,@and all ready tojoin'together i a
glad hallelujah to the Lamb thatwas :x‘l;Tiﬁ." ¢

It was overwhelming. The pathos and power
of the speaker were indescribable. There was a
*“ breakdown > all over the vast (un:r:—“f.ili(.ur
;il.hi ..l rush of pvl]ilr'n‘.‘-‘ to the altary as (:\i\.'h()i. ”n:
stirring camp meeting choruses pealed forth from
the full hearts of the faithful.
‘ Father Cox’s ready wit was equal to any occa-
sion. .;\t. a camp meeting in the Bodega hills. in
““opening the doors of the Church,” he said:
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¢ Many souls have been converted, and now I
want them all to join the Church. When I was a
boy, I learned that it was best to string my fish as
I caught them, lest.they should flutter back into
the water. 1 want to string my fish—that is, take
all the young converts into the Church, and put
them to work for Christ—lest they go back into the
world *'— )

s You can’t catch aze!”" loudly interrupted a
rowdyish-looking fellow who sat on a slab near
the rostrum.

<L am not fishing for gar!’’ retorted Father
Cox, casting a contemptuous glance at the fellow,
and then went on with his work.

The gar fish is the abomination of all true fish-
ermen—hard to catch, coarse-flayored, bony, and
nearly worthless when caught. The vulpar fellow
became the butt of the eamp ground, and soon
mounted his mustang and galloped off, amid the
derision even of his.ewn sort.

Father Cox had a maturally hot temper, which
sometimes flamed forth'in a way that was startling.
It would have been a bold man who would have
tested his physical prowess in a combat. Beside
him an ordinary-sized person looked like a pigmy.
Near San Juan, in Monterey Countys he had
oceasion to. cross a swollen stream by means of the
water fence above the ford:~ The fence'was flimsy,
and Father Cox was heavy. The undertaking was
not an easy one at best. and Father Cox’s difli-
enlty and annoyance were enhanced by the un-
generous and violent abuse and eurses of an infidel
blacksmith on the opposite side of the stream, who
had worked himself into a rage because the im-
mense weight of the old man had broken a rail or
two of the fence. The sitnation was too critical
for reply, as the mammoth preacher Cox *¢ cooned ”’

)
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his way cautiously and painfully across the ricke -ty
hll(l"'. at the imminent risk every moment of
Luml‘lm;,r headlong into the roaring torrent below.
Meanwhile the wicked.and angry blacksmith k kept
up-a volley’ of ‘oaths and mml‘m-» epithets. The
old Adam was waking up in the old preacher. By
the time hée had reached the shore he was thor-
oughly mad, and rushing forward he grasped his
persecutor \and 'shook him until his breath was
nearly out of him, saying: 0, yeu foul-mouthed
villain! If it were not for the fear of myv God. I
would beat you'into a jelly ! :

The blicksmith, a stalwart tellow, was aston-
ished ;| and‘when Father Cox let him oo, he had a
new view of the Church militant. This scene was
witnessed by a number of bystandess, who did not
fail to' report ity and it made the old preacher a
hero wiath the ‘rough fellows of-San Juan, who
thenceforward flocked to hear his [71'(.?;1Lihill_:j as
tln‘_\' did te_hear nuhr‘n’l_\' else. :

The /imagerofFather Cox that is most vivid to
my mind, as I close| this unpretentious sketch is
that which he presented as he stood in the pulpit
at Stockton one night, during the Conference ses-
siony andsung;, ** [ am ooing home to'die no more,’
his ruddy face ;1;11:»\\' his blue eyes swimming in
tears, His white (hair glistening in the l:unpli&ht.
He sleeps on the Bode oa_hills, amid the'vaks and
madronas, whose branches wave in the breezes of
the blue Pacific. He has gone home to die no
more,
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N the Petaluma boat I met him. He was
on his way to Washington City, for the
purpose of presenting to ?5|~. President
of the United States a curious chair
made entirely of buck horns, a real

marvel of ingenuity, of which he was quite vain.
Dressed in buckskin, with 11'111;\,"1 luw»mw\ and
sleeves, belted and bristling with hunters™ arms

strongly built and gri: -:zl‘\'-lv«.ﬂn'\!ml. he was a >n-i’,:_-
ino fioure as he sat the center of a crowd of ad-
ml‘ircl'.ﬁ. His countenance was (‘.‘([1!'('_<5i\.' of a
mixture of brutality, cunning, and good humor.
He was a thorouch animal. Wild frontier life had

not sublimated this old sinner in the way pictured

by ‘writers who romanee about such things at a
distance. Contact with nature and Indians does
not seem to exalt the white man. except in fiction.
£ tends rather to draw him back toward barba-
rism. The regenade white only differs from the
red savage in being a shade more devilish.
This isvSeth Kinman, the oreat Indian fighter
and bear hunter,”” said an officious passenger.
Thus introduced, [ shook hands with him. He
seemed inclined to talk, and was kind enough to
say he had heard nf me and/iwvoted for me. Mak-
ing due acknowledsment of the honor done me, I
seated myself near enough to hear, but not so near
as to catch the fumes of the alcoholic stimulants of
which he was in the habit of indulging freely.
His talk was of himself, in connéction with In-

\V_HT)
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f‘n;ms and bears. He seemed to look upon them
in the same light—as natural enemies, to be cir-
cumvented or destroyed as op portunity permitted.
s You can’t trustan Injun,” he said. ¢ 1 knﬁ\V
‘em.| I they git the/ upper hand of you, they’ll
Etlm‘l} you, sure.  The only way to un along with
em is fo make “em afeard. of you. 'l hey’d put a
arrer through me long ago if /T hadn't made ‘em
bchn\"c I was a conjurer. | It happened this way:
I bhad a contract for furnishin® venison for the
roops in Humbeldt, and took along' a lot of Injuns
for the hunt. We had mighty uuml luck, and
started back to.Eureka loaded (ln\\n with lm finest
sort of deer meat. I saw the Injuns I woin” behind,
and \\"l~p(lln to one another, 'uul mistrusted
t\m“\ wasn t exactly night. So T keeps my eye
on .L-m. and had old /Coltonblossom here —ca-
ressing along, rusty=looking rifle—** ready in case
AH\”HH" should turn up. You ¢an’t trust a lnil.m
-tht\ re all ahl—v' if they git the upper hand of
you, you're gone!" | He winked knowingly and
chuckled, and then went on: ¢ I stopped ind lét

t.hu Injuns come up, and then got to .(n!‘\li;x with
€m ;1!"'111 huntin’ and shootin’. T told ’em I was
a conjurer, and couldn’t be killed by a bullet or
arrer, zm'd o prove it I took off my buck -km shirt
and 5(*}! it up‘ twenty steps off, and told em the
man who could put a arrer through it mio ave
it. They were Imnn- than a hunr sh(mt]ilx:"h;t'.thl(lll\u(i
:‘}(""i;(;Ei"‘/}:i’:'ii;&;.Unu I've got on now—but they

** How'was that?*’ asked an open-mouthed young

fellow, blazing with che ap jewelry. -

*“Why, you see, young man, this shirt is well
tanned and tough, and I just stood it up on the
edges, so that when a arrer struck it, it would nat-
urally give way. If 1 had only had it on, t{he
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arrers would have gone clean through it, and me
too. Injuns are lmw}n\ smart in some things, but
they all bLl]L\(' in devils, conjurin’, and such like.

| 1)1;1}1(1 em fine on this idee, and they were
afeard to touch me, though they were re ady e 2nough
if they had dared. While I was out \lmppm
wood one day, I see a smoke risin’, and thinkin’
somethin’ must be wrong, I got back as soon as [
could. and sure enough my house wis burnin’. |
knowed it was Injuns, and cirelin® round I found
the track of a big Injun; it was plain enough to
see \\']H‘IL h‘ ]]lLl \‘f’n\\'('(l iln' L'l'l’\'k cumin‘ ‘.md
goin’. [ got Jizs \1\(11-—\\!\\. his har was that
long,”” he s aid, measuring to his elbow, and leer-
ing hideously.

Whether or not this incident was apocryphal |
could not decide, but it was evident enough that
he intensely relished the notion of ** skelping’ an
Indian.

<[ want you to come up to Flumboeldt and
me kill a gri/./.l_\‘." he: continued, addressing him-
self to me. ‘“An’ let me tell you now, if ever you
shoot a grizzly, hit him about thesear.. I vou hit
him 11«»!11. yvou will kill hims if you don’t kill him,
you \p!lo his:mind: 1 have seen a “ll//l\. uhx
he had been hit about the ear, go roun’ an’ roun’
like a top.: | Noud: anger in'a bar after you have lnt
him in the \Al——il s his'te nder '] 1Ce. Buta bar S
mighty dangerous if you hu lnm anywhere else,
an’ don’t kill |\im. Me an” a Injun was huntinin
the ckaparral, an” come across a big grizzly. We
both blazed away at him at (hm range [ saw he
was hit, for he whirled half roun’, an p.nil_\' keeled
over; but he got up, an’ started for us, mad as
fury. We had no time to load, an’ there was
nothin’ left but to run for it. It was nip an’ tuck
between us. I'm a good runner, an’ the Injun
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wasn't slow. Lookin® back, I saw the bar was
gainin’ on us. I knowed he’d sit one of us, an” so
I hauled off an” knocked the Injun down. Before
he could git-up the bat had him.”> He paused,
and looked areund complacently.

=+ Pid the bear kill the Indian? 7" asked the young
man-with abundant jewelry.

““No0: he [dlabed him up awhile, and then leit
him, and the Injun finally got well. | If it had been
a jwhite man, he would have died. ~Injuns can
stand a loreat deal of hurtin’ an’ not die.”’

At this point the thought came into-my mind
that if this| incidént must he taken as a frue pres
entation of the ethics of ‘bear hunting as practiced

by Mr. Kionman., Zidid not aspire to the honor of
]\;-m»mi::'_g his ‘hunting companion. Are-the ethics
of the stock exchange any higher thanthose of the
Humboldt beéar hunter? Let thé bearybankruptey.
ox-the 'devil takethe Imost, is the motto ni ?\:zl-
man nature its dark side;, whether on Wall
Street or/in the Califernia chaparral.

“ Were you everin Napa City ? ** he inquired of
me.

I answered in the affirmative.

- Did yowsee the big stutfed orizzlyinthe drue
store? You have, eh? Well, I killed that bar.
the\biggést ever shot@n Californy. | Thwas out one
day lookin’ for a deer about sundown, an’ heerd

the does a barkin’ as they was comin’ down Eel

River. In a little while here come the bar, an’ a
whopper he was! [ raised old Cottonblossom. an’
let him haveit as 'he passed me: | saw I had hit
him, for he secemed 'to drag-his Fnes [loinsT] as’ he
plunged down the bank of the river among the
orapevines an’ thick bushes. Next mornin’ I took
[]“-.(if,;:, an’” put 'em on his trail. T could see that
his back was broke, because I could see the print

& Before e could oit ugp the bay had faem.”
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where his hind parts had dragged down the sandy
bed of the river. By an’ M I heerd the d«u
a bayin’, an” I knowe d they’d come up with him.

I hurried up, an’ found the bar sittin’ on his rump
in a hole of water about three feet deep, snappin
his teeth at the dogs as they swum around him,
barkin’ like tury. He couldn’t git any further—
old Cottonblossom had done his work for him. 1
thought I would have a little fun by aggravatin’
him awhile.”™

¢ What do you mean by aggravating the bear?’
asked a bystander.

¢t | would just take big rocks an’ go up close to

1

him, an’ hit him between the eyes. You ought to
have heerd-him yow// Hh eyes actually turned
green, he was so.mad, an” his jaws n]..m]pu 1 like
a sawmill; but he couldn’t budge—every time he
tried to git on his feet he fell back agin, the mad-
dest bar ever seen.” At this point in the narra-
tion. Kinman’s sinister blue eyes gleamed with
brute ferocity. My aversion to muking‘ him my
hunting companion increased. After I had my
fun with himg I took old C ullnnhl()\\(ml an’ plante d
a bullet under his shoulder, an” he tumbled over
dead. h took four of us to pull-him:out of lh 1t
hole, an’ he weighed thirteen hundred pounds.

I had enough of this, and left the group;, reflect-
ing _on the px ‘¢uliar ethics of bear hunting.' The
last glimpse I had of this child of nature, he was

chucklin