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him to commit the cruel murder. A small party
of Texans happened to be passing through that
region, who, hearing what had been done, dllL.‘ntLll
thl_, murderer; but .\ILMmmns Mexican friends
interfered, and forced the Texans to liberate him.
But the devil lured the murderer on to his fate.
He started again toward the Rio (ndnch, still
mounted on the murdered preacher’s horse, and
again he fell into the hands of the Te\am What
beidl him then was not stated definitely in the nar-
rative given by one of the party. It was merely
said: < McManus will kill no more preachers.’
This does not leave a very wide field for the exer-
cise of the imagination. Stewart was buried where
he met his strange and tragic end. Of all the men
who bore the de}]]L‘I‘ of t]lL cross in the early days

of California, there was no truer or kI]]'fhtlit‘I‘ soul
than his.

A MENDOCINO MURDER.

MONG my occasional hearers when I
preached on Weber Avenue, in Stockton,
was a handsome, sunny-faced young man
who, I was informed, was studying for the
ministry of the Presbyterian Church. His

manners were easy and graceful, his voice pleas-
ant, his smile winning, and his whole appearance
pu*no;qebbnw to an uuuﬂul degree. He was one
of the sort of men that t\L’l\b{Jd\ likes at first
sight. T lost trace of him when I left the place,
but retained a decidedly pleasant remembrance of
him, and a hopeful interest in his welfare and use-
fulness. My surprise may be mm;ﬁmed when, a
few years afterwards, I found him in jail charged
with complicity in one of the most horrible mur-
ders ever perpetrated in any country.

It was during my pastorate in Santa Rosa in
1873 that I was told that Geiger, a prisoner con-
fined in the county jail, aw aiting trial for murder,
had asked to see me. Upon visiting him in his
cell, T found that his business with me was not
concerning his soul, but his family. They were
very poor, and since his imprisonment matters had
been going worse and worse with them, until they
were 1n ;l(.turll want. Knowing well the warm-
hearted community of Santa Rosa, I did not hesi-
tate to promise in their name relief for his wife
and children. After having satisfied him on this
point, I tried to lead the anermtmn to the sub-
ject of religion; but seeing he was not disposed to
talk further, I withdrew. Before leaving the jail,
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however, I was asked to visit another prisoner
charged with participation in the same murder.
On going into his cell, the recognition was mutual.
It was ;\h\mdu, whom | dt]. known and to
whom I had preached at Hlnckmn

¢« T little thuu(rht when I saw you last that we
would meet in such a place as this,”” he said with
emotion.

<« How comes it that you are here? “111'(11}' you
cannot be the murderer of a woman? ™ I asked,
perhaps a little abruptly.

¢ h is a curious case, and a long story,”” he said;
¢¢ it will all come out on the 111(11.

I looked at him with an interrogation point in
my eyes. Coul 1d that pale, meditative, scholarly-
lovking young man be capable of taking part in
such a dark tr: agedy as that of the murder of
which he had been accused? I left him inclined
to pronounce him innocent, despite the strong evi-
dence against him. But the conviction of many,
who w m hed the trial a few mnnths after, was
clear that he was one of Mrs. Strong’s slayers.

Briefly given, here is the story of the murder as
cathered from the evidence on the trial, and recol-
lected after the lapse of several years:

Mrs. Strong was a middle- aucd woman, with the
violent temper and hardened hature so often met
with in women who have been subjected to the in-
fluences of such a life as she had led—among
rough men, and in a rough country, w here might
too often makes right. Geiger and Alexander
lived not far from lhe Strongs, in the wildest region

of Mendocino County. A qudlrvl arose bet\.\(en
these two men on one side, and Mrs. Strong on
the other, concerning land, the particulars of w huh
have passed my memory. It seems that the right
of the case lay rather w ith the men, and that Mrs.
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Strong, with a woman’s peculiar falent for provo-

cation, rather presumed on her sex in ignoring
their claims. at the same time forfeiting all ll”h'[ to
consideration on that score by \mhm hmmm*w
and unwomanly taunts whenever she met thun-
According to the most charitable theory (d!ld to
me it seems the most reasonable), (It‘If’ and
Alexander, previously angered by uanmn:_lhlc
opposition, accidentally met Mrs. Strong in a piece
of woods. The subject of dispute was brought
up, and it is sup posed that the unfortunate woman
became more and more violent and abusive, until
finally, maddened by her wor ds, one of the men,
Geiger, it is \uppmui struck her down. Then,
seeing that she was injured fatally, and fearing
dtmm ery, he and Alexander finished the job and,
fastening a heavy stone to her neck, hid the body
in one of the darkest holes of the stream that
flowed through those wild hills, plluw stones on
the breast and limbs of the corpse to insure con-
cealment.

Of course Mrs. Strong was missed, and search
for her began, in \\lm.h her two murderers were
forced to join. What a terrible time that was for
the two men—those rides through the woods and
canyons, a hundred times passing the dreadful spot
with its awful secret! Surely worse pum\hmcnt
on earth for their terrible crime could not be con-
ceived. Those two instruments of human torture
which the Inquisition has never surpassed, remorse
and fear, were both gnawing at the hearts of these
wretched men during all of that long and futile
search. But it was given up at last, and they
breathed easier

A few weeks after, an Indian on his pony, riding
through the woods, 1u]1 thirsty, and turned down
the canyon to a spot where the trees stood thick,
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and the rocks jutted out over the water like greedy
monsters looking at their helpless prey beneath.
He stooped to quench his thirst in the primitive
fashion, but before his lips had touched the water
his roving eye caught sight of a swaying something
a little way up the stream that made even that
stolid red man shrink from drinking that sparkling
fluid, for it had flowed over the body of a dead
woman. Mrs. Strong was found. The force of
the stream had washed away the weighting stones
from the lower limbs, and the stream having fallen
several feet since the heavy rains of the past weeks,
the feet of the corpse were visible above the water.
The stone was still attached to the neck, thus
keeping all but those ghastly feet under the water.
The long-hidden murder was out at last, and the
quiet Indian riding away on his tired pony carried
with him the fate of Geiger and Alexander. When
the news was told. it was remembered how unwill-
ing they had been to search near that spot, and
how uneasy and excited they had seemed whenever
it was approached. Indeed, they had been objects
of suspicion to many, and the discovery of the
body was followed 1mmediately by their arrest.
The trial resulted in the acquittal of Alexander,
the justice of which was questioned by many, and
a sentence of lifelong imprisonment for Geiger-.
Before his removal to the State prison, however,
he made his escape, aided, it is supposed, by his
wife, who is thought to have brought him tools for
that purpose secreted in her clothing. He has
never been found; and in all ln'nb;ll‘!iiit\' never will
be. Some say he has never left the L‘;)U!}tl‘\’, and
is living the life of a wild animal in the mountains
there; but it is more likely that he, like the first
murderer, fled to far lands, where he must ever
bear the scarlet letter of remorse in his heart.

MY FIRST CALIFORNIA CAMP MEETING.

CALIFORNIA camp meeting I had never

seen, and so when the eccentric Dr. Can-

non. who was dentist, evangelist, and

many other things all at once, sent me an

invitation to be_pz'csent at one that was
soon to come off near Vallecito, in Calaveras
County, | promptly signified my acceptance, and
began preparation for the trip. It was in 1856,
when we occupied the parsonage in Sonora that
had been bequeathed to us in all its peculiar glory
by our bachelor predecessors. It had one room,
which served all the purposes of parlor, library,
dining room, and boudozr. The bookcase was
two dry goods boxes placed lengthwise, one above
the other. The safe, or cuph(mrd, was a single
dry goods box, nailed to the redwood bo;}rds, of
which the house was built, with cleats for our
breakfast, dinner, and tea sets, which, though
mentioned bhere in plural form, were singular in
more than one sense of the word. The establish-
ment boasted a kitchen, the roof of which was lle.ss
than the regulation height of the American soldier,
the floor of which was made by nature, the one
window of which had neither sash nor glass, the
door of which had no lock, but was kept 911_11[ by
q small leather strap and an eight-penny n_:‘ul and
its successors. The thieves did not steal from us
__thev couldn’t. Dear old cabin on the hillside !
It brings up only pleasant memories of a time when
life was young and hope was bright. When we
closed the door of the parsonage, and, sitting be-
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hind McCarthy & Cooper’s two-horse tcam—one
a beautiful white, the ot}n - a shining bay—dashed
out of town in the direction of the bold and brawl-
ing Stanislaus, no fear was felt for any valuables
left behind. The prancing of that \pmtul white
horse on the narrow ;: rade that wound its way a
thousand feet above the bed of the river was a
more serious matter, suggesting the pnmibllm of
an adventure that would have prevented the writing
of these ¢ Sketches.” The Stanislaus, having its
sources among the springs and snows of the
Sierras, was a clear and sparkling stream before
the miners muddied it b} 1100111“ its banks
and its bed for gold. It cuts its way through a
wild and rugged region, dashing, foaming, fighting
for its passage along narrow passes where the
beetling cliffs and toppling crags repel the invasion
of a human foot. It seems in hot haste to reach
the valley, and fairly leaps down its rocky chan-
nel. In high water it roars and rushes with ter-
rific vmlcnu, But it was behaving quietly as we
passed it, keeping within its narrow channel, along
which a number of patient Chinamen were work-
ing over some abandoned gold diggings, wearing
satisfied looks, indicating success. Success is the
rule with the Chinaman. He is acquisitive by na-
ture, and thrifty from necessity. IHHe has taught
the conceited Americans some astonishing lessons
in the matter of cheap living. But they are not
thankful for the instruction, nor are they disposed
to reduce it to practice. They are not yet pre-
pared to adopt Asiatic ideas of living and labor.
The contact nf the two civilizations pmduu\ only
friction now. What the future may bring forth 1
will not here prophesy, as this has properly noth-
ing to do with the camp meeting.

An expected circus had rather thrown the camp
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meeting into the background. The highly colored
QCI]‘-JU(HL]] P()‘*{L’l\ were seen ]ﬂ evVer \ C f)]'l‘-pl(_uon‘w
place, and the talk of the hotel keepers, hostlers,
and straggling pedestrians was all about the circus.
The camp meeting was a bold experiment under
the circumstances. The camp ground was less
than a mile from Vallecito, a mining camp, whose
reputation was such as to suggest the need of
special evangelical influences. It was attacking
the enemy in his stronghold. The spot selected
for the encampment was a beautiful one. On a
hmltlc n]()])t’. in the midst of a grove of live oaks, a
few rude tents were pitched, with sides of un-
dressed redwood, and covered with nothing, so
that the stars could be gazed at during the still
hours of the cloudless California summer night.
The ** preacher’s stand >> was erected under one
of the largest of the oaks, in front of which were
ranged rough, backless seats for the accommoda-
tion of the worshipers. A well of pure water was
close at hand; and a long table, composed of un-
dressed boards, was spread under clustering pines
conveniently situated. Nobody thought of a table-
cloth, and the crockery used was small in quantity
and plain in quality.

During the first day and night of the meeting
small but well-behaved audiences waited 111)0&
the word, manifesting apparently more curiosity
than religious interest. The second night was a
solemn and trying time. The crowd 1 had rushed
to the circus. Three or four preachers and about
a dozen hearers held the camp ground. The lan-
terns, swung in the oaks, gave a dim, uncertain
light, the gusts of wind that rose and fell and
moaned among the branches of the trees threaten-
ing their cxlmnmxinm-n{ every moment. One or
two oi the 1=ri11\ flickered out entirely, increasing
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the gloom and the weirdness of the scene. It was
a a(;lu_ mn time ; the sermon was solemn, the hearers
were solemn, and there was a solemnity of cadence
in the night wind. Everybody seemed gloomy
and discouraged but the irrepressible Cannon.
He was in hlnh glee. < The Lord is going to do
a great \\mL here,”” he said at the hht of the
service, rubbing his hands together excitedly.

« What makes you think so?”’ 3

““The devil is busy working against us, and
when the devil works the Lord 1s sure to work too.
The people are all at the circus to-night, but their
consciences will be uneasy. The Hn:l\ Spirit will
be at work with them. To-morrow muhl you will
see a great crowd here, and souls \\111 be con-
verted.”’

Perhaps there were few that indorsed his 10g1(
or shared his_faith, but the result singularly veri-
fied his prophecy. The circus left the camp. The
reaction seemed to be complete. A great crowd
came out next night, the lights burned more
brightly, the f: mh]ul felt better, tht' pumhv s took
fire, pe nitents were invited and came forward for
prayers, and for the first time tlu r:!d camp meet-
ing choruses echoed among the Calaveras hills.
The meeting continued day and night, the crowd
increasing at every service, until Sunday. Many a
\\dndmmn believer, coming in irom the hills and
oulches. had his conscience quickened and his re-
ligious hopes rekindled, and the little handful that
sung and prayed at the beginning of the meeting
SW L’“t‘(l to quite an army. ' z

On Sunday Bishop Kavanaugh preached to an
immense crowd. That eloquent }\LntuLkmu was
in one of his inspired moods, and swept every-
thing before him. For nearly two hours he held
the vast concourse of people spellbound, and to-
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ward the end of his sermon his form seemed to
dilate, his face kindled with its pulpit radiance,
and his voice was like a golden trumpet. Amens
and shouts burst forth {111 around the stand, and
tears rained from hundreds of eyes long unused to
the melting mood. California had her camp meet-
ing th‘lott‘n‘lll“ that day. Attracted by curiosity,
a Dumu ]ndmn chief, with a number of *¢ buecks ™
and squaws, had come upon the ground. The
chief had seated himself against a tree on the outer
edge of the crowd. and never took his eyes from
the Bishop for a moment. I watched him almost
as closely as he w atched the Llahop. for I was
curious to know what were the lmugnts p;l\\lﬂf’
through his benighted mind, and to see what effect
the service would have upon him. His interest
seemed to increase as the.discourse pm\,ccdc
At length he showed signs of pmmund emotion;
his bowm heaved. tears streamed down his tawny
cheeks, and finally, in a burst of irrepressible ad-
miration, he pointed to the Bishop, and exclaimed:
“(_,fz.ﬁfirm. Capitan!” The chief did not under-
stand English. What was it that so stirred his
soul? Was it the voice, the gesture, the play of
feature, the magnetism of thc true orator? The
good Bishop said it was the Holy '-.pmt—thc wind
tlmt bloweth where it listeth.

The Sunday night service drew another large
audience, and culminated in a great victory. The
singing and prayers were L(pi up away beyond
rmdnwht The impression of one song I shall
never forget. The Bishop was my b >dfellow.
We had retired for the night, and were stretched
on our primitive couch, gazing unobstructed upon
the heavenly hosts -hmlnn on hw}

<« Hark! listen to that song,”’ said the Bisl 10p, as
a chorus, in a clear, buglelike voice, Hoated out
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upon the midnight air. The words I do not clearly
recall; there was something about

The sweet fields of Eden
On the other side of Jordan,
and a chorus ending in ‘¢ hallelujah.”” I seemed
to float upward on the wings of that melody, be-
yvond the starry depths, through the gates of pcarl
until it seemed to mingle \\Itll the *Lll?]ll]lﬂ_ doxolo-
gies of the great multltudc. of the glorified that no
one can number. ¢ What opera can equal that?
There is a religious melody that has a quality of its
own which no art can imitate.”’
T'he Bishop’s thought was not new, but I had a
new perception of its truth at that moment.
One of the converts of this camp meeting was
Levi Vanslyke. A wilder mustang was never
caught by the gospel lasso. (Excuse this figure—
1t suits Lhn' case.) He was what was termed a
¢ cap per to a gambling hell in the town. Tall,
excessively an«ful.n, 1(11\\ in movement, with sin-
gularly uneven features, his face and figure were
very striking. e drntw with the crowd to the
camp ground one night, and his destiny was
changed. He never went back to gambling. His
conscience was awakened, and his soul mightily
stirred, by the preaching, prayers, and songs.
Amid the wonder and smiles of the crowd, he rose
from his seat, went forward, and kneeled among
the penitents, exhibiting signs of deep distress.
An arrow of conviction had penetrated his heart,
and brought him down at the foot of the cross.
There he knelt, praying. The services were pro-
tracted far into the night, exhortations, songs, and
prayers filling up the time. Suddenly V dl]‘-,l\ ke
rose from his knees with a bound, his face beam-
ing with joy, and indulged in demonstrations which
necessitated the suspension of all other exercises.
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He shouted and praised God, he shook hands with
the brethren, he exhorted his late associates to
turn from their wicked ways—in fact, he took pos-
session of the camp ground, and the regular pro-
gramme for the occasion was entirely superseded.
The wild Vallecito ** boys >’ were awe-struck, and
quailed under his appeals.

Vanslyke was converted, a brand plucked from
the burmn;;. No room was left for doubt. Ile
abandoned his old life at once. Soon he felt in-
ward movings to preach the gospel, and began to
study llu-c)lcw\ He was a hard student, if not an
apt one, and Succeeded in passing the examinations
(which in those days were not very rigid), and in
due time was slandmrf as a watchman on the walls
of Zion. He was a ialthxul and useful minister of
Jesus Christ. There was no backward movement
in his religious life. He was faithful unto death,
taking the lmrdtat circuits uncomplainingly, always
?mmhlv self-denying, and cheerful, lnmg1 a work
for his Master ’\Ilth many a showier man might
covet in the day when He will reckon with [lm
servants. He traveled and preached many years,
a true soldier of Jesus Christ. He died in great
peace, and is buried among the hills of bouthem
Oregon

An episode connected with this camp meeting
was a visit to the Big Tree Grove of Calaveras.
Every reader is leﬂ iar with descriptions of this
wonderful forest, but no description can give an
adequate impre ession of its solemn grandeur and
beauty. The ride from Murphy’s Cqmp in the
early morning; the windings of the road among
the colossal and shapely pines; the burst of wonder
and delight of some of our pdl"t\", and the silent,
yet pmhapb deeper, tmm ment of others as we
rode into the midst of the Titanic grove—all this
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made an experience which cannot be transferred
to the printed page. The remark of the thought-
ful woman who walked by my side expressed the
sentiment that was uppcmmfst in my own con-
sciousness as I contemplated these wonders of the
;‘\Inl]igl:l}f's handiwork: ‘¢ God has created one
spot where he wi// be worshiped, and it is this! *’

THE TRAGEDY AT ALGERINE.

OW Algerine Camp got its name I cannot
tell. It was named before my day in
California. The miners called it simply
‘“Algerine,” for short. They had a pe-
culiar way of abbreviating all proper

names. San Francisco was ¢ Frisco,”” Chinese
Camp was *“ Chinee,”” and Jamestown was ¢ Jim-
town.”” So Algerine was as many syllables as
could be spared for this camp, whose fame still
lingers as one of the richest, rowdiest, bloodiest
camps of the Southern mines. Situated some
seven or eight miles from Sonora, if in the early
days it did not rival that lively city in size, it sur-
passed it in the recklessness with which its deni-
zens gave themselves up to drinking, fighting,
gambling, and general licentiousness. The name
suited the place, whatever may have been its ety-
mology. It was at the height of its glory for rich
diggings and bad behavior in 1851. Lucky strikes
and wild doings were the order of the day. A
tragedy at Algerine ceased to excite more than a
feeble interest—tragedies there had become com-
monplace. The pistol was the favorite weapon
with the Algerines, but the monotony of shooting
was now and then broken by a stabbing affair, of
which a Mexican or native Californian was usually
the hero. It was a disputed point whether the re-
volver or the dirk was the safer and more effect-
ive weapon in a free fight. Strong arguments
were used on both sides of this interesting ques-
(95)
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tion, and popular opinion in the camp vacillated,
aLm(r direction according to the result of the last
uu,ounte:‘.

With all its wickedness, Algerine had a public
opinion and moral code of its own. The one sin
that had no forgiveness was stealing. The remain-
ing nine of the Ten Commandments nobody
seemed to remember, but a stand was taken upon
the eighth. Men that swore, ignored the Sabbath,
Urlmblul got drunk, and were ready to use the
p];tu] or knllw on the slightest pretext, would flame
with virtuous rage, and Clamor for capital punish-
ment, if a siuice were robbed, or the least article
of any sort stolen. A thief was more completely
outlawed than a murderer. The peculiar condi-
tions existing, and the genius of the country, com-
bined to de wlnp this anomalous public sentiment,
which will be illustrated by an incident that oc-
curred in t}}c year above referred to.

About nine o’clock one morning a me ssenger
was seen riding at full speed thmuwh the main
street of Sonora, his horse panting and white with
foam. He made his way to the sheriff’s office,
and, on the appearance of one of the deputies,
cried—well, I won’t give his exact words, for they
are not quotable; but the substance of his message
was that a robbery had been committed at L\lgc
rine, that a mob had collected, and that one of the
supposed robbers was in their hands.

¢« Hurry up, Captain, or you’ll be too late to do
any good—the camp is just boiling !

C;;pi. Stuart, the deputy sheriff, was soon in the
saddle, and on the way to \i“c:mc Stuart was a
soldierly-looking man, over six feet high, square-
shouldered, hmwn\' and with a dash of grace-
fulness in his bearing. He had fought in the war
with Mexico, was ]\no\\ n to be as bmv as a lion,
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and was a general favorite. On a wider field he
has since achieved a wider fame.

¢¢ There they are, Captain,” said the messenger,
pointing to the hill overlooking the camp from the
north.

“My God! it’s only a boy !’ exclaimed Stuart,
as his eye took in the scene.

Stripped of all but his shirt and white pants,
bareheaded and barefooted, with a rope around
his neck, the other end of which was held by a
big, brutal-looking fellow in a blue flannel shirt,
stood the victim of mob fut' 7. He could scarcely
be more than eighteen \e‘ua old. His boyish face
was pale as death, and was turned with a pleading
look toward the huge fellow who held th rope,
and who seemed to be the leader of the mob. He
had begged hard for his life, and many hearts had
been touched with pity.

¢ It’s a shame, boys, to hang a child like that,”’
said one, with a x!mLmu voice.

Tt would be an eternal disgrace to the camp to
allow it,”” said another

Immediately surrounding the prisoner there was
a growing party anxious to save him, whose inter-
cessions had made quite a delay already. Butthe
mob was bloodthirsty, and loud in its clamor for
thL hanging to go on.

«Up \\1111 Imn > <« What are you waiting for? ”’
¢ Lift him, Bill! *’ and similar demands were made
by a hundred voices at once.

In the midst of this contention, Stuart, having
dismounted, pushed his way by main strength
through the crowd. and reached the side of the
prisoner, whose face brightened with hope as the
tall form of the officer of the law towered above
him._

The appearance of the officer seemed to excite

7
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the mob, and a rush was made for the prisoner,
amid a storm of oaths and yells. Stuart’s eye
kindled as he cried: ¢ Keep back, you hounds!
1’11 blow out the brains of the first man that touches
this boy!

The front rank of the mob paused, keeping in

check the yelling crowd behind them. The big
jclluw lmhlmw the rope kept his eye on \m(m
and seemed lua the moment ready to surrender
the honors of leadership to anybody who was cov-
etous of the same. The cow Lmil\ brute quailed
before a brave man’s glance. He still held the
rope, but kept his face averted from his intended
victim.

Stuart, taking advantage of the momentary si-
lence, made an earnest appeal to the mob. Point-
ing to the pale and trembling boy, he reminded
them that he was only a youth, the mere tool and
victim of the older criminals who had made their
escape. To hang him would be simply murder,
and every one \\]m might have a hand in it would
be haunted by the crime through life. ¢ Men,
you are mad when you ft: xlk of hanging a mere boy
like that. Are x(m savages? Where is your man-
hood? Instead « unn‘dum;_{ him, it would be
better to send h!m back to his poor old mother and
sisters in the States.”’

The central group, at this point, presented
striking picture. The poor boy standing bare-
headed in the sun, looking, in his white garments,
as if he were already shrouded, gazing wistfully
around; Stuart holding the crowd at b: ay, st Andm(r
like a rock, his tall form erect, his face ﬂmhvd
and his eye flashing; the burly leader of the mnb,
rope in h and, his coarse features c\pru«mw min-
gled fear and ferocity; the faces of the rabbl
some touched with com pmwm others turned upnm
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the prisoner threate ningly. while the great mass of
them wore only that look of tll(mUhtlms animal
excitement which makes a mob at once so danger-
ous and so contemptible a thing—all made a scene
for an artist.

Again cries of ¢ Up with him!** <« Hang him!”>
«“No more palaver!’” were raised on the outer
ranks of the mob, (mn_l another rush was made
toward the prisoner. Stuart’s voice and eye again
arrested the movement.  He appealed to their
manhood and mercy in the most persuasive and
impassioned manner, and it was evident that his
appeals were not without effect on some of the
men nearest to him. Seeing this, several of the
more determined ruffians, with oaths and cries of
fury, suddenly rushed forward with such impetu-
osity that Stuart was borne backward by their
\\mwht the rope was grasped by several hands at
once, and the prisoner was jerked with such vio-
lence as to pull him off his feet.

At this moment the sound of horse’s hoofs was
heard, and in another instant the reckless dare-
devil, Billy Worth, mounted on a powerful bay,
pistol in hand, had opened a lane through the
crowd, and quick as thought he cut the rope that
bound the prisoner, and, with the assistance of two
or three friendly hands, lifted him into the saddle
before him, and galloped off in the direction of
Sonora. The mob was paralyzed by the audacity
of this proceeding, and attempted no immediate
pursuit. The fact is, Worth’s reputation as a des-
perate fishter and sure shot was such that none of
them had any special desire to get within range of
his revolver. If his virtues had equaled his cour-
age, Billy Worth’s name would have lwen one of
the brightest on the roll of California’s heroes.
At this time he was an affaché of the sheriff’s
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office, and was always ready for such desperate
service. [He never paused until he had his pris-
oner safely locked in jail at Sonora.

The mob dispersed slowly and sullenly, and,
the sequel proved, still bent on mischief.

The 11@\1 morning the early risers in Sonora
were thrilled with horror to find the poor boy
hanging by the neck from a branch of an oak on
the hillside above the City Hotel. The Algerine
mob had reorganized, marched into town at dead
of night, n\crpf_muu,(l the jailer, t taken out their
victim, and hung him. By sunrise thousands,
drawn by the fascination of horror, had gathered
to the spot. And now that the poor lad was hang-
ing there dead, there was only pity felt for his
fate, and detestation of the crime committed by
his cruel murderers. The body was cut down and
tenderly buried, women’s hands placing flowers
upon his coflin, and women’s tears falling upon
the cold face.

A singular fact must be added to this narrative.
The tree on which the boy was hanged was a
healthy, vigorous young oak, in full leaf. In a
Sew ci;rv s every /ff?f %ad withered! This state-
ment is made on the testimony of respectable liv-
ing witnesses, whose reputation for veracity is un-
qumnmmd The next year the tree put forth its
buds and leaves as usual. This fact is left to the
incredulity, superstition, or scientific inquiry of the
reader. The tree may be still standing, as a me-
mento of a horrible crime.

THE BLUE LAKES.

T is not strange that the Indians think the Blue
Lakes are haunted, and that even the white
man’s superstition is not proof against the
weird and solemn influence that broods over
this spot of almost unearthly beauty.- They

are about ten miles from [_4‘11\\_,13(11' the beautiful
county seat of Lake County, which nestles among
the oaks on the margin of Clear Lake, a body of
water about thirty miles long and eight miles w ide,

surrounded by scenery so lovely as to make the

visitor forget for the time that there is any ugliness
in the world. The first sight of Clear L(lkc from
the highest point of the mcat range of hil Is shut-
ting it in on the south, \\11! never be forgotten by
any one w ho has a soul. After winding c<1rm ly up,
up, up the mountain road, a Rh(up turn is made,
and you are on the summit. The driver stops his
panting team, you spring out of the ¢ thorough-
brace,”’ and look and look. Immediately below
you is a sea of hills, stretching away to where they
break against the lofty rampart of the coast range
on your lvil. and in front sinking gradually down
into the valley below. The lake lies be neath you,
flashing like a mirror in the \unh-'ht its northern
shore Ilmakul by rugged brown acclivities, the
neater side dmle d \\'nh towns, villages, and farms,
while ¢ Uncle Sam,”” the monarch peak of all the
region, lifts his awful head into the clouds, the
alwnk}lsm waters kissing his feet. I once saw
¢ Uncle Sam’ ftr: m~hnmml It was a day of
storm. The wind howled among the gorges of the




