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loves him still, loves him more than the mother
that bore him. I would tell him that all the wrongs
and follies of his past life may from this hour be
turned into so much capital of a warning expe-
rience. and that a million of years from to- d(l\ he
may be a child of the Hc(nua]x Father, and an
heir of glory, having the freedom of the heavens
and the hlu«edncw of t‘\'Lrl'lk‘Lmn life. O broth-
ers, God does love you! \nthmn can ruin you
but your own despair. No man has any right to
dcsplm' who has clmmu before him. Eter nity !
Long, long eternity ! Blessed, blessed ctum‘q.
That is \nm-,)rtll of it. It may be a happy eter-
nity for “each one of you. From this moment you
may begin a better fife. There is hope for you,
and mercy and love and heaven. Thisis the mes-
sage I bring you warm from a brother’s heart, and
warm from “the heart of Jesus, whose lifeb lood was
poured out for you and me. His loving hand
opened the gate of mercy and hope to every man.
The proof is that he die .d for us. O Son of God,
take us to thy pitying arms, and Lift us up into the
light that never, never grows dim—into the love
mt fills heaven and eternity!

As the speaker sunk into his seat there was a
silence that was almost painful for a few moments.
Then the pent-up e motion of the men broke forth
in sobs that khunk their strong frames. Dr. Lucky,

the prisoner’s friend, made a brief, tearful prayer,
and then the huwd]ctmn was said, and the service
was at an end. The men sat still in their seats.
As we filed out of the chapel, many hands were
C\tvnded to grasp mine, holding it with a clinging
pressure. 1 pm*ed out, bearing with me the im-
ple“mn of an hour I can never forget: and the
images of those thousand faces are still painted in

memory.

TOD ROBINSON.

HE image of this man of many moods and
brilliant genius that rises most distinctly to
my mind is that connected with a little
prayer meeting in the Minna Street Church,
San Francisco, one Thursday night. His

thin, silver locks, his dark, flashing eye, 111‘:; orace-
ful pose, and his musical voice are bcforté me.
His words I have not forgotten, but their electric
effect must forever be lost to all except the few
who heard them: ““I have been tdllﬂtt’d with the
reproach that it was only after I was a broken and
disappointed man in my worldly hopes and d::pll"l-
tions that I turned to 1{_.11;:10[1. "The taunt is just’

—here he bowed his head, and paused with deep
emotion—*¢ the taunt is just. I bow my head in
shame, and take the blow. My earthly hopes
have faded and fallen one after another. The
prizes that dazzled my imagination have eluded
my grasp. [ am a broken, gray-haired man, and
I hnnn to my God only th remnant of a life.
But, brethre sn, it is this very thought that fills
me with joy and gratitude at this moment— the
thonght that when all else fails God takes us up.
Just when we need him most, and most feel our
need of him, he lifts us up out of the depths where
we have groveled, and presses us to his fatherly
heart. This is the glory of Christianity. The
_\\-m'ld turns from us when we fail and fall; then it
is that the Lord draws nigher. Such a religion
must be from God, for its principles are godllke

It does not require much skill or power to steer a

42 (177




;8 CALIFORNIA SKETCHES.

ship into port when her timbers are sound, her
masts all rigged, and her crew at their posts; but

the pilot that can take an old hulk, rocking on the
stormy waves, with its masts torn aw ay, its 11crnmn
gone, its planks loose and leaking, and bmm it
safe to harbor—that is the pilot for me. lhelhr(,n,
I am that hulk, and ]em% is that Pilot!”’

¢« Glory be to Jesus!” exclaimed Father New-
man, as the speaker, with swimming eyes, radiant
face, and heaving chest, sunk into his seat. I
never heard An\thm(r finer from mortal lips, but it
seems cold to me as I read it here. Oratory can-
not be put on paper.

He was pru‘( nt once at a camp meeting at the
famous Tollgate Camp Ground, in Santa Clara
Valley, near 1}'1!., city of San Imc. It was Sabbath
morning, just such a one as seldom dawns on this
earth. The brethren and sisters were gathered
around ¢ the stand’’ under the live oaks for
a apLa.Lmtr meeting. The morning glory was on
the summits of tlu, Santa Cruz \Ioumdnh. that
sloped down to the sacred spot, the lovely valley
smiled under a sapphire sky, the birds hopped
from twig to twig of the overhanging branches that
scarcely quivered in the still air, and seemed to
peer mqlmmg_,l\' into the faces of the assembled
worshipers. The bugle voice of Bailey led in a
holy song, and Simmons led in pr ayer that touched
the'ctm‘rml throne. One after another, gray-haired
men and saintly women told when and how they
began the new life far away on the old hills the \'
would never see again, and how they had been led
and comforted in their pilgrimage. Young disci-
ples, in the flush of their first love, and the mptuu,
of newborn hope, were borne out on a tide of re-
sistless feeling into that ocean whose waters encir-
cle the universe. The radiance from the heavenly
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hills was reflected l'rom the consecrated encamp-
ment, and the angels of God hovered over the spot.
_]m se Robinson rose to his fe et, and stepped
into the altar, the sunlight at that moment fall-
ing upon his face. L\m} voice was hushed, as,
with the orator’s indefinable magnetism, he drew
every eye upon Enm The pause was t thrilling. At
hn;_{t} he spoke: ¢ This i1s a mount of tmmf 1gU-
ration. The tr.m\hxrumtzon is on hill and valiu.
on tree and shrub, on grass and flower, on earth
and sky. It is on your faces that shine like the
face of Moses when he came down from the awful
mount where he met Jehovah face to face. The
same light is on your faces, for here is God’s she-
kinah. ’1 his is the gate of heaven. I see its shin-
ing hosts, I hear the melody of its songs. The
angels of God encamped with us last mtfht and
they linger with us this morning. Tarry \\ﬂh us,
ye sinless ones, for this is heaven on earth!

He paused, with extended arm, gazing upward
entranced. The scene that followed beggars de-
scription. By a simultancous impulse all rose to
their feet and pressed toward the speaker with
awe-struck faces, and when Grandmother Rucker,
the matriarch of the valley, with luminous face and
uplifted eyes, broke into a shout, it swelled into a
melodious hurricane that shook the very hills. He
ought to have been a preacher. So he said to me
once: <1 felt the impulse and heard the call in
my early manhood. I conferred with flesh and
blood, and was disobedient to the heav enly vision.
I have had some little success at the bar, on the
hustings, and in legislative halls, but how paltry
has it been in comparison with the true life and
high career that might have been mine! ™’

He was from the hill country of North Carolina,
and its flavor clung to him to the last. He had his
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gloomy moods, but his heart was fresh as a Blue
Rnlm, breeze in May, and his wit bubbled forth
like a mountain spring. There was no bitterness
in his satire. The very victim of his thrust enjoyed
the keenness of the stroke, for there was no poison
in the weapon. At times he seemed inspired, and
you thrilled, melted, and soared under the touches
of this Western Coleridge. He came to my room
at the Golden Eagle, in Sacramento City, one
night, and left at two o *clock in the morning. IHe
W .ﬂked the floor and talked, and it was the grand-
est monologue I ever listened to. One part of it I

could not forget. It was with reference to preach-
ers who turn aside from their holy calling to en-
gage in secular puiaml\- or in p()hm..a. It is
turning away from angels’ food to feed on gar-
bage. Think of \pvndmw a whole life in contem-
pld[].l” the grandest things and working for the
most f'lOIlOlh ends, instructing the ignorant, con-
solmtr the sorrowing, winning the wayward back
to dui\ and to peace, pointing the dying to Him
who is the L ight and the Life of men, ammd{mu’ the
living to %nk from the highest motives a holy life
and a sublime destiny! O it is a life that mwht
draw an angel from the skies! If thereisa bpeuul
hell for fools. it should be kept for the man who
turns aside from a life like this to trade or dig the
earth or wrangle in a court of law or scramble for
an office.””

He looked at me as he spoke, with flashing eyes
and curled lip. :

<« That is all true and very fine, Judge, but it
sounds just a little peculiar as coming from you.

¢« ] am the very man to say it, for I am the man
who bitterly sees its truth. Do not make the mis-
step that I did. A man might well be willing to live
on bread and water, and walk the world afoet, for
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the pn\ ilege of giving all his thoughts to the
grandest t hum‘ - Aml dH his service to lh highest
uhn cts. As a lawyer, my life has been \pem ina
pmlnnuvd quarrel about money, land, houses, cat-
tle, thxumg. slandering, mm{iumm and other vil-
lainy. The little pmnlm of politics that have
"Y\L'l'l \(111\1\ to my career have Ul‘ll\, shown me
the baseness of human nature and the pettiness of
human ambition. There are men who will fill
these places and do this work, and who want and
will choose nothing better. Let them have all the
good they can get out of such things. But the
minister of the gospel who comes down from the
height of his high calling to engage in this scram-
ble. {hws that \\}mh makes devils Lmni and angels
weep.”” ‘This was the substance of Swhat he said
on this point. I have never forgotten it. I am
glad he came to my room that night. What else
he <aid 1 cannot write, but the remembrance of it
is like to that of a melody that lingers in my soul
\*\"wu the music has ceased.

¢ | thank you for your sermon to-c lay; you never
thl a ~mulc lie.>> This was his remark at the
close of a service in Minna Street one Sunday.

¢« What is the meaning of that remark? ’’

¢ That the exaggerations of the mlplt repel
ihous_\mds from the truth. Moderation of state-
ment is a rare excellence. A deep spiritual insight
enables a religious teacher to shade his meanings
where it is required. l)up piety is (fcnnh for the
pulpit. Mediocrity in native endm‘.nn‘ms. con-
joined with spiritual stolidity in the pu Ipit, does
more harm than all the open apostles of infidelity
combined. They take the divinity out of religion
and kill the faith of those who hear them. \one
but inspired men should stand in the pulpit. Re-
ligion is not in the intellect merely. The world
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by wisdom cannot know God. The attempt to find
out God by the intellect has always been, and
always must be, the completest of failures. Re-
ligion is the sphere of the supernatural, and stands
not in the wisdom of men, but in the power of
God. It has often happened that men of the first
order of talent and the highest culture have been
converted by the preaching of men of weak intel-
lect and limited education, but who were dire ctly
taught of God, and had drunk d leep from the fount
of livi ing truth in personal experience of the blessed
power of Christian faith. It was through the intel-
lect that the devil seduced the first pair. When we
rest in the intellect only, we miss God. With the
heart only can man believe unto righteousness.
The evidence that satisfies is based on conscious-
ness. Consciousness is the satisfying demonstra-
tion. ‘Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither
have entered into the heart of man, the things
which God hath prepared for them that love hlm
But God hath revealed them unto us by his Spirit.’
They can be revealed in no other way.”’

Here was the secret he had learned, and that
had brought a new joy and glory into his life as it
neared thc sunset. The great ch: inge dated from
a dark and rainy night as “he walked home in Sac-
ramento City. Not more tangible to Saul of Tar-
sus was the vision, or more distinctly audible the
voice that spoke to him on the way to Damascus,
than was the revelation of Jesus Christ to this law-
yer of penetrating intellect, large and varied read-
ing, and sharp percaption of human folly and
weakness. It was a case of conversion in the
fullest and divinest sense. He never fell from the
wonder world of grace to which he had been lifted.
His youth bu,med to be renewed, and his life had
1ebloom::d, and its winter was turned into spring,
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under the touch of Him who maketh all things
new. He was a new man, and he lived in a new
world. He never failed to attend the class meet-
ings, and in'his talks there the flashes of his genius
set religious truths in new lights, and the hltk band
of \Icthodl\t\ were treated to bursts of fervid elo-
quence, such as might kindle the listening thou-
sands of md]o;mhtdn churches into (uimndtmn or
melt them into tears. On such occasions I could
not help regretting anew that the world had lost
what this man mlwht have wrought had his path in
life taken a dlllemm direction at the start. He
died suddenly, and when in the city of Los Ange-
les I read the telegram announcing his dmlth I
felt, mingled with the pain at the loss of a t.t 1enf1,
exultation that before there was any reaction 1n
his religious life his mighty soul had found a con-
genial home amid the supe srnal glories and sublime
joys of the world of spirits. "The moral of this
man’s life will be seen by him for whom this im-
perfect sketch has been penciled.




JACK WHITE.

HE only thing white about him was his
name. He was a Piute Indian, and Piutes
arc neither white nor pretty. There is
only one being in human shdpu uglier than
a Piute ¢ buc L, and that is a Piute squaw.

One I saw at the Sink of the Humboldt haunts me
yet. Her hideous face, begrimed with dirt and
smeared with yellow paint, bleared and leering
eyes, and horrid long, flapping breasts—ugh! it
was a sight to make one feel sick. A degraded
woman is the saddest spectacle on earth. Shakes-
peare knew what he was doing when he made the
witches in Macbeth of the feminine gender. But
as you look at them you almost forget that these
Piute hags are women. They seem a cross between
brute (md devil: The unity of the human race is
a fact which I accept; but some of our brothers
and sisters are far gone from original loveliness.
If Eve could see these Piute women, she would
not be in a hurry to claim them as her daughters;
and Adam would feel like disowning some of his
sons. As it appears to me, however, these repul-
sive savages furnish an argument in support of two
fundamental facts of Christianity. One fact is,
God did indeed make of one blood all the nations
of the earth: the other is the fact of the fall and
depravity of the human race. This unspeakable
ugliness of these Indians is owing to their evil liv-
ing. Dirty as they are, the lztl]c Indian children
are not at all repulsive in expression. A boy of
ten years, who stood half naked, shivering in the
(184)
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wind, with his bow and arrows, had well-shaped
features and a pleasant expression of countenance,
with just a little of the look of animal cunning that
belongs to all s vild tribes. The ugliness grows on
these [ndmnx fearfully fast when it sets in. The
brutalities of the lives they lead stamp themselves
on their faces: and no other animal on earth
equals in ugliness the animal called man, when he
15 m)thmw hut an animal.

There was a mystery about Jack W hite’s early
life. ]In was born in the sage brush desert bey ond
the Sierras, and, like all Indian babies, doubtless
had a hard time at the outset. A Christian’s pig
or puppy is as well cared for as a Piute papoose.
Jack was found in a deserted Indian camp in the
mountains. He had been left to die, and was
taken charge of by the kind- wdrlul_]o 1in M. White,
who was then d1=gmg for gold in the northern
mines. He and his good Christian wife had mercy
on the little Indian boy that looked up at them so
pitifully with his \\omlumn black eyes. At first
he had the frightened (md bewildered look of a
captured wild creature, but he soon began to be
more at ease. He acquired the English l.moud«m
slowly, and never did lose the pmulhn accent of
his tribe. The miners called him Jack White, not
knowing any other name for him.

Moving to the beautiful San Ramon Valley, not
far from the DBay of San Francisco, the Whites
took Jack with them. They taught him the lead-
ing doctrines and facts of the H}blg, and made him
useful in domestic service. [IHe grew and thrived.
Broad-shouldered, muscular, ‘md straight as an
arrow, Jack was admired for his :uuwih and agil-
ity by the white boys with whom he was hmuwft
into contact. [‘hnunh not qu(llivl\omt , he had a
steady courage that, backed by his great strength,
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inspired respect and insured good treatment irom
them. Growing up amid these influences, his
features were aultu]ud into a civilized L\p]u«mu.
and his tawny face was not unpleasing. The
heavy under jaw and square forehead u,m e him an
dppcammc of hardness which was greatly relieved
by the honest look out of his eyes, and the smile
which now and then would slowly creep Over his
face, like the movement of the shadow of a thin
cloud on a calm day in summer. An Indian smiles
deliberately and in a dignified way —at least Jack
did.

I first knew Jack at Santa Rosa, of which beau-
tiful town his patron, Mr. Waite, was then the
marshal. Jack came to my Sunday school, and
was taken into a class of about tw enty boys taught
by myself. They were the noisy element of the
sLhUol l.mt-m‘l ilmn ten to fifteen years of age —
too sz(- to khm\ the docility of the little hd~ but
not old encugh to have attained the self-command
and self-respect that come later in life. Though
he was much older than any of them, and heavier
than his teacher, this class suited Jack. Thew hite
boys all liked him, and he liked me. We had
gl‘cmd times with that class. The only way to
keep them in order was to keep them very hm\
The plan of having them answer in concert was
adopted with decided results. It kept them awake

dlld the whole school with them, for California
boys have strong lungs. Twenty boys speaking
all at once, with eager exulemvnt and flashing
eyes, w 2ked the drowsiest drone in the room. ;\.
(rentle hint was given now and then to take a little
Tower key. In these lessons Jack's deep guttural
tones came in with marked effect, and it was de-
lichtful to see how he enjoyed it all. And the
singing made his swarthy features glow with pleas-
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ure, though he rarely joined in it, having some
misgiving as to the mdod\ of his voice.

The truths of the “r)bpnl took strong hold of
Jack’s mind, and his inquiries indicated a deep in-
terest in the matter of religion. I was therefore
not surprised when, dulmg1 a piotltu,l-ud m-;-t*lmo
in the town, Jack became one of the converts: but
there was surprise and delight among the brethren
at the class meeting when Jack rose in his place
and told what great things the Lord had done for
him, dwelling with '\pcu‘ll emphasis on the words,
‘“ 1 am happy, because I know Jesus takes my sins
away—I know he m]\c\ my sins away. His voice
melied into softness, and a tear trickled down his
cheek as he spoke; and when Dan Duncan, the
leader, crossed over the room and grasped his
hand in a burst of joy, there was a glad chorus of
rejoicing Methodists over Jack W ]mc,, the Piute
convert.

Jack never missed a service at the church, and
in the social meetings he never failed to tell the
story of his ne .whorn joy and hope, and always
with thrilling effect, as he repeated with nunblmu
voice, ¢ I am happy, because I know Jesus takes
my sins away.”” Sin was a reality with Jack, and
the pardon of sin the most w onderful of all facts.
He never tired of telling it; it opened a new w orld
to him, a world of lwht and joy. Jack White in
the class meeting or prayer meeting, with beaming
face and moistened eyes and softened voice, tellZ
ing of the love of Jesus, seemed almost of a differ-
ent race from the wretched Piutes of the Sierras
and sage br ash.

Jack’s baptism was a great e\ ent. It was by im-
mersion, the first lmptwn of the kind I ever per-
formed, and almost the last. Jack had been
talked to on the subject by some zealous brethren
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of another “pcrsuasion,‘ ’ who magnified that mode ;
and though he was willing to do as [ advised in the
matter, he was evidently a little inclined to the
more spectacular way ot receiving the ordinance.
Mrs. White suggested that it might save future
trouble and ¢ spike a gun.” So Jack, with four
others, was taken down to Santa Rosa Creek, that
went rippling and sparkling along the southern
edge of the town, and duly baptized in the name
of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy
Ghost. A great crowd covered the bridge just
helow. and the banks of the stream; and when
Wesley Mock, the Asaph of Santa Rosa Metho-
dism, struck up

O happy day that fixed my choice

On thee, my Saviour and my God,
and the chorus,

Happy day, happy day, when Jesus washed my sins away,

was swelled by hundreds of voices, it was a glad
moment for Jack White and all of us. Reli-
siously, it was a warm time; but the water was
very cold, it being one of the chilliest days I ever
felt in that genial climate.

<« You were rather awkward, Brother Fitzger-
ald, in immersing those persons,’” said my stalwart
friend, Elder John McCorkle, of the ¢¢ Christian >’
(or Campbellite) Church, who had critically, but
not unkindly, watched the proceedings from the
bridge. ‘¢ If you will send for me the next time,
I will do it for you,”” he added pleasantly.

I fear it was awkwardly done, for the water was
very cold, and a shivering man cannot be very
graceful in his movements. [ would have done
better in a baptistery, with warm water and a rub-
ber suit. But of all the persons I have welcomed
into the Church during my ministry, the reception
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of no one has given me more joy than that of Jack
White, the Piute Indian.

Jack’s heart yearned ior his own people. He
wanted to tell them of Jesus, who could take away
their sins; and perhaps his Indian instinct made
him long for the freedom of the hills.

T am going to my people,”” he said to me; |
want to tell them of Jesus. Will you pray for
me?’’ he added, with a quiver in his voice and a
heaving chest.

He went away, and I have never seen him since.
Where he is now, 1 know not. [ trust I may meet
him on Mount Sion, with the harpers harping with
their harps, and singing, as it were, a new song
before the throne.

Postseript.—Since this sketch was penciled, the
Rev. C. Y. Rankin, in a note dated Santa Rosa,
California, August 3, 1880, says: Mrs. White
asked me to send you word of the peaceful death
of Jack White (Indian). He died trusting in
Jesus.”




