OLD MAN LOWRY.

HAD marked his expressive physiognomy

among my hearers in the little church in So-

nora tor some weeks before he made himself

known to me. As I learned afterwards, he

was weighing the young preacher in his crit-
ical hlhlmu 1[:3 had a ‘\1]1{_\\(1 Scotch face, in
which there was a mingling of keenness, bt'mrfmt\'
and humor. His age mwht be sixty, or it mwhl
be more. He was an old bachelor, and \\1dL
guesses are sometimes made as to the ages of that
L,la s of men. They may notlive longer than mar-
ried men, but they do not show the effects of life’s
wear and tear so early. IHe came to see us one
evening. He fell in love with the mistress of the
parsonage, just as he ought to have done, and we
were charmed with the quaint old bachelor. There
was a piquancy, a sharp flavor, in his talk that was
delightful. His aphorisms often crystallized a neg-
lected truth in a form all his own. He was an
original character. There was nothing common-
plaw about him. He had his own way of saying
and doing everything.

Souet\ in the mines was limited in that day,
and we felt that we had found a real treasure in
this old man of unique mold. His visits were re-
freshing to us, and his plain-spoken criticisms were
helpful to me.

He had left the Church because he did not
agree with the preachers on some points of
Lhrlstmn ethics, and because they used tobacco.
But he was unhappy on the outside: and, finding
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that my views and habits did not happen to cross
his pe culiar notions, he came back. His religious
experience was out of the common order. lncd
a Calvinist, of the good old Scotch-Presbyterian
type, he had swung away from that faith, and was
in danger of rushing into Universalism or infi-
delity. That once famous and much-read little
book, ‘¢ ]Jol m Nelson’s Journal,”” fell into his
hands, and cl 1anged his whole life. It led him to
Christ Lm(l to 1}10 Methodists. IHe was a true
spiritual child of the unflinching Yorkshire stone-
cutter. Like him, he despised halfway measures;
and like him, he was aggressive in thought dll(l
action. What he liked he loved; what he (11\111\6(1
he hated. Calvinism he abhorred, and he let no
occasion pass for pouring into it hot shot of his
scorn and wrath. One night I preached from the
text: ** Should it be (u.t,oulmg to thy mind?”’

¢« The first part of your sermon,’” he said to me
as we passed out of the church, ¢ distressed me
greatly. For a full half hour you preached
xmnuht out Calvinism, and I ummvht you had
ruined everything:; but you had left a little ship-
gap, and crawled out at the last.”’

His ideal of a minister of the gospel was Dr.
Keener, whom he knew at New Orleans before
coming to California. He was lht‘ first man 1
ever heard mention Dr. Keener's name for the
episcopacy. There was much in common be-
tween them. If my eccentric California bachelor
friend did not have as strong and cool a head, he
had as brave and true a heart as the incisive and
chivalrous Louisiana preacher, upon whose head
the miter was placed by the suffrage of his breth-
ren at Memphis in 1870. He became very active
as a2 worker in the Church. I made him class
leader, and there have been few in that office who
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brought to its s wcred duties as much spiritual in-
%10}11. candor, and tenderness. At times his words
ﬁd\hed like diamonds, showing what the Bible can
reveal to a solitary thmk;r who makes it his chief
study day and mnlxl When needful, he could
apply caustic that burned to the very core of an
error of opinion or of practice. He took a class
in the Sunday school; and his freshness, acute-
ness, humor, and deep knowledge of the Scrip-
tures made him far more than an mduml\ teacher.
A fine pocket Bible was offered as a prize to the
scholar who should, in three months, memaorize
the greatest number of Scripture verses. The
wisdom of such a contest is quvakimml)lw to me
now. but it was the fashion then, and I was too
young and self-distrustful to set myself against the
current in such matters. The contest was an ex-
citing one—two boys, Robert A and Jonathan
R——, and one girl, Annie P , leading all the
school. Jonathan suddenly fell behind, and was
soon distanced by his two competitors. Lowry,
who was his teacher. asked him what was the rea-
son of his sudden breakdown. The boy blushe d,
and stammered out: 1 didn’t want to beat An-
nie.”’

Robert won the prize, and the day came for its
presentation. The house was full, and everybody
was in a pleasant mood. Adter the prize had been
presented in due form and with a little flourish,
Lowry arose, and, producing a costly Bible, 11
few words telling hm\ m‘wn(nunmm]\ and gal-
lantly Jmmlh in had retired from the contest, pre-
sented it to thl pleased and blushing boy. The
boys and fru S d})[ldll(h(] California Ll‘«hlt)n. and
the old man’s face glowed with satisfaction. He
had in him (,LIII(:U\]\' mingled the elements of the
Puritan and the Cavali er—the uncompromising
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persistency of the one. and the chivalrous impulse
and open-handedness of the other.

The old man had too many crotchets and too
much combativeness to be pn]mln. He spared
no opinion or habit he did not like. He struck
every angle within reach of him. In the state of
mud\ then existing in the mines there were many
things to vex his soul and keep him on the war-
path. The miners looked ugmn him as a brave,
good man. just a little daft. He worked a mining
anm on Wood’s Creek, north of town, and llud
alone in a tiny cabin on the hill above. That was
the smallest of cabins, looking like a mere box
from the trail which wound Lhmu:rh the flat below.
Two little scrub oaks stood near it, under which
he sat and read his Bible in leisure moments.
There, above the world, he could commune with
his own heart and with God undisturbed, and look
down upon a race he h alf pnu :d and half despised.
From the spot the eye took in a vast sweep of hill
and dale: Bald Mountain, the most striking ob-
ject in the near background, and beyond its (Luk
rugged mass the snowy summits of the Sierras,
;mnn one above another, like gigantic st irsteps,

dm~f up to the throne of the Eternal. ’llns
lmu % l‘mluln suited [Jn\\'l\ s strangely compound-
ed nature. Asac V nic. he looked down with con-
tempt upon the petty life tlut seethed and frothed
in the camps below; as a saint, he looked forth
upon the wonders of God’s handiwork around
and above him. There was an intensity in all
that he did. i assing his mining claim on horse-
back one day, I paused to look at him in his work.
Clad in a blue flannel mining suit, he was digging
as for life. The cmbankment of red dirt and
oravel melted away rapidly before his vigorous
\lmke\. and he seemed to feel a sort of fierce de-
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light in his work. Pausing a moment, he looked
up and saw me. - .

¢« You dig as if you were in a hurry, I said.

¢« Yes, I have been digging here three years.
I have a notion that I have just so much of the
earth to turn over before I am turned under,”” he
replied with a sort of grim bmnm:.' : :

[Te was still there when we visited Sonora in
1857. He invited us out to dinner, and we went.
By skillful circling around the hill, we reached
the little cabin on the summit with horse apd
buggy. The old man had made preparations for
his expected guests. The floor ot the cabin had
been swept, and its scanty store of turniture put
to richts, and a dinner was cooking in and on the
little stove. His lady guest insisted on helping in
the prcpuraiir_m of the dinner, but was ulk;\\'ud to
do nothing further than to arrange the dishes on
the primitive table, which was set oul under one
of the little oaks in the yard. It was a miners
feast: can-fruits, can-vegetables, can-oysters, can-
pickles, CIII]-t‘\'t‘.I‘_\"t]liI];_{.Hk_‘ill'l_\', with tea distilled
from the Asiatic leaf by a recipe of his own. It
was a hot dav, and from the cloudless heavens _t!'n-:
sun flooded the earth with his glory, and the shim-
mer of the sunshine was in the still air. We tried
to be cheerful, but there was a pathos about the
affair that touched us. e felt it too. More than
once there was a tear in his eye. At parting, he
kissed little Paul, and gave us his hand in silcn_cc.
As we drove down the hill, he stood gazing after
us with a look fixed and sad. The picture 1S still
before me—the lonely old man standing sad and
silent. the little cabin, the rude dinner service un-
der the oak, and the overarching sky. That was
our last meeting; the next will be on the other
side.

THE CALIFORNIA POLITICIAN.

HE California politician of the early days
was plucky. He had to be so, for faint
heart won no votes in those rough times.
One of the Marshalls (Tom or Ned, 1
forget which ), at the beginning of a stump
speech one night in the mines, was interrupted by
a storm of hisses and execrations from a turbulent
crowd of fellows, many of whom were full of
whisky. He paused a moment, drew himself up
to his full height, coolly took a pistol from his
pocket, laid it on the stand before him, and said:
T have seen bigger crowds than this many a
time. I want it to be fully understood that I came
here to make a speech to-night, and I am going
to do it, or else there will be a funeral or two.”’
That touch took with that crowd. The one
thing they all believed in was courage. Marshall
made one of his grandest speeches, and at the
close the delighted miners bore him in triumph
from the rostrum. :
That was a curious exordium of ¢ Uncle Peter
Mehan,”” when he made his first stump speech at
Sonora: ¢ Fellow-citizens, / was born_an orphan
at a very early period of my life.”” He was a
candidate for supervisor, and the good-natured
miners elected him triumphantly. He made a
good supervisor, which is another proof that book
learning and elegant rhetoric are not essential
where there are integrity and native good sense.
Uncle Peter never stole anything, and he was
usually on the right side of all questions that
(255)
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claimed the attention of county fathers of Tuo-
lumne.

In the early days the Virginians, New Yorkers,
and Tennessceans led in politics. Trained to the
stump at home, the Virginians and Tennesseeans
were ready on all occasions to run a primary
meeting, a convention, Or a Canvass. There was
scarcely a mining camp in the State in which there
was not a leading local politician from onc or both
of these States. The New Yorker understood all
the inside management of party Urganizalion, and
was up to all the smart tactics developed in the
lively struggles of parties in the times when Whig-
gery and Democracy fiercely fought for rule in
the Empire State. Broderick wasa New Yorker,
trained by Tammany in its palmy days. He was
a chief, who rose from the ranks, and ruled by
force of will. Thick-set, strong-limbed, full-
chested, with immense driving power in his back-
head, he was an athlete whose stalwart physique
was of more value to him than the gift of elo-
quence, Or even the power of money. The sharp-
est lawyers and the richest money kings alike went
down before this uncultured and moneyless man,
who dominated the clans of San Francisco simply
by right of his manhood. He was not without a
sort of eloquence of his own. He spoke right to
the point, and his words fell like the thud of a
shillalah or rang like the clash of steel. He
dealt with the rough elements of politics in an
exciting and turbulent period of California poli-
tics. and was more of a border chief than an
[vanhoe in his modes of warfare. He reached
the United States Senate, and in his first speech in
that august body he honored his manhood by an
allusion to his father, a stone mason, whose hands,
said Broderick, had helped to erect the very walls
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of the chamber in which he spoke. When a man
gets as high as the United States Senate, there is
less tax upon his magnanimity in acknowledging
his humble origin than while he is lower down the
ladder. You seldom hear a man boast how low
he began until he is far up toward the summit of
his ambition. Ninety-nine out of every hundred
seli-made men are at first more or less sensitive
concerning their low birth: the hundredth man
who is not is 2 man indeed.

Broderick’s great rival was Gwin. The men
were antipodes in everything except that they be-
longed to the same party. " Gwin still li\‘ct:, the
most colossal figure in the history of California.
He looks the man he is. Of immense frame, rud-
dy complexion, deep-blue eyes that almost blaze
when he is excited, rugged yet expressive features,
a massive head crowned with a heavy suit of sil-
ver-white hair, he is marked by nature for lead:
ership. Common men seem dwarfed in his pres-
ence. After he had dropped out of California
politics for awhile. a Sacramento hotel keeper ex-
prc.\‘scd what' many felt during a legislative Session :
¢« [ find myself looking around for Gwin. [ miss
the chief.”’

My first acquaintance with Dr. Gwin began
with an incident that illustrates the man and the
times. It was in 1856. The Legislature was in
session at Sacramento, and a United States Sena-
tor was to be elected. I was making a tentative
movement toward starting a Southern Methodist
newspaper, and visited Sacramento on that busi-
ness. My friend Maj. P. L. Solomon was there,
and took a friendly interest in my enterprise.. FHe
proposed to introduce me to the leading men of
both parties, and I thankfully availed myself of
his courtesy. Among the first to whom he pre-

17
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sented me was a noted politician who, both betfore
and since, has unu\ ed a national notoriety, and
who still lives, and is as ;c(\d\ as ever to talk or
ficht. Ilis name I need not give. I presented to
lnm my mission, and he seemed 1 embarrassed.

¢ T am with you, of course. My mother was a
Methodist, and all my sSymp: ithies are with the
Methodist Church. I am a Southern man in all
my convictions and impulses, and I am a South-
ern Methodist in principle. But you see, sir, I
am a candidate for United States Senator, and
sectional feeling is likely to enter into the contest,
and if it were known that my name was on your
list of subscribers it might endanger my elec-
tion.”’

He squeezed my arm, told me he loved me and
my Church, said he would be happy to sece me
often, and so forth—but he did not give me his
name. I left him, saying in my heart: Here is
a politician.”

Going on together, in the corridor we met
Gwin. Solomon introduced me, and told him my
business.

¢« | am glad to know that you are going fo start
a Southern Methodist newspaper. No Church
can do without its organ. Put me down on your
list, and come with me, and I will make all these
fellows subscribe. There is not much religion
among them I fear, but we will make them take
the paper.’

This was said in a hearty and pleasant way, and
he took me from man to man, until I had got-
ten more than a dozen names, among them two or
three of his most active political opponents.

This incident exhibits the two types of the poli-
tician, and the two classes of men to be found in
all communitics—the one all blarney and self-
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ishness, the other with real manhood redeeming
poor human nature, and saving it from utter con-
tempt. The senatorial prize eluded the grasp ot
both aspirants, but the reader will not be at a loss
to guess whose side I was on. Dr. Gwin made a
friend that day, and never lost him. It was this
sort of fidelity to friends that, when fortune
frowned on the grand old Senator after the col-
lapse at Appomattox, rallied thousands of true
}uf:lt't'x. to his side, among whom were those who

had fought him in m: iy a fierce [‘J()li[]mll battle.
Broderick and Gwin were both, by a curious turn
of political fortune, elected by lnc‘_‘ same Lt'“l\l 1-
ture to the United States Senate. ]noduuk
sleeps in Lone Mountain, and Gwin still treads
the stage of his former glory, a living monument
of the days when California politics was half ro-
mance and half tragedy.* The friend and proféo#
of Gen. Andrew Jackson, a member of the first
Constitutional Convention of California, twice
United States Senator, a prominent figure in the
Civil War, the father of the great Pacific R.ul\\i\,
he is the front figure on ;}:e canvas of California
h!bt{]l_\.

Gwin was succeeded by McDougall. What a
man was he! His face was as classic as a Greek
statue. It spoke the student and the scholar in
every line. His hair was snow-white, his eyes
11Ltish-~rr'n'. and his form sinewy and elastic. He

ent from Illinois, with Baker and other men of
genius, and soon won a high place at the bar of
San Francisco. [ heard it said by an eminent
jurist that when MecDougall had put his whole
strength into the examination of a case his side of

*Senator Gwin has been dead many years, but was living
when the foregoing Sketch was written. The reader will p.‘ul'—
don the anachronism therein— THE AuUTHOR.
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it was exhausted. His reading was immense, his
learning solid. His election was doubtless a sur-
prise to himself, as well as to the California pub-
lic. The day before he left for Washington City,
I met him in the street, and as we parted 1 held
his hand a moment, and said: ‘¢ Your friends will
watch your career with hope and with fear.”

He knew what I meant, and said quickly: 1
understand you. You are afraid that I will yield
to my weakness for strong drink ; but you may be
sure that I will play the man, and C 1hm1ma shall
have no cause to blush on my account.

That was his fatal weakness. No one looking
upon his pale, scholarly face, and noting his fault-
lessly neat apparel, and e: 1Sy, nmwlul manners,
would have thought ot such a Hm]w Yet he was
a—I falter in writing it—a l.unk\nd. At times
he drank deeply and madly. When half intoxi-
cated he was almost as brilliant as Hamlet, and as
rollicking as Falstaff. It was said that even when
fully drunk his splendid intellect never entirely
gave way.

¢ McDougall commands as much attention in
the Senate when drunk as any other Senator does
when sober,”’” said a Congressman in Washington
in 1866. It is said that his great speech on the
question of ‘¢ Confiscation,”” at the beginning of
the war, was delivered when he was in a state of
semiintoxication. Be that as it may, it exhausted
the whole guestion, and settled the policy of the
government.

I never saw him again. For the first few
months he wrote me often, and then his letters
came af longer intervals, and then they ceased.
And then the newspapers disclosed the shameful
secret—California’s brilliant Senator was a drunk-
ard. The temptations of the capital were too
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strong for him. He went down into the black
waters a complete wreck. He returned to the old
home of his boyhood in New ]t‘rau to die. 1
learned that he was lucid and pe mh nt at the last.
They brought his body back to San Francisco to
be buried, (md when at his funeral the words ¢ I
know that my Redeemer liveth,”” in clear soprano,
rang through the vaulted cathedral like a peal of
triumph, I indulged the hope that the spirit of my
gifted and fated friend had, through the mercy of
the Friend of sinners, gone from his boyhood hills
up to the hills of God.

The ty pl(‘ét] California politician was Coffroth.
The bo\s fondly called him ¢¢ Jim >* Coftroth.
There is no surer sign of Impulnlt\ than a popu-
lar abbreviation of lhlq sort, unless it is a pet nick-
name. Coffroth was from Pennsylvania, where
he had gained an inkling of politics and general
literature. He gravitated into California politics
bv the law of his nature. He was born for this,
having what a friend calls the gift of popularity.
His presence was magnetic: his laue gh was conta-
gious; his enthusiasm was irresistible. No one ever
thought of taking offense at Jim Coffroth. He
could change his politics with impunity, without
losing a friend—he never had a personal enemy—
but l believe he only made that c\.petum nt once.
He went off with the Know-nothings in 1855, and
was elected by them to the State .'Nn.!tt'. and was
called 1o preside over their State Convention. THe
hastened back to his old party associates, and at
the first convention that met in his county on his
return from the Legislature he rose and told them
how lonesome he had felt while astray from the
old fold, how glad he was to get back, and how
humble he felt, umdudmo )y ;ld\ ising all his late
supporters to do as he had done b\* taking ‘“a
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straight chute” for the old party. Hr* ended
amid a storm of .1;)]) ause, was reinstated at once,
and was made President of the next Democratic
State Convention. There he was in his glory.
His tact and good humor were unbounded, and
he held those hundreds of excitable and explosive
men in-the hollow of his hand. HHe would dismiss
a dangerous motion with a witticism so apt that
the mover himself would join in the laugh, and
give it up. His broad face in repose was that of
a Quaker, at other times that of a Bacchus.
There was a religious streak in this jolly partisan,
and he publishe d several poems that breathed the
sweetest and loftiest religious sentiment. The
newspapers were a little disposed to make a joke
of these ebullitions of devotional feeling, but they
now make the light that casts a gleam of bright-

ness upon the background of his life. T take
from an old volume of the Clristian Spectator
one of these poems as a literary curiosity. Every
man lives two. lives. The rollicking -poliiici;m,
¢« Jim Coffroth,”” every Californian knew; the au-
thor of these hm-« was another man of the same

name:
AMID THE SILENCE OF THE NIGHT.
‘ Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep.” (Ps. cxxi. 4.)

Amid the silence of the night,

Amid its lonely hours and d reary,
When we close the aching sight, :
Musing sadly, lorn and weary,

Trusting that to-morrow’s licht
May reveal a day more s‘hct-l'_\w

Amid affliction’s darker hour,

When no hope beguiles our sadness,
When death’s hurtling tempests lower,

And forever shroud our gladness,
While grief’s unrelenting power

Goads our stricken hearts to madness;
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When irom friends beloved we're parted,
And from scenes our spirits love,
And are driven, broken-hearted,
(’er a heartless world to rove;
When the woes by which we've smarted,
Vainly seek to melt or move;
When we trust and are deluded,
When we love and are denied,
When the schemes o’er which we brooded
Burst like ma st on mountain’s side,
And, from ev’ry hope excluded,
We in dark despair abide

Then, and ever, God sustain us,
He whose eye no slumber knows,
Who controls each throb that pains us,
And in mercy sends our woes,
And by love severe constrains us
To avoid eternal throes.

Happy he whose heart obeys him!
Lost ami ruined who disown!
O if idols e’er displace him,
Tear them from his chosen throne!
May our lives and language praise him!
May our hearts be his alone!

He took defeat with a good nature that robbed
it of its sting, and made  his political opponents
half sorry for having beaten him. He was talked
of for Governor at one time, and he gave as a
reason why he would like the office tha e a great
many of his friends were in the State prison, and
he wanted to use the pardoning power in their be-
half.”” This was a jest, of course, referring to
the fact that as a lawyer much of his practice was
in the criminal courts. He was never suspected
of treachery or dishonor in public or private life.
His very ambition was unselfish: he was always
ready to sacrifice himself in a hopdcw (*uuhdaq
if he could thereby help his party or a friend.

ITIH good nature was tested once while presiding
over a party convention at Sonora for the nomina-
tion oi candidates for legislative and county of-




CALIFORNIA SKETCIIES.

fices. Among the delegates was the eccentric
John Vallew, whose mind was a singular com-
pound of shrewdness and ili;_;‘hlimrss% and was
stored with the most out-of-the-way scraps of
learning, phiimu; bhy, and poetry. Some one pro-
posed Vallew’s name as a candidate for the Leg-
islature. He rose to his feet with a clouded face,
and in an angry voice said: ¢ Mr. President,
I am surprised and mortified. T have lived in
this county more than seven years, and I have
never had any difficulty with my neighbors. I
did not know that I had an enemy in the world.
What have I done, that it should be proposed
to send me to the Legislature? What reason
has any one to think I am that sort of a man?
To think I should have come to this! To pro-
pose to send me to tne Legislature, when it is a
notorious fact that you have never sent a man
thither from this county who dzd not come back
morally and pecuniar iy umzfa” 2

The crowd saw the point, and roared with
laughter, Coffroth, who had served the previous
session, joining heartily in the merriment. Val-
lew was excused.

Coffroth died suddenly, and his destiny was
transferred to another sphere. So there dropped
out of California life a partisan without bitterness,
a satirist without malice, a wit without a sting, the
jolliest, freest, readiest man that ever faced a
California ;lmlh-»m‘c on the hustings—the typical
politician of California

BISHOP KAVANAUGH IN CALIFORNIA.

E came first in 1856. The Californians

““ took to’’ him at once. It was almost

as good as a visit to the old home to see

lmd hear this rosy-faced, benignant, and

solid Kentuckian. His power and pa-

thos in the pulpit were equaled by his humor and

magnetic charm in the social circle. Many con-

sciences were stirred. All hearts were won by

him, and he holds them unto this day. We may

hope, too, that many souls were won that will be

stars in his crown of rejoicing in the day of Jesus
Churist.

At San José, his quality as a preacher was de-
veloped by an incident that excited no little popu-
lar interest. The (Northern) Methodist Confer-
ence was in session at that place, the venerable
and saintly Bishop Scott presiding. Bishop Kava-
naugh was invited to preach, and it so happened
that he was to do so on the night following an ap-
pointment for Bishop Scott. The matter was talked
of in the town, and not unnaturally a spirit of
friendly rivalry was excited with ]L‘“dl(] to the
men aching pulpit performances by the Northern
and Southern bishops respectiv ely. One enthu-
sizmth but not pious Kentuckian offered to bet a
hundred dollars that Kavanaugh would preach
the better sermon. Of course the two venerable
men were unconscious of all this, and nothing of
the kind was in their hearts. The church was
thronged to hear Bishop Scott, and his humility,
strong sense, deep earnestness, and holy emotion
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