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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
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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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made a profound and happy impression on all
present. The church was again crowded jrhc next
night. Among the audience werc a considerable
aumber of Southerners—wild fellows, who were
not often seen in such places, among them the en-
thusiastic Kentuckian already alluded to. Kava-
naugh, after going through with the preliminary
services, announced his text, and began his (:115-
course. He seemed not to be in a good preaching
mood. His wheels drove heavily. Skirmishing
around and around, he seemed to be reconnoiter-
ing his subject, finding no salient p]oiut_ for attack.
The look of eager expectation in the faces of the
people gave way to onc of puzzled and p_j‘i]nlul
solicitude. The heads of the expectant South-
erners drooped a little, and the betting Kentuck-
jan betrayed his feelings by a lowering of the
under ju\{' and sundry nervous ‘n\‘ltchmgs of the
muscles of his face. The good Bishop kept talk-
ing, but the wheels revolved slowly. It was a sol-
emn and ‘¢ trying time’’ to at least a portion oi
the audience, as the Bishop, with head bent over
the Bible and his broad chest stooped, kept trying
to coax a response from that obstinate text. It
seemed a lost hattle. At last a sudden flash of
thought seemed to strike the speaker, irradialing
his face and lifting his form as he gave it utter-
ance. with a characteristic throwing back of his
shoulders and upward sweep of his arms. Those
present will never forget what followed. The
afflatus of the true orator had at last fallen upon
him; the mighty ship was launched, and swept
out to sea under full canvas. Old Kentucky was
on her feet that night in San José. It was inde-
scribable. Flashes of spiritual illumination, ex-
plosive bursts of eloquent declamation, sparkles
of chastened wit, appeals of overwhelming inten-
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sity, followed like the thunder and lightning of a
Southern storm. The church seemed literally to
rock. ““Amens’’ burst from the electrified Meth-
odists of all sorts; these were followed by ¢ hal-
lelujahs *” on all sides; and when the sermon end-
ed with a rapturous flight of imagination half the
congregation were on their feet, shaking hands,
embracing one another, and shouting. In the
tremendous religious impression made, criticism
was not thought of. Even the betting Kentuck-
ian showed by his heaving breast and tearful eyes
how far he was borne out of the ordinary channels
of his thought and feeling.

The Bishop came to Sonora, where I was pastor,
to preach to the miners. It was our second year in
California, and the paternal element in his nature
fell on us like a benediction. He preached three
noble sermons to full houses in the little church on
the red hillside, but his best discourses were spo-
ken to the young preacher in the tiny parsonage.
Catching the fire of the old polemics that led to
the battles of the giants in the West, he went over
the points of difference between the Arminian and
Calvinistic schools of theology in a way that left
a permanent deposit in a mind which was just then
in its most receptive state. We felt very lone-
some after he had left. It was like a touch of
home to have bim with us then, and in his presence
we have had the feeling ever since. What a home
will heaven be where all such men will be gath-
ered in one company! :

It was a warm day when he went down to take
the stage for Mariposa. The vehicle seemed to
be already full of passengers, mostly Mexicans and
Chinamen. When the portly Bishop presented
himself, and essayed to enter, there were frowns
and expressions of dissatisfaction.
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¢« Mucho malo!’”’ exclaimed a dark-skinned
sefiorzta with flashing black eyes.

¢« Make room in there—he’s got to go,”” or-
dered the bluff stage driver in a peremptory tone.

There were .Lllmul\ eight passengers inside,
and the top of the coach was covered as thick as
robins on a sumac bush. The Bishop mounted
the step and surveyed the situation. The seat as-
signed him was between two Mexican women,
and as he sunk into the apparently insufficient
space there was a look of consternation in their
faces, and I was not surprised at it; but, scrowg-
Zng in, the newcomer smiled, and addressed first
one and then another of his fellow-passengers
with so much friendly plu&anmew of manner
that the frowns cleared away from their faces,
even the stolid, phlegmatic Chinamen brightening
up with the L(mt'mmm good humor of the £ hm
Mellican man.” When the driver cracked ]118
whip, and the spirited mustangs struck off in the
California gallop—the early L‘ahi(nnmn\ scorned
any slower gait—everyl body was smiling. Stag-
ing in California in those (1:1\\ was ofte o an excit-
ing business. There were ‘¢ opposition ”’ lines on
most of the thoroughfares, and the driving was
furious and reckless in the extreme. Accidents
were strangely seldom when we consider the rate
of speed, t the nature of the roads, and the quanti-
ty of bad whisky consumed by most of the driv-
ers. Many of these drivers made it a pracfice to
drink at every stopping place. Seventeen drinks
were counted in one forenoon ride by one of
these thirsty Jehus. The racing between the rival
stages was exciting enough. Lashing the wiry
little horses to* full speed, there was but one
thought, and that was, to * get in ahead. * Adriv-
er named White upset his stage between Montezu-
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ma and Knight’s Ferry on the Stanislaus, breaking
his right Iu;; above the knee. Fortunately, none
of the passengers were seriously hurt, though
some of them were a little bruised and frighte l]t’d
The stage was righted, White resumed the reins,
\\Inppul his horses into a run, and, with his bro-
ken llml)_ hanging loose, ran into town ten minutes
ahead of his rival, fainting as he was lifted from
the seat.

““Old man Holden told me to go in ahead or
smash everything, and I made it!

White, with pncm-w.mml pride.

The Bishop was fortunate enough to escape
with unbroken lumc’\: as he dashed irom puim to
pmnt over the California hills and valleys, thouoh

i o
that heavy body of his was mightily .\hdkun up on
many 0ccasions.

He came to California on his second visit, in
5 S : 2 S ; - . 2
1863, when the war was raging. An incident oc-
curred that gave him a very emphatic reminder

that those were troublous times.

He was at a camp meeting in the San Joaquin
Valley, near Linden—a place famous for gather-
ings of this sort. The Bmhnp was to preach at
eleven o’clock, and a great crowd was there, full
().i I}igh expectation. A stranger drove up just be-
fore the hour of service—a broad-shouldered man
in blue clothes, and wearing a glazed cap. He
asked to see Bishop Kavanaugh privately.

They retired to “ the preachers’ tent, > and the
stranger said: My name is Jackson—Col. Jack-
son, of the United States \!m\' I have a disa-
greeable duty to perform. By order of Gen. Mc-
Dowell, I am to place you under arrest, and take
_\'()u to San Francisco.” <

¢Can you wait until I ])ud(‘h my sermon?’
asked the Bishop good-naturedly. < The pco;i

exclaimed

s e et
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expect it, and 1 don’t want to disappoint them if
it can be helped.”

¢« How long will it take you?”’

<« Well, I am a little uncertain when I get start-
ed, but I will try not to be too long.”

<« Very well; go on with your sermon, and if
you have no objection I will be one of your
hearers.”’

The secret was known only to the Bishop and
his captor. ‘The sermon was one of his best—the
vast crowd of people were mightily moved, and the
Colonel’s eyes were not dry when it closed. After
a prayer and a song and a collection, the Bishop
stood up again before the people, and said: 7 1]
have just received a message which makes it nec-
essary for me to return to San Francisco immedi-
ately. 1 am sorry that 1 cannot remain longer,
and participate with you in the hallowed enjoy-
ments of the occasion. The blessing of God be
with you, my brethren and sisters.” '

His manner was so bland, and his tone so se-
rene, that nobody had the faintest suspicion as to
what it was that called him away so suddenly.
When he drove off with the stranger, the popular
surmise was that it was a wedding or a funeral
that called for such haste. There are two evenis
in human life that admit no delays: people must be
buried, and they will be married.

The Bishop reported to Gen. Mason, provost
marshal general, and was told to hold himself as
in duress until further orders, and to be ready to
appear at headquarters at short notice when called
for. He was put on parole, as it were. He came
down to San José and stirred my congregation
with several of -his powerful discourses. In the
meantime the arrest had gotten into the newspa-
pers. Nothing that happens escapes the Califor-

BISHOP KAVANAUGH IN CALIFORNIA. 2'71

nia journalists, and they have even been known
to get hold of things that never happened at all.
It seems that some one in the shape of a man had
made an affidavit that Bishop Kavanaugh had
come to the Pacific Coast as a secret agent of the
Southern Confederacy, to intrigue and recruit in
its interest. Five minutes’ inquiry would have
satisfied Gen. McDowell of the silliness of such a
charge; but it was in war times, and he did not
stop to make the inquiry. In Kentucky the good
old Bishop had the freedom of the whole land,
coming and going without hindrance; but the
fact was, he had not been within the Confederate
lines since the war began. To make such an ac-
cusation against him was the climax of absurdity.

About three weeks after the date of his arrest,
I was with the Bishop one morning on our way to
Judge Moore’s beautiful country seat, near San
José, situated on the far-famed Alameda. The
carriage was driven by a black man named Hen-
ry. Passing the post office, I found, addressed
to the Bishop in my care, a huge document bear-
ing the official stamp of the provost marshal’s of-
fice, San Francisco. He opened and read it, and
as he did so he brightened up and, turning to Hen-
ry, said: ¢ Henry, were you ever a slave?”’
" <« Yes, sah; in Mizzoory,” said Henry, showing
his white teeth.

< Did you ever get your free papers?”’

¢ Yes, sah—got 'em now.”’

¢« Well, I have got mine; let’s shake hands.”

And the Bishop and Henry had quite a hand-
shaking over this mutual experience. Henry en-
joyed it greatly, as his frequent chucklings evinced
while the judge’s fine bays were trotling along the
Alameda.

(I linger on the word ““Alameda ”" as I write it.
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It is at least one beneficent trace of the early Jes-
uit fathers who founded the San José and Santa
Clara Missions a hundred years ago. They planted
an avenue of willows the entire three miles, and
in that rich, moist soil the trees have grown until
their trunks are of enormous size, and their
branches, overarching the highway with their
dense ‘S]'lzidt‘, make a drive of unequaled beauty
and pleasantness. The horse cars have now tak-
en away much of its romance, but in the early
days it was famous for moonlight drives and their
concomitants and consequences. A long-limbed
four-year-old California colt gave me a romantic
touch of a different sort, nearly the last time I
was on the Alameda, by running away with the
buggy, and breaking it and me—almost—to pieces.
I am reminded of it by the pain in my crippled
right shoulder as I write these lines in July, 1881.
Rut still I say, Blessings on the memory of the fa-
thers who planted the willows on the Alameda! )

An intimation was given the Bishop that if he
wanted the name of the false swearer who had
caused him to be arrested he could have it.

<« No: I don’t want to know his name,’” said he;
¢« it will do me no good to know it. May God par-
don his sin, as I do most heartily!”’

A really strong preacher p]@d(,ht: a great many
sermons, each of which the hearers anm to be
the greatest sermon of his life. I have heard of
at least a half dozen ¢ greatest”’ sermons by Bas-
com and Pierce, and other noted pulpit orators.
But I heard oze sermon by Kavanaugh that was
probably indeed his master effort. It had a histo-
ry. When the F 3ishop started to Oregon, in 1863, 1
placed in his hands Bascom’s ¢ Lectures,”” which,
strange to say, he had never read. Of these lec-
tures the elder Dr. Bond said ¢ they would be the
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colossal pillars of Bascom’s fame when his printed
sermouns were forgotten.” Those lectures won-
derfully anticipated the changing phases of the
malterialistic infidelity developed since his day, and
applied to them the reductio ad absurdum with re-
lentless and resistless power. On his return from
Oregon, Kavanaugh met and presided over the
Annual Conference at San José. One of his old
friends, who was troubled with skeptical thoughts
cf the materialistic sort, requested him to preach
a sermon for his special benefit. This request, and
the previous reading of the lectures, directed his
mind with intense earnestness to the topic suggest-
ed. The result-was, as I shall always think, the
sermon of a lifetime. The text was, < There is a
spirit in man: and the inspiration of the Almighty
giveth . . . understanding.” (Job xxxii. 8.)
That mighty discourse was a demonstration of the
truth of the affirmation of the text. I will not at-
tempt to reproduce it here, though many of its
passages are still vivid in my memory. It tore to
shreds the sophistries by which it was sought to
sink immort: 11 man to the level of the bautck that
perish; it appealed to the consciousness of his
hearers in red-hot logic that burned its w ay to the
inmost depths of the coldest and hardest hearts;
it scintillated now and then sparkles of wit like
the illuminated edges of an advancing thunder
cloud; borne on the wings of his imagination,
whose mighty sweep took him be yond the bounds

of earth, ilnrmuh whirling worl Ids and burning
suns, he found the culmination of human (i@.ﬁ%inv\"
in the bosom of eternity, infinity, and God. The
peroration was indescribable. The rapt audience
reeled under it. Inspiration! The man of God
was himself its demonstration, for the power of
his word was not his own.

18
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««T thank God that he sent me here this day
to hear that sermon! I never heard anything like
it, and I shall never forget it, nor cease to be thank-
ful that I heard it,”> said the Rev. Dr. Charles
Wadsworth, of Phil: uiclp iia, the great Presby terian
preacher—a man of nenuu and a true prose-poet,
as any one will concede after reading his pub—
lished sermons. As he spoke, the tears were in
his eyes, the muscles of his face ;Lll\tim(r and
his chest heavi ing with ir repressible emotion. No-
body who hc'ud that discourse will accuse me of
too high coloring in this brief description of it.

“D[mi you \\h!; you were a Kentuckian?
was the enthusiastic exclamation -of a lady who
brought from Kentucky a matchless wit and the
(.ultm(: of Science Hill Ac ademy, w hich has
blessed and brightened so many homes from the
Ohio to the Sam'an'wnm

I think the Bishop was present on another occa-
sion when the compliment he received was a left-
handed one. It was at the Stone Church in Sui-
sun Valley. The Bishop and a number of the
most prominent ministers of the Pacific Conference
were present at a Saturday-morning preaching ap-
pointment. They had all been engaged in pro-
tracted labors, and, beginning with the Bisl 10p, one
after another de clined to prL(uh. The lot fell at
last upon a boyish-looking brother of very small
stature, who labored under the double disadvan-
tage of being a very young pre acher and of hav-
ing been reared in the 1mmr‘duue vicinity. The
people were disappointed and indignant w hen they
saw the little fellow go into the pulpit. None
showed their displeasure more plainly than Uncle
Ben Brown, a somewhat eccentric old brother,
who was one of the founders of that society, and
one of its best official members, He sat as usual
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on a front seat, his thick eyebrows fiercely knit,
and his face wearing a heavy frown. Hc had ex-
pected to hear the l.’}aimp and this was what it
had come to! He drew his shoulders sullenly
down, and, with his eyes bent upon the floor,
nursed his wrath. The little preacher began his
sermon, and soon astonished eve rybody by lhc en-
ergy with which he spoke. _\\ he proceeded, the
frown on Uncle Ben’s face relaxed a little; at
length he lifted his eyes and 01(11“ ed at the apeak-
er in surprise. [le did not think it was in him.
With abnormal fluency and force, the little plc'u,h—
er went on with the increasing sympathy of his
audience, who were feeling the effects of a gener-
ous reaction in his favor. Uncle Ben, touched a
little with honest obstinacy as he was, oradually
relaxed in the sternness of his looks, “atldlﬂhtt,nt:(l
up by degrees until he sat upright mung the
speaker in a sort of half-reluctant, pleased won-
der. Just at the close of a specially vigorous
burst of declamation, the old man exck aimed. in a
loud voice: ‘* Bless God! ke uses the weak things
of this world to confound the miohty!’” ‘11:{511;_{
around a tnumpham glance at the B M‘mp and oth-
er preachers.

This impromptu remark was more amusing fo
the hearers than helpful to the preacher, 1 fear;
but it was a way the dear old brother had of speak-
mn out in mcctmu

T must end this sketch. T have dipped my pen
in my heart in writing it. The subject of it has
been friend. brother, father, to me since the day
he looked in upon us in the little cabin on the hill
in Sonora, in 1855. When I greet him on the hills
of heaven, he will not be sorry to be told that
among the many in the far West to whom he was
he !ptnl was the writer of this imperfect Sketch.
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H, that blessed, blessed day! I had gone
to the White Sulphur Springs, in Napa
County, to get relief from the effects of
the California poison oak. Gay deceiv-
er! With its tender green and pink

leaves, it looks as innocent and smiling as sin
when it wooes youth and ignorance. Like sin, it
is found everywhere in that beautiful land. Many
antidotes are used, but the only sure w ay of deal-
ing with it is to Lu)]\ away from it. \Udln there
is an analogy: it is easier to keep out of sin than
to get out when caught. These soft, pure white
sulphur waters work miracles of healing, and at-
tract all sorts of people. The weary and broken
down man of business comes here to sleep and
eat and rest; the woman of fashion, to dress and
flirt; the loudly dressed and heavily bejeweled
gambler, to ply his trade; happy bridal couples,
to have the world to themselves: successful and
unsuccessful politicians, to plan future triumphs
or brood over defeats:; pale and trembling inva-
lids, to seek healing or a brief respite from the
grave; families escaping from the wind and fog of
the bay, to spend a few weeks where they can
find sunshine and quiet. It is a little world

itself. The spot is every way beautiful, but its
chief charm is its isolation. Though within a few
hours’ ride from San Francisco, and only two
miles from a railroad station, you feel as if you
were in the very heart of nature—and so you are.
Winding xlunn the banks of a kpdl‘mlng stream,
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the lnuklllt(lln“n—f‘l& at masses of le: ll\ gree n—rise
abruptly on uthc hand; the road bends this w ay
and that until a sudden turn brings you to a little
valiey hemmed in all around by [hu giant hills. A
hi)ili: rocky prujvclmn just above thr: main hotel
gives a touch of ruggedness and grandeur to the
scene. How delicious the I':(lmﬂ of rest that
comes over yvou at once! the \\Oild shut out, the
hills around, and the sky above.

[t was in 1863, when the Civil War was at its
white heat. Circumstances had given me unde-
sired notoriety in that connection. [ had been
thrust into the ve ry vortex of its p‘laxmn‘ and my
name made the ‘:IH\mu cry of opposing elements
in California. The guns of Manassas, Cedar
Mountain, and the Chickaheminy were echoed in
the foothills of the Sierras and in the peacetul

valleys of the far-away Pacific Coast. The good

sense of a practical people prevented any flagrant
outbreak on a large sulh?. but here and there a too
ardent Southerner said or did something that gave
him a few weeks” or months’ duress at Fort Alca-
traz, and the honors of a bloodless martyrdom.
I was thcn li\‘inw at North Beach, in full sight of
that fortres: [t was kindly suggested by several
of my l)mther editors that it would be a urmd place
for me. When, as my eye swept over ‘the bay in
the early morning, the first sight that met my gaze
were its rocky ramparts and hll‘-\llli]t* guns, the
poet’s line would come to mind: ’Tis distance
lends enchantment to the view.” [ was just as
near as I wanted to be. ¢ I have good quarters
for you,” said the brave and courteous Capt.
McDougall, who was in command at the fort; ¢ and
Ltm\\mw your penchant, 1 will let you have the
i]CLdOI]] of a sunny corner of the isl ind for fishing
in good weather.”” He was a true gentleman.
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The name and 1 image of another Federal officer
rise before me as | \\111 It is that of the heroic
mldw Gen. Wright, \\'} 10 went down with the

Inm}u'l Jonathan > on the Oregon coast in 1865.
HL was in command of the l)qmrtnmnt of the
Pacific during this stormy period of which T am
speaking. I “had never seen him, and I had no
special desire to make his acquaintance. Some-
1'1{)\\' Fort \l(.m az had become associated with
his name for reasons already intimated. But,
though unsought by me, an interview did take
place.

It has come at last! > was mv exclamation as
I read the note left by an ouiul\ in uniform no-
m\mu me that I was expected to report at the
quarters of the commanding general the next day

at ten o’ clock. (_HEI\L'HN\ ot my innocence Oi
treason or any other crime ;w‘:u’hﬂ the govern-
ment or society, my pugnacity was roused by this
summons. Before the hour set for my ap [)(’;’li‘iint‘("
at the military headquarters, I was ready for mar-
tyrdom or anything clse — exc ept Alcatraz. I
hdn_t like that. [hc island was too small, and
too foggy and windy, for my taste. I thought it
best to obe y the order I had received, and so, punc-
tually at the hour, I repaired to the headquarters
on W: ashington Street, and, ascending the steps
with a firm tread and defiant feeling, 1 entered the
room. Gen. Mason, provost marshal, a scholar
and polished gentleman, politely offered me a
seat. :

¢ No; I prefer to stand,” I said stiffly.

¢ The General will see you in a few minutes

said he, resuming his work, while T stood nursing
my indignation and sense of w rong. 4

In a little while Gen. Wright entered—a tall,
and striking figure, silver-haired, blue-ev ed, ruaddy-

A DAY. 279

faced, with a mixture of the dash of the soldier
and the benignity of a bishop.

Declining also his cordial invitation to be seated,
[ stood and looked at him, still nui‘kitw‘ defiance,
and getting ready to wear a martyr’s crown. The
(Jcmml apol-,u: *Did you know, sir, that I am
perhaps the most attentive reader of your paper to
bu found in California? >’

¢ No: I was not aware that I had the honor of
111111:%011110 the commanding general of this depart-
ment among my ltddi_‘!.\." This was spoken
with severe dlnfmi\

A lot of hol heads have for some time been
urging me to have you zn'rvstcd on the ground that
you are editing and publishing a disloyal newspa-
per. Not wishing to do any injustice to a fellow-
man, 1 have taken means every week to obtain a
copy of your paper, the Pacific Methodist ; and al-
low me to say, sir, that no paper has ever come
into my famil y which is such a favorite with all
of us.”’

I bowed, feeling that the spirit of martyrdom
was cooling within me. The General continued:
¢« T have sent for you, sir, that I might say to you,
Go on in your p}'(’s&'ut prudent and mdnl\ course,
and while I command this department you are as
safe as I am.”’

There I stood, a whipped man, my pugnacity
all sone, and the martyr’s crown away out of my
reach. I walked s()it!\ downstairs, after bidding
the General an adieu in 2 manner in marked con-
trast to that in which I had greeted him at the be-
ginning of the interview. Now that it is all ever,
and the ocean winds have wailed their dirges for
him so many long years, I would pay a humble
tribute to the memory of as brave and knightly a
man as ever wore t:;);1111<_ats. or fought under the




250 CALIFORNIA SKETCHES.

stars and stripes. He was of the type of Sidney
Johnston, who fell at Shiloh, and of McPherson,
who fell at Kennesaw—both Californians. both
Americans, true soldiers, who had a sword for the
foe in fair fight in the open field, and a shield for
woman, and for the noncombatant. the aged, the
defenseless. They fought on different sides to
settle forever a Ultnwl that was bequeathed to
their generation, but their fame is the common in-
heritance of the American people. The reader
is beginning to think I am digressing, but he will
better umh rstand what is to come dflt" getting
this glimpse of those stormy days in the sixtie

The ouests at the springs were about (:11141]\
divided in their sectional sy mpathies. The gen-
tlemen were inclined to avoid all e xciting hmusﬁ
sions, but the ladies kept up a fire of small arms.
When the mails came in, and the latest news was
read, comments were made with flasl 1ing eyes and
flushed cheeks.

The h:lhl,nnh morning dawned without a cloud.
I awoke with the idTl:t‘«i song of the birds, and
was out before the first ravs of the san had mmhwl
the mountain tops. The coolness was de licious,
and the air was filled with the sweet odors of aro-
matic shrubs and flowers, with a hint of the pine
forests and balsam thickets from the higher ;11[1'-
tudes. Taking a breakfast sofus, pocket Bible i
hand, I bent my steps up the gorge, often crossing
the brook that wound its w: 1y among the thic kets
or sung its song at the foot of the great overhang-
ing cliffs. A s shining trout would now and then
flash like a silver bar for a moment above the
haded pools. With light step a doe descending
the mountain came upon me, and, gazing at me a
moment or two with ifs soft eyes, tripped away.
In a narrow pass where the stream rippled over
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the pebbles between two great walls of rock,

spotted snake crossed my path, hurrying its move-
ment in fright. Fear not, humble ophidian. The
war declared between thee and me in the fifteenth
verse of the third chapter of Genesis is suspended
for this one day. Let no creature die to-day but
by the act of God. Iere is the lake. How
beautiful! how still! A landslide had dammed
the stream where it flowed between steep, lofty
banks, backing the waters over a little ralley three
or four acres in extent, shut in on all sides h\ the
wooded hills, the highest of which rose from its
northern margin. IIUL is my sanctuary, pll]pll_
choir, and altar. A gigantic pine had fallen into
the lake, and its larger “branches served to keep
the trunk above the water as it lay parallel with
the shore. Seated on its trunk, and shaded by
some friendly willows that stretch their graceful
branches above, the hours pass in a sort of sub-
dued ecstasy of enjoyment. It is peace, the peace

of God. No echo of the world’s discords reaches

me. 'The only sound I hear is the cooing of a
turtledove away off in a distant gorge of the
mountain. It floats down to me on the Sabbath
air with a pathos as if it voiced the pity of Heav-
en for the sorrows of a world of sin and pain
and death. The shuduws of the pines are reflect-
ed in the pellucid depths, and ever and anon the
faintest hint of a breeze sighs among their branches
overhead. The lake ]ua without a ripple below,
except when from time to time a gleaming trout
throws himself out of the water, and, falling with a
splash, disturbs the glassy surface, the concentric
circles showing where he went down. Sport on,
ye shiny denizens of the deep; no angler shall
cast his deceitful hook into your quiet haunts this
day. Through the iulm;fe of the overhanging
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boughs the blue sky is spread, a thin, fleec v cloud
at timcs floating \lm\l\ along like a w atching an-
gel, and casting a momentary shadow upr)g the
watery mirror Iu low. That skv. so de ep and so
solemn, wooes me—lifts my lewr]nt till it touches
the Eternal. Wh: !.t mysteries of bei ing lie beyond
that sapphire sea? What wonders shall burst
upon the vision when this mortal shall put on im-
mortality? I open the Book and read. Isaiah’s
burning song makes new music to my soul at-
tuned. Dav 1(1 s harp sounds a sweeter note. The
words of Jesus stir to diviner depths. And when
I read in the twenty-first dmpur of Revelation
the apocalyptic pmmlw‘ of the new heavens and
the new earth, and of the New Jerusalem coming
down from God out of heaven, a new glory seems
to rest upon sky, mmmmin forest, and lake, and
my soul is flooded with a mighty joy. I am swim-
ming in the Infinite Ocean. Not be vond that vast
bluw c:mop\ is heaven; it is within my own ray-
ished heart! Thus the hours pass, but I keep no
note of their flight, and the evening .sh;zdm\s are
on the water before I come back to myself and
the world. O hallowed day! O hallowed spot!
foretaste and prophecy to the weary and burden-
bowed soul of the new heavens and the new earth
where its blessed ideal shall be a more blessed
n-alil_\'f

It is nearly dark when I get back to the hotcl.
Supper is over, but I am not hungry—I have feast
ed on the bread of angels.

< i you know ‘Lhn re was quite a quarrel about
you this morning? >’ asks one of the guests.

The words jar. In answer to my look of in-
auiry, he proceeds: ¢ There was a dispute about
your holding a religious service at the picnic
nlmmch 'lhe}' made it a political matter—one
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party threatened to leave if you did preach, the
other threatened to leave if you did imt })It‘dd]
There was quite an excitement about it until it
was found that you were gone, and then every-
body quu ted down.”’

There is a silence. I break it by telling them
how I spent the day, and then they are very
quiet.

The next Sabbath every soul at the place united
in a request for religious service, the list headed
by a high-spirited dIld brilliant Pennsylvania lady
who had led the opposing forces the previous
Sunday.




