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A Trip to the Cliff House
If one tire of the drudgeries and scenes of the city, and would breathe the fresh air of the
sea, let him take the cars and omnibuses, or, better still, a buggy and pleasant steed, and, ere the
sea breeze sets in, glide out to the Cliff House. We tried it a day or two since. Out along the
railroad track, by the pleasant homes of our citizens, where architecture begins to put off its
swaddling clothes, and assume form and style, grace and beauty, by the neat gardens with their
green shrubbery and laughing flowers, out where were once sand hills and sand-valleys, now
streets and homesteads. If you would doubly enjoy pure air, first pass along by Mission Street
Bridge, the Golgotha of Butcherville, and wind along through the alleys where stand the whiskey
mills and grunt the piggeries of “Uncle Jim.” Breathe and inhale deeply ere you reach this castle
of Udolpho, and then hold your breath as long as possible, for Arabia is a long way thence, and
the balm of a thousand flowers is not for sale in that locality. Then away you go over paved, or
planked, or Macadamized roads, out to the cities of the dead, pass between Lone Mountain and
Calvary, and make a straight due west course for the ocean. Along the way are many things to
please and entertain, especially if an intelligent chaperon accompany you. Your eye will travel
over in every direction the vast territory which Swain, Weaver & Co. desire to fence in, the little
homesteads by the way, Dr. Rowell's arena castle, and Zeke Wilson's Bleak House in the sand.
Splendid road, ocean air that swells the lungs and strengthens the limbs. Then there's the Cliff
House, perched on the very brink of the ocean, like a castle by the Rhine, with countless sealions rolling their unwieldy bulks on the rocks within rifle-shot, or plunging into and sculling
about in the foaming waters. Steamers and sailing craft are passing, wild fowl scream, and sealions growl and bark, the waves roll into breakers, foam and spray, for five miles along the
beach, beautiful and grand, and one feels as if at sea with no rolling motion nor sea-sickness, and
the appetite is whetted by the drive and the breeze, the ocean's presence wins you into a happy
frame, and you can eat one of the best dinners with the hungry relish of an ostrich. Go to the
Cliff House. Go ere the winds get too fresh, and if you like, you may come back by Mountain
Lake and the Presidio, overlook the fort, and bow to the Stars and Stripes as you pass.
Charge Against a Police Officer
William H. Winans made a complaint in the Police Court, yesterday, against officer
Forner, for assault and battery. From the testimony it appeared that Forner had had an arrest of
two persons and then delivered them to the care of another officer. While the latter officer was
taking the men to the station house, the plaintiff went up to one of the prisoners to speak to him
concerning his bail, when, as he alleges, Forner took him by the collar, pushed him away, and
struck him. The Judge remarked that officers must not go beyond the law in the discharge of
their duties. It was not unfrequently the case that they displayed abundant zeal concerning arrests

that were wholly unjustifiable, alluding more particularly to their making arrests without a
warrant, on the mere say-so of outside parties. There must either be an actual witness of the
offence or make an arrest by a warrant specially issued for the purpose. After Forner had
delivered his prisoners to another officer his control over them ceased, and he had no right to
exercise the conduct alleged against him, and it should require him to appear today for sentence.

