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CRUISE OF TH*AGGIE.”

A Gay Party oithe Bosom
of the kep.

SEA YARNS ANDEA SICKNESS.

Storms and Caln and What We
Saw on a Pasant Five
Days'ruise.

80 may the Cyprianeen divine,
And'm«-«wlu‘mrpth saving lustre shine;

90 may the father ofe win
All others but thesstern breezes bind,

you, dear vesselfe resto
A!ﬁ,‘; imr“.u.‘iqplex tothe Athenian shore,
And of my soul thertner save,
My much -lovecirgil fr.m the raging

ve,
WY orace, ihird Ode. Tranalation.

A short timego we received the
following letterom the parties con-

cerned :

“Dpanr Sr:—) owner of the yacht
‘Aggie’ and a paof guests will sail from
San Pedro to-mcW evening. The voyage
will combine bbess with pleasure. We
shall go to Bant&o, spend a day or two
there, returnu ¢ coast, examine the beach
at Redondo, tak slant over to Santa Mon-
iea, and retuto Ban Pedro. We take

lcasure in inwg you to be of the party.”

b This veryourteous note wasad-
dressed to representative of the
Heravp, anhe kind invitation was
at once acced with thanks.

When thafternoon train for San
Pedro reac) the Commercial street
depot, we re there with our grip-
sack and Wy overcoat, Arrived at

San Pedro.found the beautiful yacht
“Aggie,” th sails set and ready
to weigh sor when our party had
goton boal'his was soon accomplish-
ed, and ae were slowly stemming a
atrong flotide by the aid of a light
wind, wed a chance to go below
and takertes of the personnel of
those wiiere to be our compagnons
de voyay ‘When we give their names
it will bonce seen that the party
was selcand homogeneous. Dan
McFarly Judge Silent, N. R. Vail,
W. H. ®all, Wm. N. Friesner, L.
_T. Gurr, Chas. McFarland and a
represeiive from the Eupress—
withouking ourself and a jovial
friend | consideration—would form
a comy to make time pua-s agree-
ably e’in an old-fashioned, slow-
oing ker. But when the it we
had ur us was taken into cousider-
ation—r beautiful lines, her stately
mastsr magnificent stretch of sails,
her sib qualities for speed, her ele-
gant : comfortable cabin, and her
innuitble merits as a “bright lit-
tle, tilittle’” yacht, how could we
be otvise than delighted with an
excua that promised to be with us
like ight memory forever aiter.
HE ‘‘AGGIE'S” RECORD.
TI Aggie”’ has a record of which
any 0t might feel proud. The ex-
res is not exact, but we pity the
imation of a man who can behold
the 3ly and trim beauty of such a
yacls was just rearing herself
gra before a spanking breeze that
struer off Deadman’s Island, and
notiit that a yacht can feel proud.
Théggie” was built Dy the Hall
breé at Port Blakeley, Puget
Souin 1880. The Halls have an
ene name as builders of beaytiful
ves and fast sailers, and in the
«“A” they turned out a piece of
haork which has splendidly sus-
tai their reputation. She took
fla the annual yacht races of the
Saancisco Club in 1881, 1882, 1883
as4. In the latter year she also
gavy with the ‘‘rooster.” In 1885
shis not in the regatta, and in
1she was kept out for reasons of
coy. Onthe 16th of May, 1886,
sliled from the bay of San Fran-
ciout through the Heads and
ar the south rock of the Far-
al—75 miles—in 6 hours and 22
ws. That is a steady gait of
12ots an hour with and against
wnd tide.

““Aggie” measureg over-all
73t, with 2315 feet beam ; 31
te, and 7 feet draft. Her main-
mstands 70 feet high, and her
woom has a sweep of 56 feet.
farries, besides her main and
i¢, three gib-sheets, a fore-and-
asail and a balloon sheet. When
fiss of canvas is required, she
hilitional sails that can be bent.

TRIBUTES TO NEPTUNE.

n we got well in the channel a
greeze was blowing, and the
4" bracing up to it, plowed
th the water in splendid style.
Mole party sat down to a choice
& They were all as bold as if
fud been old matelots, sure of
stomachs and of relishing the
¢ and inviting dishes before
+ But, one by one, they sud-
sent in their excuses and
sled to the deck for ‘‘fresh air.”
ur of the party—old, case-har-
rovers, who, amongst them,
jited every quarter of the globe,
he west coast of Africa to the
fts of Labrador—held the fort.
pk had prepared a bounteous
for ten. As the four who re-
| were stout trenchermen, no
iint came from the pantry of a
f appreciation of the viands, for
w escaped the royal appetites of
Iwart Four. Had the other gix
{ual to the four, “whom Nep-
wrath could not appal,” it would
e have become a question of
the ship on short allowance,
istanding she had been provis-
or 2 month’s voyage. The four
\ds having swept the table like
ring cyclone, experienced that
shetic good feeling which flows
satisfied stomach, and went on
offer advice and consolation to
weak brothers who preferred
ing to table comfiorts.
18 not sick,” gaid one. ‘I had
1eavy meal heforeleavingtown,
not at all hungry.”
ixertion of speech brought a
ration of the factthat the stom-
overloaded, for at that mo-
generously yielded up to the
nough provender to satisfy a
thool of finhacks, ¥
ae by,’” said the Captain from
coast of Africa, “I know a
a1 preventive for gea-sick-

b is it?” exclaimed the six
18, in one voice,

0 go to sea,” said the joking
ner, with a chuckle.

! gaid one of the sixers,
sure-enough preventive. It’s
\dvice of the woman to her
about going down to swim.”
ally pitied the auﬂ'erinﬂ_of
fellows, and tried to stiffen

their fortitude by quoting from Virgil

the line :
“Et haee olim meminisse juvabit.”

(This suffering will yield us yet a
pleasant tale to tell); but we found
that the mal de mer was not to be ap-
»eased either by counsel or quotation.
hey continued to cling—as sea-sick
people always will—to the weather,
that is the wrong, side of the yacht,
regardless of the tact that the man at
the wheel hadalready had his suppfr.

We are now going at a lively rite
down the channel. The lofty back-
bone of Catalina Island looms up on
our right, and the flashing light of
Point Firman is rapidly receding in the
distance. The stalwart Four spent the
evening in a game of whist, inter-
spersed with thrilling sea stories about
voyages on the west coast of Africs
and reminiscences of cyclones, huri
canes and waterspouts in the Pacific
and the Atlantic.

After the game of whist, some of
the Rixers, having discharged the
painful duties imposed upon them by
Neptune, felt strong enough to come
below. One of the stalwart Four, be-
ing a pioneer and in a reminiscent
mood," asked Captain McFarland, the
owner of the “*Aggie,” if it was likely
that they should visit Lower Cali-
fornia before returning.

“That’s just as the crowd says,”
answered Captain Dan. “‘We're well
provisioned, time was made for slaves,
but not for us, and if the party feel
like taking a slant to Ensenada after
visiting San Diego, all right ; its a go.”

“Well, boys, I don’t think it would
be judicious. I have a horror of that
coast, and, if you don’t mind, I'll give
you a bit of my experience of it in the
days of ’49.”

All hands wanted to hear the yarn,
and so the old pioneer, after moisten-
ing his throat with a thin.bleful of
Naglee’s best, proceeded :

A PIONEER'S YARN.

“You must know that very few
reached California in 1849 without ex-
periencing trials and sufferings that it
took an indomitable purpose and a
strong constitution to overcome.
sailed from New Orleans on the 15th of
February of that year on board the old
Morgan-line steamer Galveston, bound
for Chagres. There were three or
four hundred of us packed together
like herrings in that old tub. Well,
about a week out, we found ourselves
in the Carribean sea, with Cape San
Antonio on one hand and Point Yuca-
tan on the other. We had divided up
into messes, each mess cooking for
itself on fire ranges that had been im-
provised on deck. We were going
along nicely, on a clear morning, with
the high land in sight on either side,
when all at once a suppressed explo-
gion took place. It ghook the boat
like an earthquake. Old Josh Talbot,
now in dry-dock in a Los Angeles
hospital, was one of my mess, and
happened to be cook that day. At
the time of the explosion he was fry-
ing flap-jacks at the range, and was so
excited that he tossed the cake high
in the air, and cried out, ‘“‘Boys, we
are goners!” But notwithstanding we
were ‘“‘goners,” Josh came to himself
quick enough to catch the flap-jack on
the turn as it came down. This fine
performance was vociferously ap-
plauded, notwithstanding everybody
felt that a serious accident had oc-
curred. The old steamer came to a
dead stop, and it was soon known
that her steam-chest had collapsed,
and nothing was left for us but to
make for the most easily reached port
under the very insuflicient sails
with which the Galveston was pro-
vided. A peculiar incident accom-
panving the accident was the fact that
we had not come to a stop over a min-
ute or two before our vessel was sur-
rounded by sharks. I neyersaw such
a sight. The vicious creatures were
around us by thousands. So thick
were they that they tumbled over
each other, and intersquirmed like
huge maggots in a dead horse. Num-
bers of them were hit with rifle balls
as they exposed themselves out of
water by climbing over each -ther
to get mnearer to the steamer.
It reemed as if they knew we
had met with an accident, and ex-
pected to be the recipients of a deli-
cious feast of human flesh. After ten
days of drifting we reached the har-
bor of Balize, in British Honduras.
We remained there several days,near-
ly all the vessels in the harbor being
chartered to carry the great bulk of
the adventurers to Chagies. But
some of us thought we could get to
our destination more quickly by cross-
ing the continent from Omoa, at the
head of the Gulf of Honduras, to Pu-
erto la Union, on the Bay of Fonseca,
than by resuming the Chagres and
Panama route. So that seventeen of
us chartered a little goeletta and pro-
ceded to Omoa, whence, with a pack
train, we started for the Pacific ocean.
We passed through the northeastern
portion of Spanish Honduras, stop-
ping for a short time at Comayagua,
the capital of that republic, thence
to San Salvador and the town of Pu-
erto la Union. Here we found only one
vessel—a fine-looking brig, with rakish
_masts and a suspicious, piratical sort

—

of an appearance. She had come
from Francisco, and her captain
and crew treated us with a sullenness
that confirmed us in_the belief
that she was engaged in gome
kind of a coniraband trade. We
were prohibited from coming on
board, and positively refused pas-
sage to the Golden Gate at any
price. But there was one good thing

we learned from this vessel. Her
crew showed us lots of gold dust they
had brought from the mines, and con-
firmed us in the fact—not very satis-
factorily settled before our departure
from New Orleans—that the newly-
discovered gold mines in California
were extensive and rich. This made
us more eager to reach the land of
promise. Captain Hammond and
thirteen of our party determined to
build a ship themselves, and thus
golve the problem of reaching the goal
of our hopes. They actually did build
a little fifteen-ton schooner, and rigged
her out with the assistance of the
commandate of the port—José Castro
—who sent out runners all over the
country to bring in everything in the
shape of building and furnishing ma-
terials they could find for the construc-
tion and equipment of a vessel. For
this kindness the little ship was named
the “José Castro.”” 1 took no stock
in the building of the “ship,” but with
two others, hired a bungo and crossed
the Bay of Fonseca to Nicaragua, and
settléd” down at Realejo, one of the
finest seaports and harbors in, the
world, Here the three of us waited
gutiently for a vessel to take us to San
“rancisco. At the end of four months
the George Gordon Association, from
Philadelphia, came along, having ta-
ken tl}s San Juan river route, and
t

from G d h Leon

and Chinandego, to Realejo. Gordon
had brought this large party across
the continent without having previ-
ously made provision for vessels to
meet them at the Pacific terminus—
taking his chances, like ourselves, of
finding disengaged shipping on this
side of the continent. As luck would
have it, the Association had not been
many weeks in Realejo before two un-
chartered vessels arrived. One was
the brig Laura Anne, the other an old
coasting bark, the name of which es-
capes me at the moment. I secured
passage on the Laura Anne, and we
were soon ready forsea. The greatest
difficulty we had was to secure water
for the voyage. As over one hundred
men would sail on thelittle brig, it be-
came a serious question how to pro-
vide vessels in which to carry the
large amount of water they would re-
quire. Casks were not to be had,
so it was determined to make
square tanks out of Spanish cedar.
The tanks were made and towed well
up into the Realejo river where the
water was fresh, filled and sealed, and
then towed down to the vessel. We
sailed away well supplied, as we sup-
posed, with the indispensable ele-
ment.  But—0"homme propose, et Dieu
dispose—before we had reached the
coast of Mexico we found that our
water supply was excruciatingly defi-
cient. We had met with bad weather
and contrary winds—having run the
gauntlet for five days of tremendous
squalls, and a constant environment
of waterspouts, in the Galf of Tehuan-
tepec. When the weather quieted we
found, to our amazement, that nearly
all the tanks had burst their sides
from the swashing of the water in
them during the protracted storm.
We were at once put on short allow-
ance of water. Then it was foun
that our provisions were ghort. Lor
twenty-five days we managed to sub-
sist on a pint of water, a little weave-
ly rice and w0 buiscuit a day. 1 tell
you, boys, it was tight papers, and
many a night did I go on deck and
cool my parched and fevered lips by
putting them to the mast and licking
the dew that adhered to them.”

“Avast, there, shipmate,” cried
the west co st of Africa Captain at this
point. “Your realistic description of
how you suffered for the want of
water has made my throat as dry
powder horn. Suppose we splice  the
main brace, and then let the pioncer
proceed with his yarn."”

The Ironclad Four of course hailed
this proposition with an aflirmative
“Let’s,” and the raconteur himself
said that he had been spitting five-
cent pieces for the last hali hour, and
thought that his inside scuppers
would be the better of a washing
down.

Having poured out and digposed of
their libationg to the merry god, the
Forty-niner resumed the thread of his
narra‘ive:

“\We were off the coast of Lower Cal-
ifornia. The trades were directly in
our teeth, and the Laura Anne couldn’t
sail within fifteen points of the
wind. With that old flat mountain,
which looks as if it had been leveled
off by real estate dealers, in the days
when ts were in the business, to
make eligible gites for the villas of mil-
lionaire Titans—I say, with that
round, cut off mountain in view, we
would start on a tack and go out two
or three hundred miles, expect-
ing on the return slant to find
ourselves somewhere near the Golden
(Gate, what would be our disgust
to bring up dead abreast of the
same old I.uu‘lln;\rk we had left weeks
before! We tried the experiment two
or three times with the same success.
The last time we hove in sight of the
infernal mountain, Jim Stillman, the
supercargo, announced that there was
just enough water left to fill the small
every-day barrel we kept on deck.
This brought us to a serious council of
war, the result of which was that we
sent a committee aft to tell the Captain
to run the brig close to shore, where
we would send the small boat on an
exploring expedition for water and
provisions. It was useless to try to
beat up the co: with our brig.
storm might drive us out at sea at any
moment, and our case would then be
hopeless. Besides, we were becoming
skeletons very rapidly, and if we hac
to die of starvation and thirst, we
preferred to do so on dry land.
The Captain consented, and ran the
Laura Anne into an, indentation
marked on the old Spanish maps as
the Bay of San IFrancisco. I thought
this & curions coincidence, and told
the boys we could brag that we had
gone to San Francisco anyhow,
whether we ever reached Upper Cali-
fornin or not. Now comesthe marvel-
ous turn of our luck. The boat that
had been gent ashore came back anc
reported a laguna of fine fresh water
right near the béach. In the mean-
time we had thrown out hooks anc
lines, baited with rags, over the
side of the vessel, and to our astonish-
ment we haul in large-sized mack-
erel just as fast as we could throw our
tackle out. Then we founda small
Chilean barkentine at anchor inside
of us. She was loaded with flour,
frijoles, sugar, rice and other provis-
ions. ‘The owner of the cargo—a jolly
little Frenchman—was on board, and
he let us have whateyer we required.

[ lost notime in getting ashore. [
found the {resh water lake, as des-
cribed.  We just stripped and jumped

into that lake, and drank, and drank,
and drank. I tell you it was glorious,
Talk about the famous servant of
Fortunatus who could drink a hogs-
head of water without taking his
breath. He couldn’t have held a can-
dle to us; for the Captain actually

prohibited us from making
frequent visits ashore, lest
we should dry up the lake! A

party from our brig started off for
the Mission of San Rosario (if my re-
collection is not at fault, that is the
name) and returned with four or five
nice fat beeves, which were killed and
their meat sent on board to be salted
down. We were now in clover, and
lost no time in putting to se: ‘e
sailed due west for about a week, per-
haps longer, when we struck a wind
that enabled us to make a slant which
brought us abreast of the Golden Gate.
We had been seventy-seven days on
the voyage, and if you ever saw hilar-
ious people it was we, as we passed
through the Gate into the beautiful
harbor, which we could see, by the
forest of masts ahead of us, was filled
with shipping. As we were sailing on
a flood tide past Lime Point, Bill Roge,
(who had been with me through the
whole trip from New Orleans) called
my attention to a little schooner not
tar off, also sailing for the harbor, and
said he thought sgome of the men on
her had a familiar look. I got the
ship’s telescope and, sure enough,
there wag Captain Hammond at the
helm and the rest of our friends whom

| the member in

| improvements

we had left at Puerto la Union, scat-
tered around on the deck. As she
Inffed off from us I could plainly read
on her stern the legend ‘“Jose Castro,
of Puerta la Union, San Salvador.’
Now, boys you will see why I have so
strong an objection to going down to
the coast of Baja California. You
can’t tell when you will get back,
once you are there, and as we have
only provisions and water on board
for a month, I have no desire to risk a
repetition of my Forty-nine experi-
ence in that direction,”

This settled the question, and not a
voice was raised in favor of extending
our trip to Ensenada.

As the pioneer's yarn was a long
one, and the night was well advanced
we all braced up with a tailor’s thim-
bleful, and then retired to a soft and
comfortable couch and pleasant
dreams. ”

At an early hour the next morning
we sighted Point Loma; but the wind
had died away and it was ten o’clock
before we reached thie entrance to San
Diego harbor. Here we took a brac-
ing breeze that carried us finely
through the winding stretches of the
beautiful bay which is the pride of our
sister city. We may say, en passant,
that far out at sea we could discern the
mammoth hotel on Coronado Beach,
standing out conspiciously against the
clear sky. At that distance it looked
like an immense mound raised upona
low belt of land; but as we came
nearer, its outlines sharpened into
the symmetrical form of a great cas-
tellated structure. colossal inits pro-
portions, bus light in its architict-
ural design.  When the next day we
examined it at close range, we found a
building covering five acres, unfin-
ished, but presenting the framework of
what will be one of the most extensive
and most imposing caravansaries gin
the United States.

SAN DIEGO.

As we had not visited San Diego
for seven years, we were pre]mrcil to
find great changes, and so we did.
Where, at our last visit, the principal
business street presented but two or
three substantial buildings, we found
large numbers of them—some of a
style of architecture and of dimensions
that would do credit to our greatest
commercial capitals. Not only this,
but business had spread in all direc-
tiong, and streets that were dead
seven years ago are now adorned with
splendid brick blocks. We also found

handsome residences  on the
aforetime  bare  hills back of
the town, and a very large
and  conspicuous hotel—the Flor-

ence—several blocks inland from the
old Horton House, which still flour-
ishes, and furnished usoneof the
very few familiar landmarks which
improvement and progress have left in
the city of Bay and Climate. The city
front has been the scene of marvelous
changes. New wharves have been
erected at many points, and the Atch-
ison, Topeka and Santa Fé Company
have built a very large and substantial
pier out into deep water, where
vessels load and unload, and where a
ferry is established running every half-
hour to Coronado Beach. We were
told that the railroad company were
building a very large ferry-boat, upon
which tracks will be laid and Pullman
cars will be carried over to Coronado
Beach and the hotel. The company
have also built a verr fine and substan-
tial depot near the water-front and
have given every evidence, by their
lavish expenditure in permanent im-

provements, that they intend to
make San Diego one of their principal
objectives in Southern California. We

met many* old-time friends in San
Diego. Among these we had a pleas-
sant chat with Mr. Bryant Howard,
President of the principal bank there.
His faith in the brilliant outcome of

his beloved city has always been
great, but we mnever heard him
talk more sanguinely of her
prospects than new, that she

18 in the midst of a prosperity which
would have appeared as the acme
of the most ambitious hope when we
were there before. The dormant
energy of the old inhabitants has
awakened with the new prosperity
and outstrips even the husiness hardi-
esse of the new element. Both to-
wother are working wonders, and we
hear of far-reaching schemes for
bringing water ad libitum to town; of
projects for irrigating the dry mesas;
of plans to connect interior towns and
valieys with each other, and of pro-
grammes for building up the trade of
San Diego with a commerce beyond
gea. Some of theseschemes have to
our present sight a dreamy and illu-
sive hue; but when we think of what
was, and see what is, we exchange
our petty prescience fora self-contained
modes and say: “‘Quien sabe?”
Time gives us wisdom. Let us wait
and learn.”
IAPS AND MISITAPS,

During our day ashore we crossed
the ferry to Coronado Beach, inspec-
ted the mammoth hotel, wondered at
its amplitude and admired its prom-
ising architectural outlines, traced the
stage, proscenium and auditorium_ of
the theatre included within its walls,
wandered down to the airy and gon-
dola-like hoat-hbuse on the inner
beach, and then— wmalo suerte !—as-
sented to the proposition to take a
swim in the broad expanse of the
ocean stretching from the outer beach.
Having donned our bathing suit, we
rushed pell-mell into the breakers,
disported in the surf, turned aquatic
carracoles, floated on the crested waves
and dived from the raft in the offing.
It was great sport, and greatly we en-
joyed it, until, at a fatal moment, the
water being breast high, we ventured
to touch the bottom with one foot,
when, lo! the vicious stingaree,
lying latent where we trod, plunged
his malicious dagger into the side of
our great toe! The stingaree and our-
gelf lost no time in parting company—
he oceanward; we landward. This
gettled our fun. The kind lady who
presides over the bathing establish-
ment produced a bottle of ammonia,
poured it into the wound and swathed
linen. We had now
fully satisfied our curiosity about the
) on Coronado Beach,
for the ferry,
i thall the

and took the next car
getting back to the
alacrity possible. '
ill effect from the sting. Fortunately |
we were on the qui vive for Mr. |
Stingaree, and he had hardly touched |
us with his poisonous dart before we
were on top of the water. Had we
stepped upon him with  our full
weight, he might have given us a last-
ing reminder for our temerity in in-
vading his peculiar domain.
off cheap.
A PLEASANT INTERLUDE,
His honor, Mayor Workman,
his amiable wife,

to San Diego, Captain McFarland po- | there

litely invited them and some friends
to take a sail that afternoon to Nation-
al City and return. The ‘‘Aggie’” was
literaily covered with streamers and

flags. All  her prize bunting
was  thrown to the breeze,
and  thus bedecked, as she

lay off Santa Fe wharf,she was a thing
of beauty., The sail to National City
was a delightful one. The breeze was
just stiff enough to give our yacht a
slight cant and to send her along like
a race horse. The ladies and their es-
corts enjoyed the excursion hugely,
and on their departure were profuse
in praise of the beautiful vessel upon
which they had spent so pleasant an
alternoon.
HOMEWARD BOUND,

I should not forget that one object
of the trip was to enable our party to
carefully examine the new hotel on
Coronado Beach, most of the gentle-
men of our party belonging to a syndi-
cate that has purchased what is now
know as the Redondo Beach amd the
lands adjacent to and back of it. They
intend to make very extensive im-
provements at that point, and build
an important maritime and pleasure
town upon the fine slope in the centre
of the horseshoe which forms Redondo
harbor. Their project includes a
large seaside hotel, and g0 as to arm
themselves with a knowledge of all
the latest improvements in that line
which had been added to the Coro-
nado Beach ,Hotel, they wished to
make a very circumstantial inspection
of that building. They accomplished
their purpose, and we were, therefore,
ready to wreturn. On the trip
back our party was dim-
inished by three gentlemen who
were anxious to get to Los An-
geles on pressing business. As they
belonged to the Sixers, it would be
unkind to intimate that the press of
business arose from any internal pro-
test against the sea route. Far from
it! They left us with many express-
ions of regret that circumstances were
such that they could not see the
cruise out. Therefore, let us ‘“no far-
ther seek their reasons to disclose;”
but bid them a hearty good-by and
return to the ‘“Aggie.”

A SPANKING BREEZE.

The next morning found us scudd-
ing before an eleven-knot breeze,
cleaving the waves with our cutwater
and churning out the suds as our lee-
ward beam came down on the bi-
sected billows. There was a crisp
freshness in the atmosphere which
made one feel as if charged with elec-
tricity. The sky was clear, but here
and there could be seen a 'trail of
clouds, with tails thin and cirrous,
moving along with the velocity of
the wupper wind stratum. The
sea was covered with white-caps, and
there was a hardness in the looks of
the weather that betokened a storm.
Away ahead of us could be discerned
the bold outlines of Santa Catalina,
and over our lee bow we could faintly
see the nebulous configuration of San
Clemente Island, The weather soon
thickened and the breeze was rapidly
increasing to a gale. An examina-
tion of the log showed us that we were
footing it at the rate of twelve knots
an hour. Only the old hard-shell
Four were fo be seen above
hatches. Below there was sorrow and
trouble. The ‘“Aggie” was going
along beautifully. The wind was on
her quarter and her sails_stiffened to
it with starch-like rigidity. The
weather kept on thickening and the
gale increasing. “Thirteen knots,”

gian in charge, said she was now
making.

Whizz went the wind,, and along
went the ‘‘Aggie,” with her lee rails
under water.

“Let go the gaft topsail!”’ cried
Captain Yon. “And haul in your
flying jib!”’ he yelled to the men for-
ward, Down came the one and in
came the other. Still the ‘‘Aggie”
scudded like a scared wolf, with the
water pouring in like a mill-race
through her lee scuppers. She was
behaving so nicely that the captain
thought we bhad sufficiently eased her
of sail.

In an hour we were bearing well
down upon the east point of Catalina
Island and heading for what is usually
the windward side of the island, but
which in the present case was the lee-
ward side. San Clemente, like a long,
cologsal hump-backed whale, wasin
full view, and soon we were sailing
past the east point of Catalina and un-
der the serrated bluffs, rising sheer
out of the ocean tothe height of a
thousand or more feet, and looking for
all the world like sections of monster
cheeses, of antique and mouldy pat-
tern, that had been cut off by a knife
with a bl.de miles long, in the hands
of gigantic Titans who could play at
pins with rounded hills for balls.

AND NOW COMES A CALM,

We had no sooner got abreast of
these carbonated mountain fagades
than the wind died away, and we
were left in almost a dead calm. Our
headway was slow, but still we were
forging along. The atmosphere clear-
ed up aa suddenly as it had thickened,
and we had a splendid chance to view
the wild but grand scenery of a side of
Catalina that is rarely seen by strang-
ers, Rising back of the cleft mouldy
cheeser was the great backbone or
ridge of the island. With the glass
the gorgeousness of the cafions and
the wild picturesqueness of the peaks
and the great bow-like crown of the
range could be plainly descerned.
Here was seen an undulating
bench, narrowing as it
approached the mother mountain, and
finally losing itself in a dark gorge,
which seemed like the door to a hid-
den infierno—the entrance to which
gome pre-historic Indian Mneas had
rassed to cross the Catalinian Styx
and search for the dear shade of his
lost Palinurus. Indeed the whole
scenery of the windward side of Cata-
lina island possesses a boldness and
grandeur which is in singular con-
trast with that of the leward side,
where there is- a pastoral and
idyllie repose—a suggestion of shady
nooks, ‘‘vales shut out by Alpine
hills,” clambering vines and umbra- |
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geous trees, and ‘‘clear lakes margined 1

{with fruits of gold and whis-
| pering myrtles.” On one  side
is the rugged front of a cyclo-

pean giant, whose iron feet spurn
the lashing waves,and whose adaman-
tine face defies the sweeping storm ;—
on the other, the delicate traces of a |

sylvan nymph, whose feet are laved by |
the placid waters of perennial peace, |

and whose tresses are gently waved
by the softened zephyrs of an Arca-
dian sky.

The only point at which a landing

and | can be safely effected on the wind-

is Ballast harbor,
numberless

But

are little

was what Captain Yon, the Norwe-|

bights and inlets on the lee-
ward side, where vessels, even
in bad weather, can find safe shelter,

We spent the whole day crawling,
a8 it were, along this uninviting,
scarred and iron-bound island coast.
The next morning found us to the
northward of the island, with a fair
breeze, and sailing along handsome-
ly toward the bay that used to be
called Portuguese Bend, but which is
now more happily and euphoniously
known as

REDONDO HARBOR.

One of the greatest merits of this
projected ?ort is the fact that it is
pr d from south s by an arm
of high land which reaches out from
its southern extremity and curves like
the prouq of a horseshoe, forming a
half landlock against that most dread-
ed quarter. The harbor is protected
from the north and west by a similar
extension of high land, lapping in
upon itself and thus ensconcing the
toe of the shoe in the center o? two
converging ramparts. To be sure, these
extremities are pretty wide apart; but
they are sufliciently high to break the
back of any storm usual in these
waters before it could reach the ship-
ping in the harbor proper. Another
momentous advantage is the deep
water that comes close to the shore.
The beach is shelving but precipitous,
and good anchorage for large ves-
sels can be had at a very short dis-
tance out from shore. In the strong-
est southeaster a vessel would be su%e
anchored under the lee of the left arm
of the bay; and in a northwest gale
she could ride in safety under the lee
of the high right arm.

Gaily the ‘“‘Aggie” glided towards
Redondo Beach with all gails set and
her signal flag flying from the main
peak. As we neared the shore a pi -
turesque sight awaited us, A line of
large wall tents were pitched well up
on the rise of the beautiful slope
which forms the background to the
beach, whilst ranged in a graceful
curve near the water’s edge was a
platoon of native Californian ladies
dressed in costumes of the favorite
Spanish colors. Behind them their
caballeros, with broad sombreros and
loose jackets and trousers (some with
gaudy-colored calcineros), completed
a tableau which, as seen from the
““Aggie,” was both striking and pictur-
esque. We fired our little ship’s how-
itzer, dipped our colors and saluted
the campers with a hearty cheer,
whif®h was responded to by the ladies
with waving handkerchiefs, and by
the gentlemen with a loud “Bienven-
ida!” We dmp?ed our anchor at no
great distance from shore, yet the
chain let out marked eight fathoms.

The small boat was soon landed
and Judge Silent, Captain McFarlami
and Captain Vail proceeded to take a
hydrographic survey of the harbor.
They took soundings at various points,
went ashore and had a cheery wel-
come from the campers, (who, by the
way, were composed of the Doming-
uez family and their friends.) Here
our party was thinned out by the de-
parture of Judge Silent and two other
of its members.- Those
of us began to feel lonesome at this
second serious secession; but when
we had weighed anchor, hoisted sail
and given a parting salute to
Redondo and its fair denizens,
we recovered our gaiety umder the in-
spiriting influence of a ten-knot
breeze.

SANTA MONICA

AROUSED.

We now headed up thb coast, and in
a few hours sighted the Arcadia Hotel
at Santa Monica. The wharf was
crowded with seaside pleasure-seekers.
Under full spread of canvas we
pointed the *“Aggie’ for the wharf. Our
bunting finery was . thrown to the
breeze. The howitzer was charged.
On we sped as if we were going to
take a piece out of the end of the
wharf, Captain Yon was at the helm,
and with the eye of a master who
knew what he could do
his boat, he let the
good yacht go with headlong speed
to within a few yaras of the wharf,
when he put his helm hard down and
described a graceful curve within talk-
ing distance of the admiring crowd on
the pier. At that moment off went the
gun, dip went the colors, and about
went the yacht. The crowd cheered,
parasols answered the dip of our sig-
nals, and a sea of handkerchiefs waved
the delight of their fair owners at the
masterly seamanship display by Cap-
tain Yon. It was one of the nicest
nautical fours de jorce we ever wit-
nessed.

BACK TO SAN PEDRO.

The shades of evening coming on
apace, we loitered through the night
in the channel, and at day-break next
morning were off Firman Light. Our
cruise was drawing to a close. The
Ironclad Four still clung to the good
ship, There had been no secession
from their ranks. They had never
missed a meal nor a “‘smile.” Weath-
erbeaten and staunch, they were de-
termined to stand by the ‘“Aggie”’—
and her stores—to the last. The cook
orepared a royal breakfast, and the

ronclad Four furnished royal appe-
tites to discuss it.  All hands piped
below for the last meal. Our captain
of the west coast of Africa was ready
to wind up his best yarn on the sub-
ject of his adventures up the Congo
river. He told us how he and his
crew had once been compelled to fight
a whole dowah-load of savage negroes
sent out against them by a Portuguese
Factory at the mouth of the great river.
The Portuguese looked upon them as
interlopers, interfering with their
monopdly of the Congo trade, and
were determined to suppress them.
The negroes were armed with old-
fashioned flint-lock muskets, and com-
menced firing at long range. The |
shot fell lamentably short. Our west |
coast captain having drawn their fire
and gauged the range of their guns,
told his boys to save their ammunition
until they got to a point where they
could do execution upon the enr‘nfy
without danger to themselves. \When
the port was reached, the Captain
gave the order to “‘fire.”’ Bang! went
the trusty rifles of the whites, and as
the smoke cleared up from the first
volley, they could see that every
mother’s son of a negro had gone
overboard, They were swimming
around like seals, with their woolly
heads above water. i
ed into their midst, and the Africans

were seized one by one, hauled on
board and placed in irons. One of
the most _ intelligent of the
blacks was despatched to the fac-
tory with a note, informing
the chief Portuguese factor
that his pirates were captured. If he
wanted them he should send back by
the lbeun;r n.hrinnuczm mlooo and an
apology for his piral act, as

a8 a written declaration dluvowil:ﬁ

that were left

claim to the exclusive right of trade
with the Congo settlements. The
money was paid, and all the terms of
the demand complied with. But as
treachery was feared, our west coast
captain lost no time in giving the vi-
cmxﬁ' of the Factory a wide berth.

“‘Hello, below there; we are
geusmg Deadman’s Island. We will

at San Pedro wharf in five min-
utes,” ¥

“Enough said,” we replied, and
hastily getting our traps together, and
taking a parting “stoup,” we all sal-
lxe'glfo?h _toflerra firma,

ie train for Los Angeles was

to start. We jumped g:n boal'd;m‘yl;!d
in a few mi we were i
away for the lovely capital of South-
ern California. As we moved
the wharf, we took one long, linger-
ing look at the beautiful yacht upon
which we had passed five delightfal
days, waved her a grateful good-by,
and thus rounded up Tae Cruise or
THE “AGGIE."”

HISTORIC SHREWS.

Women Who Have Become Fa-
mous and Neotorious For
Scolding.

Some of the shrews have had as en-
during a round in history as have
some of the beauties, though owing
their fame to a very opposite quality.
England and France supply the most
prominent specimens :

Royalty first, however. Mathilda.
empress and claimant against King
Stephen for the crown of Enland, has
left a fair claim to a masterful temper-
ament. Queen Elizabeth, great as
she was, exhibits herself in some of
her letters and actions, as when
she boxed Essex’'s ears, as a ri
royal shrew. So was Catherine de Me-
dici. So,emphatically, was Christina,of
Sweden, who caused her C ber-
lain, Monaldeschi, in the right of her
prerogatives, to be strangled in a pal-
ace of the King of France. So was
Catherine of Russia a shrew, who had
absolute power to back up her shrew-
ishness.

In Henry VIIL’s reign, Lady
Moore, wife of the great nn:fl:;ood 8ir
Thomas, stands out as a very definite
shrew, who ruled her husband and
children alike -with much austerity.
But she does not, though she liked
her own way, appear, a8 far as we
can see, in any way to come nghlo
Lady Coke, in Jomes I.’s reign. is
lady drove her husband, the terrible
Chief Justice (of whom James himself
said, “Nay, mon; if Coke sends for
me, I must go”), nearly frantic. The
subject was their daughter’s mar-
riage. Lady Coke was furious, inde-
fatigable, resolute and a most accom-
plished scold,

Now for a French one little known
to English readers in general. She
was Mme. de Vervins, who in the
seventeenth century, was a fine speci-
men of the gpecies. She toid herser-
vants to kill those of a.lady whom her
lackeys insulted for venturing to de-
fend their mistress. She bullied her
husband “ incessantly, and on one
occasion in a quarrel used a riding
whipas an argpment. She habitu-
ally beat her servants violently. She
scolded her acqaintances for the least
difference of opinion, unfavorable
criticism or most minute slight offered
to her or fancied by her, and plotted

with |

their assassinatson if they opposed
her imperious and arbitrary nature.

Another woman of the same type,
who loved to play the ‘shrew” in
public, and especially at balls and

arties, was Mme. d’Orgeval. She
ived in the same time as Mme. d’Ver-
vius, Mme. d’Orgeval gave great en-
tertainments, but she and her daugh-
ter, according to the French memoirs,
chiefly loved doing insolent things in
a polite manner. On all occasions
Mme. d’Orgeval’s temper was furious
if any lady danced better or oftener
than her daughter. In one instance
of this she told the lady who offended
her that if she continugd dancing ghe
would stop the ball. She bullied her
guests with vigor, and demanded her
own way in evervthing..

Returning to England, our gallery
of portraits must not omit Sarah, first
duchess of Malhorough, whose violent
temper made her generally dreaded.
She had the good quality of lovin,
her husband, the famous general, ans
thinking him the foremost of men.
But to every one else she could bea
shrew on occasion. Poor Queen Anne
was afraid of her. She bullied her as
if she was a nobody. And in the MS.
room of the British Museam much
contemporary light is thrown on this
subject by aremarkable letter to be
seen there, written at the time, and
describing an order sent to the Duke
and Duchess to give up their insignia
of office without notice, and telling the
latter that she was not to come to the
Queen, who, no doubt, was afraid of
her. This was at the time when her
enemies’ intrigues (led by her cousin,
Miss Masham, whom she had placed
:rltlvuurt in her interest) were success-
ul.

S i R
The ¢“Jerks’ at a Revival.

The “‘falling exercise’’ became not
8o common, and the ‘‘jerks” succeed-
ed. These, if possible, were harderto
account for than the former, and it is
impossible for me to fully describe
them. The first I saw affected with
them were very pious, exemplary per-
sons. Their heads would jerk back
suddenly, frequently causing them to
give a ery, or make some other invol-
untary noise. After this nearly all
classes became subject to them. The
intelligent and the ignorant, the strong
athletic man and the weak, effeminate
persons were handled alike by them.
Sometimes the head would fly every

The captain sail- |

way so quickly that the features could
not be recognized. Ihave seen their
heads fly backward and forward so
quickly that the hair of females would
be made to crack like a carriage whip.
Some wicked persons have taken

“jerks” while ridiculing them, and~ __

been powerfully operated on; others
have taken them while trying to
mimiec them, and had the fit in good
earnest. One thing that appeared al-
most, if not entirely miraculous, was
that among the hundreds I have seen
get them, [ never knew or heard ofone
being hurt or injured thereby, beyond
a soreness caused by their efforts to
avoid them.—[American Magazine.

e et e
A Prchistoric Monsser.

Tn a sand pit near Omaha two enor-
mous teeth have been dug up.
naturalists who tell the story of their
discovery say that they must have be-
longed to some animal that was at
least “‘six times as large as the mod-
ern elephant,” and that ate timber as
a steady diet. Maybe the existence of
such an animal accounts for the vast
prairies of the west, and that he

to death when the supply of

mpn out.




