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This line recommcnclod by IMr. ]\Iitcli-

ell would run just e:ist of Dukota,

thi'uu^li tlio eastern portion of Nebras-

ka, a littki to tlie east of the miildle of

Kansas, throu<^li the middle of Indian

Territory and Texas. Montana, Idaho,

Colorado, and Xew Mexieo all lie west

of it ; and if the Cherokees were to at-

tempt to-day to claim that *' perpetual

outlet to the west, and the use of all the

country west of" their own, they would

be confronted by hundreds of thousands

of Texan rangers. New ^Iexic<i stock-

men, Arizona miners, and California

orange growers.

In the north, across Montana and Ida-

ho,— through and beyond the Nez Per-

ces' old country,— immigrants by the

thousand are steadily pouring into Or-

egon and Washington Territory. Two
railroads are racing, straining muscles

of men and sinews of money, to be first

ready to carry this great tide. The
grandchildren of the men who are now
cutting down primeval pines on the

shores of Puget Sound, and on the foot-

hills of Oregon's mountains, will live to

see Ortigon as thickly settled as Mas-

sachusetts, and the shore line of Puii'et

Sound set lull of beautiful hamlets and

summer homes, like the Mediterranean

Kiviera.

The foreseeing, forecasting of all this

gives a tender, regretful, dreamy flavor

to every moment of one's sailing on the

Sound. As island after island recedes,

and promontory after prouiontory sli[)S

back a^ain into the obscuritv of its own
sheltering forest shadows, the imagina-

tion halts and lingers behind with them,

peopling their solitudes, and creating

on shore and hill a prophetic mirage of

cities to be. Shiftinu fo<;s add their ca-

pricious illusions and everywhere height-

en the mystery and multiply the mirage.

These mists are the Puget Sound lot-

tei-y for voyagers, aiul, like all lotteries,

tht^y deal out many bitter blanks of dis-

appointment to one prize. Scores of

travelers cruise for days iu the Sound

without once seeing land, except when
their boat touches shore. Jn duly and

August, what with fogs and smoki; from

burning forests, a clear dav is a rare

thing, and navigation, though never dan-

gerous, becomes tiresome enough. " I

tell you, you get tired of feelin' your

way round here in the fog, in August,"

saiil one of the Sound ca[)tains to us,

'•It don't make any dilference to me. I

can run my boat into Mctoria, when I

can't see my hand's length before mo,

just as well 's when it's clear sunshine ;

but it's awful tedious. There's lots of

folks come up here, an' go battk, and

they hain't any more idea o' what the

Sound 's like than 's if they 'd sat still

iu Portland. I always feel real sorry

for them. I just hate to sec any travel-

ers comiu' abt)ard alter Auijust. June's

the montli for the Sound. You people

could n't have done better if you "d been

sailin' here all your lives. You 've hit

it exactly right."

We had, inde<!d. We had drawn a

seven days' prize of fair weather : they

were June's last seven. It is only fair

to })as3 on the mnnber of our ticket

;

for it is the one likeliest to be lucky in

any year.

I3y boat from Portland down the Wal-

"lamet River into the Columbia, down
the Columl)ia to Kalama. and fi'om Ka-

lama to New Tacouia by rail, is the

ordinary dry- weather route from Port-

land to Pugi't Soiuid. Kalama, how-

ever', has a habit (A' ducking inider, in

the hiiili times of the Columbia Hiver
;

and at these seasons travelei's nui^t push

on, northward, till llu'y come to some

s|)ot where llie railroad track is above

water. Ou this occasion we had to sail

well up the Cowlitz Kivei" Ix-^lori^ we
reached a placi! where sfeam engines

could go dry-shod and sufe. Thence

ninety \niles to Tacoma,— ninety miles

of half-cleared wilderness ; sixteen em-

bryo towns on the way, many of ihem

bearing musical old Indian names :

Olequa, Napavine, Kevvaukum, Cheha-
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