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166 Over the Rocky Mountains to Alaska.

pole of your enemy without shedding a
feather. There is hope for Alaska in the
line of a summer resort.

As ghostp scent the morning air and
are c'ispersed, so we scented the air,

which actually seemed more familiar as

we approached Washington in the great
Northwest; and the spirit of peace, of

ease and of lazy contentment that had
possessed our souls for three weeks took
flight. It was now but a day's sail to

Victoria, and yet we began to think we
would never get there.

We were hungry for news of the world
which we had well-nigh forgotten. Three
weeks! It seemed to us that in this little

while cities might have been destroyed,
governments overthrown, new islands

upheaved and old ones swallowed out of
sight. Then we were all expecting to find

heaps of letters from everybody awaiting
us at Victoria or Port Townsend, and our
mouths fairly watered for news.
We took a little run into the sea and

got lost in a fog; but the pilot whistled
for the landmarks, and Echo answered;
so that by the time the fog was ready to

roll away, like a snowy drop-curtain, we
knew just where we were, and ran quietly

into a nook that looked as if it would fit


