
August 11th.  Today I left the trading establishment of the Verdigris to proceed on a land journey up the Arkansas, accompanied by a hunter named Lee.  We crossed the river, and proceeding through the alluvion, entered the prairie, over which we continued in the westerly course, encamping in the evening upon the banks of a small creek.  To the south of our encampment, we had in view a low ridge of hills very abruptly broken into fantastic contours.   Our route was directed towards the Salt river, or the first Red river of the Arkansa, called by Pike the Grand Saline, and about 80 or 90 miles distant from our encampment.


At length we arrived on the banks of a small clear brook dammed up by the beaver.  Towards evening, greatly fatigued, we observed clouds of sand to rise at a distance, in about an hour after, we came upon the rocky bank of the First Red Fork or Salt River, which, though very low, was still red and muddy, bordered with an extensive beach similar to the Arkansa.
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