
A CANOE TRIP TO LAKE MISTASSINI.

a cliain of shallow lakes. At the end
of these we clinbed a high granite
ridge, and found the river on the
other side but four miles distant. By
making three short portages and tra-
versing another chain of lakes, we
finally reached it In places, tall,
bleached rampikes show where fire
lad swept along the shores of the
river for miles, rivino the scenery
such a dreary, umonotonous tint that
the heart aches with a sense of wild
loneliness. For over 100 miles fr. mu
its mouth, the river runs in a shallow
valley, eut into stratified sands and
clavs. It is fully as large as the Ot-
tawa at Ottawa citv, with an average
breadthi of -third of a mnile, In one

place the wiole river riislies through
a cleft in tlhe rocks. les than twety

a ,ed</e. I( must be very deep,
aUd it ruus so swiftly that stones
wteigingçr over a huindred pounds were
carried long distances before sinking
ont of sight A few vards apart,
iieitlir of Ils could lear the halloo
of the otuer While the outtit was
bein g cairied acss, w e " ran the
line lown anl arounid the seni-cir-
cular gorge, ot-iing several fine
photosofrapidsand
falls bv the wav.
The total drop was
230 feet, and it
took uis ninle Ilours
to goless than tire J
aTla -quarter mi ies.

On1 the portage.
tue imlen hlad evell 1
w'orse tiale, wvading-
thirough imuskeg
for over a mile and
a-half, and climb-
ing over fallen trees
the' greater part of
the i'eminringiiii<' Mile

Thev \ere so tired
that tlie silept on MASTER'
the rocks, rather
than go to the trouble of pitchiing their
tent.

One evening we had " a big time
capturing geese. Wlen pusilng tlheir

feathers, they cannot fly well, and
when pursued thîey poke tleir leads
under clumps of grass an pieces of
bark. Making a slash for ome, we'd
wring its neck, and start after another.
The fun grew fast and furious, and
reached a climnax when Tonnny
tripped and flew over a fallen tree,
with a big fat goose in each hand.
Johnnie used to say, " I tell yon, fine
goou', le taste good wvhîen you have
eat imueh pork and beau.'

A Il along the river we saw signs of
heaver, and shot a few on the way
down. Very few Indians hunt on this
river now. It is diflicult to naviga1te,
and fish are so searce that we only
made thîrce or four hauls, tlhough we
set our nets about twice a week.
We were on thte East Main for 27

davs, and did not meet a living soul
until within two days of its muth,
wlien we met an Indian and his family
going up to hunt. Alnost every day
we saw hear tracks, but oily one bear,
w-hich was swimnuing up the river.
and too far away for a siot.

In 1,87, however, the Chief and
J. M. M. (who recently figured in the
Behring Sea controversy), landed on
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an ishinl in Jamies' Bay to pick ber-
ries, aid caile across a hear sone
distainice froii shiore. M. had a tin
pail ini his Iand, and asked tlhe Chief
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