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strikes, bat I fear has not been permanently benefited by the
few thousand he received for his claims, For one or two
reasons I hired Duncan to go with me, halp pack my camping
outfit, and do the work about the camp.  Many pleasant
hours have I spent with him in front of our camp-the; of
his carly life I could. learn bug little. A Scotchmman, well
tducated at one of the colleges in Glasgow, his intelligent
looking face bespeaks a better and more regular life than he
has led.  His native “ mountain-dew” possibly ix responsible
for his not vecupying a more prominent position in the world
than he does,  He could rattle off lines from Burns and Long-
fellow in a style that made me feel my own ignoranee.  1lis
mannerand whole demeanor was that o 2 efined and edueated
man, and one that made it a pleasure to be in his company.

One day, wanting Dunean, I vent on a littde exploring
expedition to find his cabin. Though not more than a mile
back from the railroad track, it was in a lonesome spot, not a
soul near him. A shanty built of sproce poles and elvnked
with moss was his mansion, The dreadtul lack of order and
cleanliness, and the complete absence of all comfort in~ide,
mide one ehill with pity to think that 2 human being would
cat, drink and slecp in such a miserable shack. No one could
more completely isolate himeelf from the *“ madding crowd
than by taking up his residence in such a place. I took his
pictare, with that of the shanty, and named him ** The North
Shore Hermit.”?

Black River, twelve miles west of Jackfish, i a beautiful
stream. . Between the milroad bridee and the lake, some two
miles, are gome magnificent falls,  The firsst one from the
bridge is a dark and mighty chasm, which makes one shudder,
a feacful abyss, wildand awe-producingin its terrible fierceness.
Fhose below it, and nearer the lak., are extremely beautiful ;
it ix too bad that the R. R. bridge did not cross the stream just
below one of these, so thai the Pitssengers on passing traing
could view the grandeur of a waterfall on this wild river. The
water ig dark and still for & mile or more up from the bridge,
after that it is wild and mapi2. Imade a trip up its banks once
only. My take was not a large one.  Last dugust I fished it
down with but little success. 1 know it iz a good tront stream,
but to fizh it one needs a canoe (and camping outfit) and to
ascend it up to beyond where it has been tished. Tt isn larger
viver than the Steel, and 1 know no reason why it should not
be as good a trout stream. I believe it is a better one, as it is
much larger and longer, and I have reliable information of
large fish having been taken in it.

Pine River, at -Mazokama Station, is a pretty stream; 1
-amped on it several days onone of my fishing trips. 1 had for
i companion a locomotive engineer, whom 1 picked up at
Sehreiber; he was a splendid fellew in camp, and we had a
pleasant time.  About three miles up the river we came to an
almost solid barrier of rock, broken, tumbled and jumned into
the river's course, the water percolating through clefts and
crevices. Wao climbed this ahnost perpendicular dam of rock,
and found that above it was a streteh of still water : a8 we had
no canoe with ug, we conld not ¢ay... . *further, co I do not
know what there may be beyond.

The next station west .»»m the Mazokama is the world
renowned Nepigon—safe to sayv the greatest tront stream in the
waorld.  Thousands of newspaper columns have been filled, and
books been written, extolling its great wild beauty, and fishing
resources, o it is needless for me to give moe than a passing
description of it It is the largest river of all those I have
named as running into Lake Superior,  To Lake Nepigon it ix
hirty miles long, but in this course it pasees four or five

smaller lakes.  ‘The seenery along the river is of the grandest
description, and i well worth going to see, even though one
never catches a fish,  Luke Nopigon is a magnificent sheet of
water, seventy miles long and fifty wide, studded with a
thousand islaneds; it is o picture that would make the eyesof a
Ruskin sparkle with joy. The Nepigon Lake is perbaps the
source fiom whenee the river dranws s endless supply of
trout ;and while many tourists go every scason and fish it, to
all appearanees the nnmbeis are as great to-day as when the
first white man wetted a line init.  The fish may be, and very
possibly are, more whimsical, at times preferring certain flies to
others, and, ax in all rivers 1 have fished, may have their oft
times, when they will not take anything you may offer them;
but the great Nepigon River fished as it is to-day, will afiord
good sport to the skilful angler long after all the Jirciples of
Walton now living will be dead and gone,

The Nepigon, begides being the Iargest nud best trout river
flowing into Lake Superior, is the eusiest fished, as Indiung,
with their canoes and camping outfits can be hired theve ; while
doing the smaller rivers it is only by chanco that one can get a
guide or companion to go along to help over the portages and
do the work around camp.

Of all the travelling on foot I ever did the going up the
tfrout streams I have named is the most laborjous. Sometimes
in the river, sometimes along a shore =0 thick with alders and
willows as to make it impassable ; again, climbing over and by
steep rocks, in places the path is so narrow and dangerous that
only the long thick moss, which gives you a hold for your
hands and feet, makes negotimion possible. It is the hardest
of hard work, and if it be a strange river you are going up yon
never know what may be in store for yout a hundred yards
ahead. It may be a sheer rick that completely bars your
Progiess and makes you tiake to the river again and wade, or,
should the water be too deep and rapid, then there i3 no way
for it but to bark up on Your trail and strike a new line.
Though the Inbor be of the severest kind, the compensation is,
that yon are exploring, and never know whit pool or fine trout
streteh may open out to you in the river at any moment. All
the disappeintments, all the excitement, all the enchanting
anticipation of new discoveries, are part of your programme,
and for years afterwards ou have in your mind's eye photo-
graphs of those wild rugged scenes you have enevuntered along
the rivers of the great ** Lone Land.”

I numed all the pools on Steel River, from Lake Superior
to Mountain Lake. The fint pool from the lake is “The
Lower Porl.” 1t is on the east side of the river, and is dark
and deep ; jormed by an outlet from Steel Lake, and & rush of
water as it leaves the gravelly rapids in the river and sweeps
along the 10cks by the shore.  Many aie the big fish that have
been taken out of that pool, although T have not had my early
luck there during the last few seasons I have fished it. P erhaps
it is too conveniently fishable.

The first turn above the bridge is * Owl's Corner,” so
named because one season when I fished the river, four or five
young owls had their home there, and, when passing, we
almost always saw them sitting side by «ide on a spruce or
balsam limb.  The first good pool up the riveris the * Rock
Pool.””  Fome one has since honored me by calling it “ Smith's
Pool.” It is on the west bank of the river, and s about a mile
up from the R.R. bridge. It is a beautitul streteh, and when
the tish are taking well, large ones are had hore,

About 2 mile above the Rock Pool is “ The Bagin,” the
best pool on the river. I named it *“"The Bisin® beeause of
its peculiar formation. The river narrows and runs through



