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[Continued from June Number.)

E STARTED “from Bass Lake
about 6 aan. I had my canoe
driven in a farmer's waggon
over the fifteen miles, and I
wonld here say that the

proper canoe for these waters is a
beamy, fourteen foot undecked, light
canoe. My canoe was dixcked fore
and aft and was not beamy enough
and so drew too much water; a very
good canoe for the open lake but not
the thing for rapids. Tho shorter,
beamler canoe answers for both. The
entrance to Bass Lake is grand in the
extreme; the outlet is through a wil-
low brook with a clay bottom. There
are two dam obstructions which are
casily surmounted. At the second dam
there is 2 fall of a hundred feet for
the first jump, followed by a series
of leaps over rocks, I had been told
that a quarter of a mlle portage was
all that T need make. At the end
of the qua ter of a mile we came to
a fork 4n the tote road, or trall (the
road by the way i3 on the south of
the dam). If I had iaken that to the
teft T would have had a walk of four
miles and my trip would have been
much less eventful, wut I took the
road leading to the right, which led
me to what I thought was the foot
of the raplds. The water was still
very swift, but McGregor had been
sc positive that I thought it was all
right. We embarked and shot dswn
like a bullet from a Mauser rifle. We
had gone about two hnundred yards
and saw another fall. We had just
time to jump on to some rocks, where
we held on to the painter of the canoe,
which swung swiftly, the stern filllng
with water; with the bow well out
of the water, as she hung over the
falls. The blankets were In the stern
and my camera was floating inside the
canoe. The grub, as I called it, or
chuck as Atkins called it, was kept
dry. This was qulte as exciting an
adventure as I had hoped to have, but
not without its enjoyment. The Aus-
tralian poet glves us a true touch of
human nature when he says:
* No game Is worth a rap
For a rational man to play
In which no dicaster, no mishap,
Could passibly find its way."

We waded to shore, pulling the
canoe with us, and found that we had
made a three-inch hole in ft. £ had

brought resin with me, and beeswax
as I thought, but somehow the bees-
wax was forgotten. I found that a
Ittle fat pork put with th2 resin is

a very falr substitute, making it

tougher. A good canoe for the rap-
ids should have foot boards screwaed
on. When a hole is made in a canoe
1t {s generally in the bottorn, somne-
where near the middle. A thie piecce
of whittled cedar, large enough to lit-
tle more than cover the hole, is pluc-
ed between the bottom of the camnoe
and the foot board, which I3 screwed
Jdawn again and the space is fillad up

then hegan to lay up a supply of wood
—cnough to have heated a house for
a month. Dry muple, pine and cedar,
and green birch, keep a good supply
of llve coals. This put & very cheer-
ful appearance upon matters in gen-
eral, and I thought of the other poet
who sald:

O, don't the duys seew blank and long,

When everything's right and nothing's wrong,
And fsn't your Hfe extremely flat,

When there's tothing whatever to grumble st

This was after Atkins had stumbled
on a very good tote road that would
have brought us past these raplds
without any difficulty. The proper
course here s to start from the sec-
ond dam, the guldes carrying the
canoes and outfit and the flshermen
wading down stream and tishing as
they go. “his would make it perfect-
1y satisfactory; there Is not an hour
lost and the trip Is easy; so easy, thut
with a2 few trees cut out, that bother
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with the resin and fat pork, making a
tight repalr. Then the canoe is turn-
ed over and the resin is put on the
outside. This was a Peterboro canoe.
I have made most of my trips in bark
ocnoes, and I am not quite sure that
I do not iike them better than the
Peterhboro. We put the canoe in the
water again and although we did not
upset in our galop down the four
mlles of raplds, two more holes were
made in it. We, ourselves, recelved a
few bruises and practiced two or three
hours of wading, but we kept our
hair dry through it all. At four
o’clock I asked Atkins how he felt.
"About played out, sir,” he said. “Al
right then,” I sald, *“we will camp
here and dry up everything.” We

conslderably now, ladies could make
the trip.

I never put in a sounder night's
sleep.

Mext morning, we gtarted at five
o'clock, after about ten hours repose.
We felt like two glants refreshed,
veady for anything that came along.
From where the Little Echo Rlver
joins the Big Echo River we had
plenty of water. Our speed was very
great 98 we came aown and great
care had to be taken not to strike
the sheals fn the river. This s excel-
lent trout water. About seven o'clock
that morning we ran Into a huge hem-
lock tree, around a swift bend, whose
branches filled the entire stream. We
lost a hat here, took in some wa-
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