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1.0 3 Wool or scal fur, ribbed with sil-
ver wwist.

Tall—=Two Indlun Crow feathers.
(3) Wings—Indfan Bustard.

Hackle—Red (undyed) game cock
hackle.

Body—Yellow floss stlk, ribbed
with gold tinsel, and red game cock
carrled down the body.

‘Tall—Red worsted.

The wings should be doublad and
laid on flat over the bodles. ‘These pat-
terns have been well tested by friends
as well as ‘by me, and no angling *‘fa-
mily should be without them.”

My thne belng limited, I was only
able to have two good days when the
fishing was at its best last season.

The first of thesc days was on the
lake some time during the latter part
of May. A learned Jjudge, who was
‘n town to administer the law during
the assizes, suggested that we should
have a day's tlshing together bafore
he left the town, a suggestion which I
am glad to say, I was able to act up-
on. It was a lovely day, mord like
summer than spring, but rather paight
for good fishing. We determined to
try ourluckat a part of the lake about
flve miles from the town where, it had
been reported several heavy baskets
had recently been made.

Anglers are not famed for strict ver-
acity, and I fear the Nelson Wuaitan-
tans are no exception to the ruie; hut
in spite of our being perfectly aware
of that fact, we decided to glive the
place a trial, for the day was fair and
the scenery up the lake magnlficent.

Our progress up the lake wdas some-
what retarded by a head winl, coase-
quently we did not arrlve at our desti-
nation untfl lunch time.

About two o'clock we set to work,
but the fish rose slowly and hals-
heartedly, and by 4 o'clock our bas-
kets were light. My companion sug-
gested & change of scene, so we holst-
ed our sall and had a glorious run
before a spanking breeze, nor did we
stop until we had passed the town.

Just below the Rallway Company’s
wharf, we saw some fish ‘isiig, $» we
hied us there and cast over the disap-
pearing bubbles .\ quick spiesh and
a gleamof silver gladdened our falling
hopes, and presently we had tne aet
under a beauty. More fisn begarn to
rise; whenever it was passible we
would row wilthin reach of the rising
fish, casting over them as quick'y as
we were able, so as to atteiet thelr
attention bLefore thy sank Jdown into
the depths: if we were sharp cnough
we Invariably met with suce?ss.

The sun was now low down Iu the
heavens, and the fish hegan to rise as
if they meant business. W hag enly
light rods, and as the fish were above
the average size of the lake trout, we,
perhaps, wasted more time than we
ought to have done in landing our fish.
For abaout an hour and 2 half the fun
waxed fast and furious, then the rises
dAiminished. My companlon scemed
tired, and I was horribly hungry, so
we decided to return home. On our
way back the fish began to move
agaln, and we picked up one or two
stragglers before we reached the boat
house.

IWe gave a few of the fish away to
a less successful brother angler, who
was returning home with ue. The
church bLolls recalled to us the la-
mentable fact that we had profaned
the Sabbath (ancevent of frequent oc-
currence in Nelson, T fear), o we stole
home through the bye-wavsg far fear
of ‘meeting the faithtul on th:r way
to their various conventicles.
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Qur bag still contalned clos® on
thirty fish, weighing 37 pouands, ahout
as pnetty a basketful as any reason-
able angler could wish to have,

We pregented some the spoll to the
Rresoyterian mimster in order 10 assu-
age our guiity consclences.

T"he other day we referred to was oa
the river, later in the year, aboul the
end of August. The lake begins to
tise during April, owting to the melting
snows, Is at its zenith In July, and be-
gins to fall gradually from Auguast
until winter sets tn. The best sport in
the river is obtalned when the waterls
falling, September beling, as o rule,
tne best month,

The ratlway runs alongside the
river to Robson,where the Xootenal
Joins the Columbia river, a distance
ot about twenty-two miles.

Good filshing may be had nt almost
any point on the rlver, thougs, of
course, some parts are bedr than
others. Many of the most liely ‘ook-
fng pools are never fished owing partly
to the difficulty of uccess, paruy 0
the local indifference to trying un-
known water when good sport may b
made sure of in well known portions
of the river.

As there were ladies in our parly,
we declded to try a portion of the
viver nar to wher therc Is naw 2 s*a-
tion (Slocan Junction) as hew,y wvasy
of access, and not too much frequent-
c¢d by anglers.

Slocan Junction s about sixteeh
miles fiom Nelson; it is only a few
minutes’ walk froma place where the
river expands into a small lake, irown
locally as Ward’s Crossing, 2 favariie
and excellent angling station, bat a
little too popular with anglars for my
fancy.

We arrived at the river side about
11 a.m. The heat was intense, but
the mosquitos were painfully active,
s0 there was nothing for it but to light
a fire in order to defend the ladles
from the ravages of these persistent
insccts. One of our party in a well-
meaning, but mistaken, manner, sug.
gestod cigarcttes, but as the ladles
were rather shy of each other, the ad-
vance was indignantly repelled. 1t
was too hot to fish, so0 we had eazly
lunch, then sought a place of shad.,
where I dressed a few files, rather
larger than those I ordinasly used,
for the cvening's fishing.

One of the party who had
prospecting for a more inviting ¢unp-
ing ground, came and offered to ‘ecad
us to a veritable fairy detl, ir only we
were prepared to do a little_climbing.
We shouldered our basket of provan-
der and scrambled over fallen timber
and rocks for some 300 yards, until
we came to a little hollow just at the
cdge of the forest bordering the rlver
bank.

Fortune had, indeed, favored our
prospector in sclecting a camping site.
Imagine a level patch of moss-carpat-
cod ground, about fifteen yards squsre,
arched over by cnormous oine trees,
the ajr laden with the sceat of the
svringa blossom mingled swith the in-
cense-like odor of the resinous pine,
in the back-ground a dense black for-
est, impenetrable almost on account of
the thick undergrowth, and In the
foreground a marvellous scene. The
mighty river faling down, through 3
chasm of huge Jagged rock, some
forty feet, sending up showers of
spray that seemed to be transform-
ed by the suns into myriads of jewels,
then forming into a flerce rapld,
churning its waters Jnto thick white
foam, here and there dashing upwards

baen

clmost  backwards, with great vio-
lence, as If protesting agalnst the pre-
sence of the enormous boulders in its
bed, {mpeding its headlong course.

On the further shore u gigantle
rock bounded the waters in, crowned
on fts summit with cedars; beyond
that a vast undulating park-like for-
est, and in the far distance, the mount-
ains towering above everything.,

We were sufficiently far {(rom the
falts not to be troubled with the roar
of the falling water in the distance,
and the fact that the chasm came be-
tween us and the falls produced u so-
norous effect, not unlike the pedal notes
of a cathedral orgai.

“Sing,”” we unanhnously corled, to
one whose glorious contralto volce
was well known in the leading cities
of the old world; ‘sing us the song
of love and death of Isolde,” cried
one; “but sing us some song that
shall be grand in its slmpl.city. s» .+
thing that will appeal to us all.,”” We
Hstened and walted; presently she
began the old Scotch song, “The Bon-
nie Banks of Loch Lomond,” softly
at first, then swelllng out, ending with
a diminuendo, with a rare skill and
pathos, the exquisite organ of hex
voice blending with the diapasons of
the troubled water. ‘The singer ended
and a hush came over the erstwhile
merry party; we all saw visons of the
past rising in our fancles, and we were
sad, for we were pligrims from a far
land, and had lovea ones, friends and
homes thousands of miles behind us.

I felt lumps rising In my throat, and
not liking to make a fool of myself
before women, sauntered away with
my rod, under the pretence of fishing.
Even by the river brink, above the
thunder of the falls, I could hear the
singer; it tas “Farewell to Loch
Aber” now, the tune the piper had
played us cur traln avas moving cut
of Banchory station at the and of -ur
farewelt visit to Dee-side, before
leaving the old country. ( could stand
it no longer, so scrambled over rocks
hastily toward the avaterfall, barking
my shins unmercifully against a rot.
in so doing. -

Just below the falls a man W s fshe-
ing avith some sort of balt; as 1 wiutch-
ed he pulled out 2 splendid trous, ar.gd
I awoke from my reverle.

In splte of the heat, I fished steadily
for about ar hour, catching one o1 two
rfair sized fish. Then some one ~1neg
andu dragged me away for, possibly,
some other refreshment — not unwill-
ingly—and we rested and walted for
the sun to decllne. A party of men
had invaded our sanctuary mini had
begun ‘0 erect a tent, evidently insead-
ing to stay there for a few days. Four
of them started to fish, and we wa'k-
ed down to the river to waisnh them,
I noticed one or two good fish rise
about twenty yards, at least, from
the shore, right at the edge of the
rough water. The sun was Jow off
the river at that particulwr place, so
I determined to try and cast ove- the
riging fish. This was none too «axy to
do, for the rocks behind male crer-
head casting impossible, and thacen-
stantly changing eddies and :rents
made *“Spey” casting difficult. (For
the benefit of the Sasenach, T should
gtate that by the “Spey’” cast ig
meant & method of throwing the fly
without taking the fly out of the water,
a feat which takes a lot of practice
to accomplish.) Sometimes T  would
succeed, and sometimes my Jine wanld
cause me to expostulate in a peofone
tongue: ‘but nearly every time that I
gucceeded in getting out a long lin> T



