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BASS FLSHING ON RIDEAU LA4KE.

JHAD ruachud forty without having cat a ine, an unusual
I xpuiencu in thie country among men who have any

means on lisure. Whun a hoy, armed with hook and line
and limbur rod, cnt from the bushes, and with a worm for
bait, I ussayud to lune the trout and other small fiches
from a strcam nuar my paturnal home. I would angle for
houns, noting in the dlean water whole ewarns of little fish
surronnding my hook and nibbling the bait at will. Terrible
jerks made 1, but to no purpose. Weary and vexed at ill
luck I was induccd to surrundur my nod to a littlu darky
boy about haif my size, who would forthwith begin pull-
ing np the fiche by the dozen. I took a violent dicike
for fishing. It was cluarly not an intelluctual diversion.
It seumud unworthy of a man possecssing any mental
undowments.

Thun came collugu lifu, the study for a profession and
its pursuit. Labonions literary laboure were interlarded,
and thu;i the yuars passecd. Boyhood gnadually nîerged
into manhood and yonth crupt rklong until the gray haire
and thin patch and the rude awakcning of the fotieth
binthday gave solumn wanning that the vernal uquinox
was passed and lifu wonld know no more the odouns of its
fret sping. Dning aIl thusu busy yeare, entirely ab-
sorbed in the pursuit of knowledgc, fame and fortune, 1. look-
cd with pity upon the dludeà montaIs who wene wasting
thein timu and enurgies on any such paltry and purposeles
pastime as fishing. Among the mure plcasune-loving
crowd 1 rcgarded thuse excursions as the fitting comple-
ment of an aimîes lifu; but when I saw strong-minded
men, posseesing braine and ablity and advancing rapidly
in business, professional practicu and public lifu, deliber-
atuly collecting together an elaborate kit and guar and
starting ont on a fishing excursion, I could not help
feeling that thuy wurc the victime of a mild form of
insanity.

This bit of vury uninîportant autobiography is given
muruly as a pruludu to a narrative-a sort of quiet and
sombre background for the little pîcture that je to follow.

Dning the summer of 1889 I wae urged by a fiend
nsiding nean Bnockville, Ont., to corne for a visit, and
among other inducumunts offenud was a wuek's fishîng oni
the Rideau Lake. He had just discovured rhe beauties
of this region and its menite, and had crected a hotel on
onu of the numenous islande, with the intention of uîaking
the place a favounitu summen nesont. If niy dean friund
conld have known of the good-natuned contempt that such
a proposition awakened in niy mind I fear hie invitation
would not have buen given. But, to shorten matturs, 1
was finally induced to go to Brockville for a little visit,
but with many misgivinge and painful anticipations of
borudom. Ont of good nature, and to avoid the appear-
ance of churlishness, I also consented to go to the lake onu
Tuusdt&y afturnoon, spend the nîght at the hotel, and tlie
ncxt day start for home. With secret cunning I inwardly
reflectud that this would preclude the possibility of pro-
tracted bnnudom.

Off we stanted onu Tuesday afternoon late in August.
The day was beautiful. We took the new liue of railway
fnom Bockvill-thu Brockville, Westport and Sauît Ste.
Maie-and in a short time were at Westport, a little
town situated at the head waters of the Rideau system of
lakos. It was now dnsk, and entening onu of those charm-
ing little stuam yachts that are so coînmon along the St.
Lawrence and ite tributary waters we had a pleasant sail
of tun miles and then landud at Long Island, and wene soon
made conifotable in the hotel-one of the model suminer
structures of the peiod, built, as usual of boards nailed
to a frail framework-no shingles without and no plaster
within. As you lic on a veny comfortable bed, moon-
light or sunlight works away in through littie apertures in
the woodun walls, and your fellow guet in the room abovu
makes hie preunce fuît on the board floor ovun youn head
a trifle more ditinctly than if hu were in your own room.
Broad verandahe of course surround the house, and it is alto-
gether an ideal summur lodging. 1 spent my first night in
the dlibunatu pursuit of absolute ret and pleasuru, it hav-
ing been dturminud before retiring that we wuru to bu up
at 5.30 in ordLer to indulge in onu fishing tour befone I
took my departure. I accepted this as a compromise, and
fuît an inward sunsu of pride and slf-complacency at this
tibutu to îoy good-naturu and self-sacrifice.

Thu morning broku radiantly dlean, as only an Anguet
monning in Ontario can break. Thure was not a cloud in
the sky, but the enn's billiant raye werc tempcred by a
thin, druamy haze, which so oftun lende a subdned charm
to the beauties of an early autumn morning. I dîd not
nuud to bu awakened; and, taking a hasty bath and thnow-
ing on my clothes, I tepped out on the verandah. The
scune was truly supurb. Long Island stands in the centre
of the laku, and aIl about and in uvury direction ance maller
islande covcned with ich foliage, and hure and thure are
newly-bnilt summur cottages that wealthy pensons have
erectcd. Thusu are the advance guard of numbers which
will appuar whun the beauties and advantages of the place
bucome btter known. My host soon appeared, together
with the genial Dr. M., who accompaniud us on the tour.
Turning to the watur's udge, 1 saw the boatman already
at work making the preparations nucuseany for the fishing
excursion. Pnesently the rode wene brought forth, and
ruels adjusted, the lines pnuparud and the hooke attached.

I wae pnesented with the gear that I was to use and
startud with the ret of the party for the boats, feeling
certain every moment that I wold either break the rod
by some blundering or contrive to get the hook neatly

imbeddcd either in my clothes or flesh ; but we got safely
on board the boats. My host and 1 occupied one, the
doctor and his fiend the other. Each boat was admir-
ably itted up with ail conveniences. Two heavily-cush-
ioned seats were prepared for the fishurs, while the boat-
man sat in the bow and rowed, and had, in addition, the care
of a kettle of live minnows, our bait, and a landing net,
which was to contain the many trophies of our prowess.
Thus it was that for the firet time in my life 1 started on
a fishing excursion. The boatman gave his first pull at the
oars. IlWhat a piece of hopeless idiocy," thought I, Iland
for grown-np men" My self-respect was well nigh extin-
guished, and the minutes were counted until it shonld be
safely over and 1 once more back to sensible pursuits and
among national beings.

We soon reached the Ilfishing ground." Massie-that
was our boatman's name, and he was a thorough expert-
dropped his oans. The tin can was opened, a bright and
lively minnow was fastenud to the end of my hook, and,
following the exainple of my host, with a sigh of self-con-
tempt I threw the line out. I saw it sink into the water,
and as Massie said it was deep and we should require
thirty or forty feet of Hune, I began mechanically to pay it
ont. The click of the revolving reel was the only sound that
broke the impressive silence of the sun illumîned waters.
Thus sat we, my friund's line on one sicde of the boat, my
own on the othen, and 1 smiled to myseif as 1 recalled the
epignammatic definition of fishing by saime cynic: "lA fish
at one end of the line and a fool at the othen," the only
tbing wanting, in my thought, being the flsh.

Aye ! What was that ? leigho!1 Somthing tugging at
my hook. Quick as a flash I was upon my feet. IlYou've
struck him," cries Massie, perfectly cool. How could a
person be cool in such a case was the thought that darted
throughi my brain. llow can 1 descnibe everything i l ii
was crowded into that one moment?ý The little rod iin an
instant was bent and the whole hidden depths of the lake
seemed to be in commotion. Instinct instantly taught me
to keep the hune tant, and so I began furiously to wind up
the reel. I had at least forty feet ont, a few feet had been
wonnd in, when the enemy made a plunge, and to save my
rod the line was paid ont again. Then I began to reel in
once more. I juet held hini and slowly wound in the hune.
Soon, at a little distanice from the boat, I saw him-a per-
fect beauty ! Ris next move was towards the surface,
and with a sndden dash hle leaped ont of the water and
into the air. My ! Now 1 feared I should loec him. I
kept a steady grip and hu passed through the acrobatic
ordeal without escaping me.

I resnme(l my work of taking in line. He tugged
away gallantl v and then made a dive under the boat; but,
with an instinct years of education could not have
instilled, 1 instantly adj usted the rod to the changed condi-
tions. My foc as evidently getting tired of the struggle.
Click! went the winding reel. Hie was drawing near the
surface. Again I could sec him at a nearer view.

IA beauty ! " exclaimed Massie, as lie seizeýd the
landin g net. Click! went the reel, but wh3 conld repeat
the wild monologue I kept up during this intoxicating
performanceh Every second was bringing him nearer the
surface. Tho landing net was already in the water and
near to the struggling beauty. 1 gave him a little tip and
Massie dexteronsly got bcneath him. In a flash I saw him
safely landed, and gave forth a shout that echoed to the
remotest recesses of this isle-studded lake.

Thus was landed my first fish-a beautiful fat black
base weighing four pourids! Oh, what a revolution!
How life had changEd in five short minutes! The cold
cynic of forty winters -where was hie? Gorie! and in hie
place stood an enthusiast, his eyes beaming, his heart pal-
pitating with delight, his pulse dancing, and hie whole
8oul alive with rapture. What cared he for law or poli-
tics? What matter it that constituents mighit grumble,
nuwcpapere rave, and opponents inveigh ? Bpgone,
vain world ! What are ail the dreamns of aiînbiýion, the
yearnings for power, the thiret for faine ? l)id hie not
recaîl the well-worn lines of-I think-Oliver Wendell
Holmus?

Ali, whiat are the treasitres we perisli to win
Coinpa,,red witlh the trout we first caight wjitl à pin!?

To veteran fisherînan ahl this will, no donbt, seemn tur-
gid and ridiculous; but, perchance, menory will enable
them to go back to the sunny hours of childhood when
they felt the ecstacy of the firet fish. Multiply
these sensations in a man of forty and then be chari-
table.

The monning wore qnickly away, and this base was not
my sole trophy. Again and again the delightful sensation of
a tng at the end of the hune was rcpeated, and one
aften another, a fine collection of black base was safely
depoited in the tin drawer which was fitted up as a recep-
taclu in our boat. My host is an experienced iblhermari,
an enthusiaet, and has always heen regardad as buth expert
and lucky. But, by onu of those concatenations of events
that no fellow can understand, though hie d4ligently dan-
gled hie hune, lie got nothing, while I was keppi'-g Massie
continually employed wîth hie landing net and the fasten-
ing of fresh minnows on my hooke.

Eight o'clock came and we started for home and break-
f ast. Wc reachcd the little landing cove almost simul-
taneonsly with the doctor and hie companion. They hadl
badl some luck, and got a few emaîl one, but nothing coin-
pareid to mine; and as we walkcd up to the hotel, Massie
bearing beforu us my pan of stunning big fieh, there was
not a prouder or happier nian inr the Dominion of
Canada.

And what an appetite for breakfast ! How delightf ni
the fresh air of the morning ; how uplifting was the beau-
tiful scenery ; how exhilarating the captivating sport!
Ail the cares and worries of life seemed to have been
thrown aside by a complete rejuvenation taken place. My
heart was light, my spirits were buoyant. Ah, Mr. Brown-
Séquard, methinks your elixir of life will prove an ephe-
nierai renewer of youth beside the never-failing joy of a
summer holidiay, heightened by the exhilarating charms of
fishing sport.

After a satisfactory breakfast and a composing pipe,
seated on the verandah, in the most comfortable of chairs,
niy host reminded nme that the time wvas approaching when
we should have to take the steam yacht for Smith's Falls
in order to catch the train for Halifax.

I arn afraid it will be inconvenient for you to leave
to-day," I timidly and insinuatingly suggested. "lJ know
you do flot want to lose the whole day's sport."

thought 1 saw a wicked amile pass around as I glanced
at the faces of the company.

I see it," said my genial host. "lYou want to stay
another day! By ail means. You have flot half seen the
place. Stop until to-morrow."

He had hit the idea completely. The individual who
once counted the minutes that should bring an escape from
boredom was now enthusiastically looking forward with con-
suming eagerness to more of the unspeakable delights of
the rod and line. And let it be said here that not the
next day nor the day following saw my departure from
this interesting spot. Once the sweets of sportîng life
wPre tasted, no few hours would suifice to satisfy my
growing appetite for more.

I rapidly overcame my Iong-cherished belief that to
abandon my post of duty in the thick of business atl'iirs
for a single day would unhinge the whole machinery of
the universe. Indeed one morning's success with rod and
reel converted me from an elderly, serions, ploddng
worldly worker into a modified savage, content to let men
corne and go at their own sweet wilI, while I enjoy the
keen thrill of playing a frisky black bass through the
clear waters of that Canadian laite. HIow marny men-and
among them men of wealth-there are, who live devoid of
a true knowledge of the real joys of existence, and probably
shorteri their days by reason of an inexorable sense of the
supreme necessity of their personal attention to ail the
details of their affairs. If once the door could be opened
and they could be induced to look in upon the feast that na-
ture spreads for the weary and overworn in so many
places on this great continent of ours, with its lakes and
rivers, its foreits and its streams, they would soon begin
to partalze, life wonld be sweeter as well as longer, and
they would presently discover how marvellously well the
world manages to wag along without the personal super-
intendence of any of us.

The trip to Smith's Falls having been abandoned by
unanimous consent, of course another fishing excursion
was in order. Other grounds were visited. My host and
I were companions as before, and once more luck perched
upon my rod. My friend managed to secure one fish while
1 sncceeded in getting a half dozen, and back we came to
luncheon. We fished with excellent luck in the after-
noon until the shades of nigbt began to fail. At last we
wound up our reels and prepared to return to the hotel.
The sun was down. The day had.been clear and warm.
As the sun departed and the twilight began to deepen into
dusk came the delicious coolness of an August evening.
There was scarce a breath of wind and the whole surface
of the lake was like one vast mirror. Far as the eye could
sec were lovely vistas of island and water in every
direction, the foliage reaching to the very edge of the lake.

As 1 lav back in the cushioned seat, the whole scene
seemed the most beautiful and uplifting I had ever be-
held. Supreme quiet and peace rested over the whole
lake, save when broken by the weird echoes of the dia-
tant loon. Long Island is divided by an inlet on both
sides. Entering either north or south by a narrow pass-
age, one presently opens out into a beau tiful littie lake
within the island completely overshadowed with a luxuriant
growth of hardwood. Once npon the bosoni of this little
inland lake in the gloaming of a summer twilighit the
scene is beyond description. The mirror-liku surface ie
darkuned by the shades of night, and fromi its unrufflad
surface is reflected e%;erything near of earth and sky with
such perfection that it is impossible even on the most intent
observation Of material objects, to determine whether you
are gliding through water or sky. Everything is unreal
and mystic, and all the early dreams of fairy land seem
realized.

Suddenly from the tall maplus above our heads came
the plaintive notes of a whippoorwill. It was the firat
time I had ever heard the straiins of this love-fabled bird,
and amid such surroundings and under such influences, is
it any wonder that rooms of the heart, longc bosed and
locked with rusty kuys, weru opeued, and the soft and dcli-
cious impulses known only when love plays upon the ten-
der chords of youth came back for the moment in great tor-
rents of sentiment ? T could flot but recaîl then andthcre the
old song of the whippoorwill, that 1 had always cherishcd,
but which now fllled. me with its mcaning as neyer
before:

It is said that whatever sweet feelings
May be throbbing within a fond heart,

When listening to whippoorwill's singing
For twqelvemonth wilU neyer depart.

Oh, then we will meet in the woodland,
Far away from the hurrying throng,

And whisper our love to eacli other
When we hear the first whippoorwill's aong,
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