nothing, not even getting a bite, and not
throw his line near that of his more
foctunate  nelghbor. The ¥rofessor,
though we all loved him, was not a
hero, at least in this respect, for even
the good tempered Jonn mildly remon«
strated avhen after several times, on
feellng a tug of what he thought was
a fish, he would pull it up and find the

Professor’s 1line lovingly entwined
arcund his own,
Brook trout are slppery creatures

and have a habit of being pulled our

of the water and dropping off the hook
on to the sloping bank of the stream,
or amongst the slippery stones of the
raplds. More skill is often required to
secure a fish so caught than to catch
it, and Harry fairly girgled with de
light as he watched the Professor
striving to grasp a floundering fish,
especlally as the result of the struggle
was the escape of the fish zind a mono-
syllable expletive from the Professor.
S0 often did this occur that Harry felt
corstrained to remark:

“I say, Professor, 1 won't take you
out fishing any more just for the sake
of your soul.”

But the sun has mounted high in
the heavens and the internal economties
ot the fishermen proclaim that it is time
for dlnner, so they cooked some of
thelr fish, made the tea and sat them
down to eat beside the tinkling falls,
and these are the moments that make
the happinessof life. The cares of busi-
ness cannot reach one here.  Stocks may
rise and stocks may fall, the whole busi-
ness fabric of the world may go smash,
but tie effeots can not touch one.
The physical discomforts of such a
trip give but a zest to the enjoyment
of such a day, and with such surround-
ings the very act of Uving Is a plea-
sure.

Even the Professor forgot to be pe-
dantic and laughed hearuly with Harry
over his mishap on the way. And then
the pipe and siesta upon the smoot. .
warm, sloping rocks, when a man s
lulled to sleep by the monotonous mu-
sic of the waterfall and rustiing of the
summer wind amongst the poplar
lwaves. Those who have experienced
it, know It, and to them these words
may perchance recall famillar scenes
ol summers past and gone, but to
those who never have tasted of such
Joys, they beekon and bld them come
and taste and see what a goodly thing
it is. The happlest moments of a man's
life can be spent In the primeval forest
“far from the madding crowd,” where
nature relgns supreme and man is but
arother unit of the whole.

“Excuse me, Mr. Sportsman,” said
Harry. *Those are beautiful senti-
ments, but can you lend us & match?”

“Dear me,”  exclaimed Mr. Sports-
man, "I must have been dreaming.

Rod and Gun in Canada

llarry, you younyr scalawag, is there no
gloLtry in you at an?®

“I don’t know about poetry,” said
Harry, but 1 know that there are lots
of trout fn me."”

Mr. Sportsman slghed, and looked at
his wateh, then Jumped up saying: *“It
J3 getting late. There §s a pool about
a mile further up I am bound to try.
Who will come with me?”’

John volunteered at once, but the
Protessor was persuaxded by Harry to
stay where he was, and ‘‘cease play-
Ing the mouse,” and so they parted for
« while. Mr. Sportsman fished up
stream until the sun’s decllning rvays
warned him that It was time to retrace
his steps. He and John picked up the
Professor on their way back, and it
was a joyful Professor they found, for
as luck would have §t, he had caught
the blggest fish of all. Harry swore
that it was a fluke, and that If it had
nes been for him, the Professor would
not only have lost the fish, but would
have lost his hook and line as well.
but for all that the glory belonged to the
learned man from the south, and all
were glad to accord to him the honor
due, so that our beloved Professor
rwolled with pride and was ready at any
mement to give Mr. Sportsman a tew
hints on the art of catching trout
much to Mr. Sportsman’s disgust and
to the amusement of John and Harry,
who fairly chuckled at the idea of thé
Dictator, mlildly accepting dlctation,
the Sartor Resartus re-cnacted.

So they sought thelr camping ground,
al! fairly laden with the spolls of the
creek. Harry objected to carrying any-
thing, seelng that he had caught noth
ing, but his objections were overruled,
2nd he compromised by carrying the
Professor’'s catch. A short cut made th
tcturn Journey easler, and they reached
the camp in time to cook their tea an.d
start for home before the sun had set.
1The paddle home seemed short and
easy, for conversation flowed freely.
There were incldents enough connacted
with the trlp to afford matter for con-
versation for & week. The Professor
never forgot his big tish, nor did he a’-
low anyone ¢lse to forget it. And to-
day, 4¢ perchance those who read these
lines should ameet him, they too will
learn that he, with his own right hand,
landed the largest fish of all! And he
will bear witness that such & trip, with
all its miseries, and all its discomforts
is well awvorth the anaking, and that af-
ter all, the true sportsman fares bet
ter, in places more or less inaccessible
thar when following the beaten track
for such is the reglon of Temiskaming,
comparatively untried, and hence fuu
of piscatorial possibilitics.

Lo oR

An ardent angler is naturally a good
correspondent. e is adways willing
to drop a line.
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g ANGLING IN KOOTENAY ;

By W. F. B.
o
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The fishing in British Columbla has
already obtained a world-wide scepa-
tation. For .the fortunate angler who
has the time and money to spare there
15 no country in the world where he
cun better exercise ms piscatorial pro-
clivities to their tullest extent.

The best of the rivers on Vancouver
Island are a lMule diticult of access
ard entall camping out, 2 most de-
ightful mode of enjoying sport whena

There are few rivers in wnich first
ciass sport can be had within a short
distance to comrortable hotels, but
there is one plice where the working-
man can enjoy the best of fishing
within an hour's journey of his place
of ‘business, nay, at tlmes, within a
stone’s throw or it

This angler's paradlse for the sons
or toil may be found ar Nelson, a pros-
perous little c¢ity in \West Kootenay,
numbering some four thousand souls.
Nelson Is situated on the north shore
of the west arm of Kootenay lake. A
qore plcturesque place can hardly be
imagined, all round are wooded hills,
rocky crags, and in the background
suow-capped nrountains towering a-
bove all. Nelson is the principal sup-
ply town for the rich mining district
of Kootenay, and the wants of the
angler are not forgotten by the local
unadesmen.

About tno miles below the town the
lake narrows Into the Iootenay river,
forming an cnormous body of water
witit occasional waterfalls, the largest
of which, the Bonnlngton falls, are
utilise@ oy an clectrical power com-
pany to supply the nelghboring city
vl _stossluna with electric hght.

From the beglnning of the fishing
season (March 16th) up o about the
midale of Ju:ne, the ushing all over
the lake is very good, and in particu-
lar, on the reach between Nelson and
the river. The trout belong to the
varlety of Salmonidne, known as the
Salmo Purpuratus; they are very
game fish, averaging in size from half
2 pound to six or seven pounds. Much
larger 1ish may be caught by trolling
with live bait or an artificlal minnow
or spoon, but as a sportsman, I can
only wrlte for sportsmen, and for us
the only lawful lure Is the fly.

As a rule «mall flies are more dead-
ly than large flies. There are tUmes
when the little dry-flics, made for the
old country chalk strexms. make large
baskets, while the larger patterns
draw blanks. On the whole, however,
a fly dressed on a No. 7 hook, new
standard, English size, will be found
the best all-round size to use.

During two years’ experience of
the tastes of the Kootenay trout,
I have found three patterns of tlles
very suceessful, and for the benefit
of those who dress their own flies, I
will give these patterns in detajl:—
(1) Wings—=Summer Duck.

Hackle—Blue hen hackle,
golden olive.

Body—0Olive pig’s wool or seal fur,
ribbed with gold tinsel.

Tall—Scarlet Ibis.
(2) Wings—Bronze mallard.

Hacikle——\White cock dyed dark
claret.

Body—MIixed dark blue and claret

dyed a



