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The Bishop's Visit to Negwenen-
ang, Lake Nepigon.

On Sunday,
the sth  of
September,
the Bishop of
Algoma, his
chaolain, Rev,
Kobert Reni
son, and his
son, Mr, Wal
ter Therneloc,
assembled in
the litde vil
lage of Nepi
gon, a station
on the C.P.R.

towards the
western end
of Lake Sup-
Chief Chey-a.Dah. erior, for the

purpose of
making the trip up the Nepigon River
and visiting the Indian Mission of Neg
wenenang on Nepigon Lake.

The weather was delightful, balmy
and sunny, with just that touch of
frostiness which belongs to the carly
days of autumn. We had a quiet but
interesting day of services in the little
wooden church which stands in the
midst of the trees beyond the stalion.
A restful spot it is, where the heart
rises readily to the God of Nature. In
front of the church are three graves
which speak with silent ecloquence of
the dark passage to the skies. One of
these graves has a special interest for
us. Itis the grave of Mrs. Renison,
who died (may we not say the death
of a martyr) after years of devoted
service among the Nepigon Indians.

Monday morning, the 6th of Septem-
ber, finds us bright and early wending
our way to the river's edge below the
railway bridge. Ve are heavily laden.
All around us when we reach the water
are bundles, packages, bags and uten-
sils of various kinds. It is evident we
expect to be away from the centre of
supplies for some time. Salt pork, po-
tatoes, a bag of flour, oatmeal, tea,
sugar, salt, etc., etc., are conspicuous,
and give promise of support by the
way. A tent, some blankets, frying
pans and kettles are also much in evi-
dence, and assure us of comfort, if not
luxury. By the kind {orethought of a
great [riend of Algoma in England, the
Bishop is specially provided with an

l

air bed,  This he atterwards found to
be lusury indeed.

There they all were  this somewhat
motley array of things  together with
several bundles of clothing to be gmven
to the Indians. And i charge of these,
and of us, were our seven Indin guides
and canoemen—more than necessary,
and aunxious, all of them, to do honour
to the Bishop and to the ocueasion.
There was Michael otherwise known
as Wutgedonquaost, which means, * A\
bird sitting or floating on the clond- "
Petigogwan, (who had his wife with
him), which meaus, © The sound of a
partridge drumming *; Obiscekung —-
“A man in a trance”: Cheadaw .-
“ Any kind of noise ": Oodiskay .\
fluttering insect ”': Chicksaw and Dane-
dish, which both mean, “My son.”
And a nicer, more considerate and
kindly lot of men it would be hard o
find. They can hardly be said to speak
Iznglish, though one or two of them
comld understand it a little and make
themselves to some extent understood.
Our intercourse, therefore, was almost
wholly through the chaplain, Mr. Rent-
son, who speaks Indian with remark.
able tluency.

It was a pretty sight, the four birch
bark canoes, graceful and light, sitting
onthe water like birds, and despite their
heavily laden condition. skimming over
its surface with a speed very surpris.
ing. Certainly Indians know how to
paddle.

Qur course lies, first of all, across a
wide expanse of the river known as
Lake Helen. But after lour or five
miles we pass out of the pretty lake
scenery into the river proper, at this
point a slow stream of about 100 yards
in width, FHere and there we pass a
rude hut occupied by Indians of Rom.
an Catholic allegiance.  Presently we
come to our first wigwam. Thereitas,
a veritable wigwam, made of birch
bark laid spirally round a cone-shaped
stack of poles. At the top is the smoke
hole, on one side the entrance. In
front of this stood an Indian woman
and three little children—pagans, our
auides told us.  We could spare time
for only a few words. They were on
their way back to their quarters up the
lake. Ah, how sad to think we could
do so little for them.

Presently the river narrows. lIts
stream becomes swifter. High rocks
shut it in. Its waters swirl and eddy at

their foot. Here was a place where

onh a week o two smce a0 Baptiag
rmmster, upwase chough toatto mpt the
passage wathout a gude, lost has life.
The hitls now lrown upon us from a
height of several handred teet The
outlook 1~ wikt and pacturesgue in the
estrenme. And presently an impass
able raptd Hes betore us, aits wild rush
of water pouting tumultuously hetween
tugh, pate like rochs torming a lovely
picture. It is our tust portage, and
we have to getout and carry everything
for more than two miles overland to the
smoothwatersabove. What abusiness it
And what wonderfulcarrying power
those Indians have, With broad teath
er straps passaid over their forcheads,
and around the bandles on their back
and on their shoulders, they carvy with
comparative ease o0 pounds.  But it
takes time.  And the end of the day
only found us at the farther side of
tlus *““long portage,” 15 or 20 miles
from our starting point.  (Our tent was
soon erected, a roaring fire of logs made
provisions prodaced and cooked by the
Indians, and presently what a meal we
had! Hunger is indeed a good sauce!!
And the Nepigon for an appetite !

Round the camp fire we talk pleas.
antly of many things—life and its
cares, the world's wonders and perils,
God and His gooduness.  The Indians
are very appreciative listeners.  And
in Mr. Renison we had a capital in-
terpreter.  Then we go to rest, the
strange sounds of the unknown tongue,
murmured far into the night by these
Indian brethren, lulling us to s.cep.

In the night a drenching rain fell
and in the morning with some difficulty
we prepared a damp breakfast and ate
it in the drizzle.  The start was made
in what promised to be a steady down-
pour. Wetter and wetter it became,
till at noon we were in a rather drip-
ping condition as we landed for dinner.
But then the weather cleared and at
night we were quite dry again. Asthe
shades of evening fell, having passed
through wond=rful scenery of lake and
river and forest, we reached our fourth
portage and encamped at a point only
five miles distant from the quiet Nep-
wgon Lake, which is said to be minety
miles across.

The next day, refresned by a splen-
did night's rest, we were up early and
off, soon reaching the Nepigon shore.
Here, looking over the great stretch of
water, dotted with islands and shim-
mering in the warm sunshine, we were
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