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 TEMAGAMING

i A GLIMPSE OF

| ~ THE ALGONQUIN PARADISE

|HERE were three of us in the club smok-
ing room that stifling August evening,
and the reek of as many cigars hung
heavily, for not a breath of air found its
way through the open windows. The
artist was the first to break the silence.

3 = “New York ig’nt fit to live in during
the dog day the heat is simply intolerable. What do you
fellows say to going somewhere ? ”’

“T’m willing,”’ said the President.
chimed in the others.

““Then that’s as good as settled,” continued the artist—and
he called for maps, time-tables, and guide-books so that they
might decide upon their destination without delay.

The session lasted far into the night, and in the end the
Globe Trotter’s arguments carried the day. He had said, “T
have seen half the world, including Hoboken, New Jersey, and
the best summer resort I know of lies some three hundred miles
west of Montreal, within the Temiskaming region. The air is
always clear and cool, the scenery enchanting, the fishing and
hunting superb, and the necessary expenditure to reach it
moderate. The pick of the country is Lake Temagaming, forty
miles west of Temiskaming. The latter’s position may be fixed
in the mind, by noting that its foot is thirty miles north of
Mattawa, a station on the main line of the Canadian Pacific
Railway. A branch line owned by the same Company con-
nects with the lake. At the foot of the lake is Temiskaming
station, near which stands a thoroughly modern hotel, the Bel-

. levue. Parties without canoes may usually hire them here,
but if not, there are always some to be had at Mattawa, Kip-
pewa or Haileybury. Those who prefer Peterboro canoes must,
however, procure them elsewhere, as there are very few on the
lakes.”

This clinched the matter, and the next two days were spent
in getting ready, but on the evening of the second they
gathered together at the Grand Central, and boarded the night
express for Montreal.

Not long afterwards they found themselves standing on the
verandah of the Bellevue Hotel, enjoying the beauties of lovely
Lake Temiskaming, and the excellent fare and accommodation
tendered by the ever genial manager.

“ And me,” ‘““and me,”’

.
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-¢T think this place is perfectly lovely,” cried Mrs. President
enthusiastically (she had insisted on being one of the party),
¢ and I am half inclined to stay here.”

‘Tt is a painter’s dream,” said the artist ; “anq I .ﬁnd the
wild beauty of that Long Sault rapid perfectly satistying—the
sunset effects must be grand so far north.” ‘

“T can quite understand your enthusiasm,” rejoined the
Globe Trotter, “‘and were I an artist should feelmas you do,
but being merely an ordinary mortal and a keen h.sherman, ’I
will willingly exchange Temiskaming for Temagaming. Don’t
forget the latter was the Algonquin Heaven ; when a brave of
that nation died, his last wish was that a dusky Chgron ShOl'lld
paddle him to Temagaming, for he could imagine nothing
fairer.”’

¢ Phese names are puzzling, what do they mean in English ?’
asked Mrs. President.

TR

JUmT——

§.8. METEOR AT HAILEYBURY, ONT.

¢ Pemniskaming means the place where there is deep and
shallow water ; and Temagaming, the lake of the deep waters.
When you shall have seen the latter you will understand why
the beauty of its fiord-like bays and rocky shores forces even
the passing Indian to pause.”

The mail steamer Meteor, of the Lumsden Line, was already
vomiting streams of black smoke from her funnel, and the party
had to tear themselves away from the luxuries of the Bellevue.
¢ Captain Redmond won’t care to wait, and we must not miss
the boat, for our guides expect us at Haileybu'ry to-morrow
morning,” had said the Globe Trotter ; and being thus com-
mandeered, there was nought left but to obey.

Temiskaming lay calm as the proverbial mill-pond on that
summer’s afternoon. The scene, as viewed from the lofty
promenade deck of the steamer, was attractive enough to occupy
the entire attention of each of the little groups of passengers
which occupied that elevated platform.

W

HAILEYBURY

The Globe Trotter having been there before had to play the
part of cicerone. ‘‘That point on the Quebec shore is Opimican,
or rather Obimikon, which means the narrows of the road or
route. In the Ojibway tongue, the prefix Ob invariably means
the same thing, i.e., a narrow channel or pass. This Opimicon
is twelve miles from the foot of the lake, and the home-port of
the Lumsden Line. The creek, whose mouth you see over
there on the Ontario Shore, is the Opimicon itself—a good trout
stream, and a means of reaching a fine moose country.”’

Later on the mouth of the Montreal was passed ; Bonner’s
farm, with the picturesque Beaver House mountain close be-
hind, making a pretty view—and one that every true Kodaker
on board would not have missed for a mine.

¢ That’s where we shall come out,” said the Globe Trotter,
“but if all goes well our men will ere that have paddled us
through two hundred miles of the loveliest lake and river
scenery on this continent.”

‘“ And that’s where I caught several five pound bass last sum-
mer, and where T mean to catch as many more this year,”” said
a tall New Yorker, as he slung himself, and his armful of rods
and tackle, into the skiff that was to take him ashore.

“ Don’t catch them all,”” shouted the President between his
hands, as the boat drew away from the steamer’s side, ‘ leave
a few for us to take as we come out.”

‘“ Never fear,”” was the laughing reply, ‘“they’re thicker
than pretty girls at a candy spree.”

Four hours after leaving the wharf at railhead, the Hudson’s
Bay post at Old Fort Temiskaming narrows is reached ; a place
of wondrous historical interest—almost hallowed ground to the
student of Canadian history. For generations it was the out-
post of civilization ; behind it lay the wisdom, the comforts
and the experience of the centuries—all beyond was stern,
solitary and savage.

Just as the sun sank behind the blue forest-covered Ontario
hills the steamer tied up for the night at Ville Marie, an enter-

" prising French Canadian village, two and a half miles above the

post.

¢ What a perfect evening,”” said the President between whiffs
—the gentleman were all smoking on deck, and it was 10.00
P.M. ¢ The after glow has hardly died, and already the
Northern Lights have taken its place.”’

Before 6.00 o’clock next morning the Meteor’s whistle was
blowing, to announce to all whom it might concern that she was
off to Haileybury. This roused the Artist and the President, and
they were soon on deck. The Globe Trotter did not appear
until the steamer was passing a point on the Quebec shore,
whereon stood a cottage such as Newport knows, and in the
roadstead, a manificent sloop yacht at anchor. The Artist
rubbed his eyes, ‘“ What does that mean—am I dreaming? "’

¢ Not necessarily,”” laughed the steamer’s Captain, who over-
heard him, ‘“that is the summer residence and yacht of a Phila-
delphia gentleman, who has been a regular visitor each summer
for many years. He is a great fisherman and hunter, and is
said to be very successful.”’

There was just sufficient time to do justice to an ample break-
fast, and then Haileybury was in full view on the port’bow.
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As the steamer drew near, the entire male p<?pu1abion f}ocked tc;
the beach. Prominent among a crowd of. guides was Plerrot—to
the smiling face—an Indian who had guided the.Globe Trf)tt‘i) er
on a previous occasion.  Pierrot knew that su‘ch trips are nei 1er
hard nor exacting ; that is as compared w1.th trapping Oli{ og
driving, and like every other fglﬁde vtvhort-h his salt, was as keen
i ung pointer to follow the gun.
b ‘g‘(; 2lllskleS taoys(;e ;7305. 1 very glad,” and he .shouldered a hun&
dred Weigh‘t of duffle with the ease of a practised voyageur, an
to the hotel. :

16(}Filzzv‘;1};y went to the store, completed their outﬁt?, tar;d

hired three canoes and five additional men. There were ots t0

choose from, but they picked good Indians, and had nothing to

hat score.

Te%ft ;éldtition to Pierrot, canoemen, trapper, lumbermalrll,
; farmer, and humorist, the guides were Antm'ne Kat,. one (?f tb f3

most expert of ¢ white water men » and guides ; Pien Misabi,

PETER WHITE AND FAMILY—BAY LAKE.

a fat, good natured giant, never weary of Wizll d‘oing; Frank
Lemire, a taciturn, quiet hunter, more of the ltenmmore Coopeg
type than is usual among the Ojlbw-ay; Micen Kat, son i)d
Antoine, and Bill, a hali-breed cook, with a surname that wou
dislocate any untrained jaw, and so was voted superfluous.

Haileybury*is not so large a place as i.t is going to be, but,
nevertheless, boasts an hotel, a real English church, a parson,
a sawmill, and many thousand acras of excellent clay lands 1’n
its immediate neighborhood. Mr. C. C. Farr, an ex-Hudson’s
Bay ofﬁcér, was the founder of this settlement, and he was
fortunate in attracting a very superior class of settlers, many
being men of education and means.

«“And where are you going to drag us now’’, Mr. Globe
Trotter ’’, asked Mrs. President, as she sm:veyed a h}lge colle(;
tion of bags, sacks, canoes, and duffle, which was being loade
into a couple of wagons at the store door.

HAILEYBURY 5

““ Well, the fates being propitious, you will sleep to-night on
a balsam couch by the shores of Ajicki sakaigan, which being
interpreted into the vulgar tongue becomes Mud Lake. That is
if you are man enough to foot it for a mile or two, as a buggy
may not be driven quite to Sharp Lake, though a strong wagon
can go there.”

The lady tossed her head scornfully., ¢ I play Golf,” said
she; and then kept silence for two whole minutes.

Shortly before 2.00 p.m. the caravan started. A buggy con-
taining Mr. and Mrs. President headed the procession, then came
a couple of carts, with the Artist and Globe Trotter as an escort,
lastly the guides, carrying the inverted canoes, resembling
turtles with rather long legs more than anything else. For
three whole miles this order was preserved, then the guides got
off a joke, they would’nt miss for worlds. Mr. and Mrs. Prosi-
dent, the Artist, and the Globe Trotter were sent on afoot with !
the wagons ; the buggy was headed for Haileybury under the
charge of a self-reliant youth of some fifteen summers, and
approximately the same number of winters, and then the crafty
guides slipped over a short cut known only to members of the
fraternity, and were found calmly smoking their short pipes by
the lake side when the party arrived. (N.B.—As usual this
joke drew down the house).

Here everyone was served with an awe-inspiring document
by the fire-ranger, who lies in wait at this point for his victims.
Nobody paid much attention to it just then, but later on, when
the need of intellectual pabular was making itself felt, all hands
read and re-read those solemn words of warning, and doubtless
derived much comfort and strength by so doing. \

Being a true daughter of Eve, Mrs. President said to this fire
dignity, “ Mr. H., why did they call this sheet of water ¢ Sharp
Lake ?’”” Mr. H. looked puzzled, but after catching his breath
and gasping a brief second, came gamely to time with, Why,
whatever else could they call it, Mam ?’’ Which has always

. appeared to the male members of the party as a most lucid and

convincing explanation.

The canoes were soon loaded, as quickly manned, and then
the fun began. TFour gigantic trolling spoons revolved like
Catherine wheels behind the canoes, and hardly had the lines
been let out to their limit, than four lusty fish were trying their
best to smash the stout steel hooks, or to break the enamelled
silk lines.

Mzs. President would surely have fallen overboard in her
excitement had not Pierrot, the stoic, saved the situation by
gently, but firmly, grasping the rod.

At first the fish would not be persuaded, then after a bit its
struggles became less frantic, and coil after coil of the long line
was recovered by the reel.

 What likes it is,”” mused Pierrot. *“ Ah, pickerel, jus’ like
chipmunk—takes ebberthing that comes along.” And in due
time the unfortunate doré was ladled out with the landing net
and its sufferings ended by a rap on the head. The other rods
all had pike on, and each man secured his fish. The President
on seeing his wife’s catch, cried, “ Why, what in thunder is
that fish, it’s certainly not a pickerel !’

“That’s pickerel,” said Pierrot doggedly. ¢ Been catching
them all my life ; spose I ought to know.”’
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To avoid bloodshed the Globe ¢ trotter ” interfered. ‘ That
fish is a wall-eyed pike (Stizostedium vitreum), known to the
French-Canadians as doré, on account of the golden sheen on
its scales when fresh from the water. It is called pickerel by
the white settlers
because they take a
morbid delight in
mangling the names of
every beast, fish, rep-
tile and bird. Itsjust
as bad in the States ;
as instances, I may
mention ‘robin,’
¢ buffalo,” ¢partridge’
‘coot,’ and ‘quail,’
and could easily add
dozens of names. As
MesR to pickerel, there
are none so far as I know in northern Ontario or northern
Quebec. But in spite of its masquerading under false‘ colors,
our ‘pickerel’ is a fine table fish, better than the pike and
equal to the black bass.”’

The artist was the first to tire. ‘‘ Enough is as good as a
feast,” said he, reeling in his line, and he forthwith began t.o
sketch. Presently he laid down his pad and said, ““ there is
just one point in which this lake is deﬁcienth don’t see any
duck ; and a backwoods lake without duck is something no
artist even dreams of painting.”

¢« There is no feed for duck,’’ explained the Globe Trotter,
¢ deep lakes with rocky shores present no attractions to any
but the fish eating fowl. Later on you will see plenty, for the
Montreal river, from Bay Lake to Lady Evelyn, especially that
portion above Mattawabika, is very fair ducking water. When
you need duck seek them in shallow bays, with muddy bot-
tom.”’

Pierrot had evidently been listening to these remarks, ¢ Gen-
tleman, are you want ’em duck ?”’

“ Do you know where they are ? ”’

¢« Of course—don’t you be too sorry, gentleman, ’cause you
seen no duck here. You go up that portage (pointing to some
spots on the west side of the lake), and pretty soon you see
duck to beat sixteen of a kind. Call ’em Moose Lake.”

““How farig it ? 72

‘“ Spose two miles ? '

<« Well, if T come this way again after September 1st, I'll take
a look in, but I never shoot game out of season;’’ and the

artist settled himself comfortably against the centre bar of the
canoe, with the resigned smile of a beatified saint.

The president was suddenly taken with an aggravating cough,
but nothing more was said.

The birch-barks, driven by some of the best muscle of the
northland, soon reached the foot of the lake, and the half-mile

BROWN’S POINT. 7

portage into Ajicki sakaigan, over a superb trail, occupied but
a few minutes. Camp was pitched on Brown’s Point, facing
the portage leading to the Montreal river. A more romantic
spot could not have been chosen, though the beauty of the site
had not, of course, been the determining factor. Pierrot’s
quick eye had spied a certain dry pine, ripe and dry, and ready
for the axe, and he decided to camp near it.

In a marvellously short time the men had everything in
order ; tents pitched and supper cooked. After it had been
eaten, all hands gathered around the glorious fire, for near the
height of land between the Saint Lawrence waters and those
flowing to Hudson’s Bay, the nights are seldom anything but
cool. The afterglow lingers long in these northern latitudes of
a fine August evening, and while it lingers, the poor mortal
beholding it seems indeed transported into a fairer and more
peaceful land than that of his every day, humdrum life. But
to attempt a description were puerile ; no mere verbal sketch
ever yet gave an adequate conception of such a scene. The
towering peaks of the Canadian Rockies, the irresistible might
of the deep seas in a gale, and the peaceful calm of a northern
forest at sunset, are far beyond the reach of any human pen.

It was barely 5.00 A.M. when the party were aroused by
Pierrot. He had been instructed to prepare for a side-trip into
Clear Lake, a marvellous lakelet of pellucid green water, amply
stocked with black bass of the rare old fighting breed. Camp
was not struck, and but two canoes, and the rods and lunch
basket taken. A few minutes paddle, followed by a portage of
seven hundred yards, brought the fishermen to Clear Lake.
This sheet of water is somewhat less than a mile in length, but
for its size it yields a surprisingly large number of black bass
each season, perhaps because the greater number of anglers
have heretofore passed it by in their anxiety to reach more
famous waters. When the canoes came together at the luncheon
ground, each rod had an average of half a dozen bass, weighing
from one pound to two pounds apiece, and several pike.

I thought I had on a maskalonge when 1 hooked that fel-
low,” said the President, eyeing a twenty-seven inch pike his
guide was taking from the canoe. Never before have T known
a pike to make the fight
he did. Three times he
jumped .and shook the
spoon, as a terrier shakes
a rat.”’

“TUnfortunately there
are, so faras I can find
out, no maskalonge in
this part of Canada,”
chimed in the Globe
Trotter, ‘‘though, of
course, there may be lots
of them awaiting identification.”’

¢ And how may they be identified ?”’ asked Mrs. President.

“ There is but one sure test. The maskalonge has scales only
on the upper part of cheek and gill covers, while in the pike
they. eover the cheek and part of the gill cover. Color is not a

PIKE.
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sure guide, as the maskalonge varies very considerably in its
markings, though, as a rule, it has dark markings on a light
ground, while in the pike the coloring is reversed. Many per-
sons in Canada believe the maskalonge to be a mythical fish,
but such is not the case, and the State of New York hatches
some 3,000,000 annually, and there is no record of pike ever
becoming maskalonge or maskalonge reverting to pike. Each
is undoubtedly a good species. The Temiskaming Indians have
unwittingly further confused the indentification of this unfor-
tunate fish by calling a pike ¢ kenonji,” and a big lanky pike
¢ Mas kenonji,”” while in New Ontario and Manitoba, the west-
ern branch of the same great Algonquin nation, know the mas-
kalonge by the same name.”’

Next morning at 8.00 o’clock the party reached the Mont-
real, for the river is but a rifle-shot beyond the shores of Ajicki
sakaigan. Sometimes there is excellent bass fishing right at
the end of the portage, but for that the water must be low. As

\

LADY EVELYN LAKE.

it was high the guides were for pushing on, and their advice
was taken. Two miles up the winding Montreal the first rapid
was reached. Here, while the men were carrying the camp
over the few hundred yards of capital going constituting the
portage, the four rods caught sufficient bass for all. This was
almost more than had been bargained for, as it took away all
excuse for fishing during the remainder of the morning. By
this rapid they noticed a long tube, or ‘ water glass,” that had
been used, unsuccessfully, so the guides said, in hunting for a
gun lost by a tourist.

¢ At the end of the next portage, a very short one, less than
a mile above the first, the kettle was put on and a halt called
for luncheon. The artist waxed quite enthusiastic over the
sweet glimpse of pine-clad islet and foaming waters to be had
from this resting place, and would not be satisfied until he had
photographed the scene, and taken notes as to its coloring.
Early in the afternoon the third, and last, portage on the river

L A £ S =
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for many a long mile was reached. Two hundred and fifty
yards above its foot the canoes were launched on the placid
waters of Bay Lake, twelve miles long, and one of the grandest
fishing waters on the Montreal river.

The President’s canoe was leading. Suddenly, as it turned a
point, and opened out a little grassy bay, the Indians stopped
in the middle of their stroke and remained rigid as frozen men.
One }vord only escaped Pierrot—but it carried a world of
meaning.

‘“ Moose !’

Yes, there he was, sure enough. This great, black monarch
of the Canadian woodland. His massive antlers, not yet clean
of velvet, but the span of a man’s reach from one indented
palm to the other. Deep down in the water, feeding greedily
upon the juicy leaves of the water lily, his mooseship neither
saw, heard, nor winded the advancing canoe, until it had come
80 near that a biscuit could have been tossed on his broad back.
Then with tremendous plunges he sought the shore, and the
kindly shelter of the forest closed behind.

““ Well, ’m blessed,”” said the President.

¢“Mr. Moose was scared ’em, I think, eh ??’ chuckled Pierrot.
And then the incident was ended ; though it gave rise to many
a yarn around the camp fire for weeks afterwards.

‘“ This fishing beats any I ever had,”’ cried the artist gleeful-
ly, on reaching camp that night, as he held a four-pound black
bass in one hand, and a ten-pound pike in the other. The rest
of the party were awaiting him at the camp landing, and all
had been successful, though Mrs. President was almost in tears
at the loss of a bass whose weight had been estimated by her
crafty guide at six pounds, but which her husband was con-
vinced could not tip the beam at half that weight. Naturally
the lady would not have it that way, and so long as she shall
live will never cease to lament the escape of that monster bass
of Bay Lake.

Camp that night was pitched on a rocky point, whose shely-
ing sides of gneiss were smooth as glass, through the polishing:
they got long ages ago from the glaciers of the ice age. Thé
ruddy glow of an enormous fire lit up the sombre waters of the
lake, and the merry sparks danced and cracked amid the dense
bough of a big pine. The men had their own fire at a little
distance, and Pierrot, who was a great entertainer, was keeping
them in roars of laughter. Each sentence was punctuated by
an outburst of merriment.

"‘ These Indians are the most contented race that ever lived,”’
said the Globe Trotter. ‘‘No matter how hard the work, nor
how long the day, they are always ready to laugh and dance
half through the night.”’.

¢ And what do they talk about ?’’ asked Mrs. President.

““The Indian is a man with a child’s mind, and his stories
are much like those that amuse white children in the nursery.
Shall we call up Pierrot, and ask him to repeat the one he has
just finished—it will probably give you a fair idea of what they
find amusing ? ”’







