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Fred Burnham playing a leaping steelhead. He is a past master at the art

ROCKY KR By

By
ANE (GREY

“He took me through the rapids. I had to swim the river twice.

0gue

River

And after

fighting him over an hour, I lost him a mile below where I hooked him”

SYNOPSIS

The party consisted of Zane Grey; his
brother, R. C.; Ed and Ken, fishing chauf-
feurs; Chester, a camera man, and little
George, the Japanese cook. Everyone they
met reported the steelhead fishing the best
in years. Excitement runs high in anticipa-
tion. The first morning in camp all go
fishing and all fail miserably. George
Takahashi hooks a big one which breaks up
his tackle. From his graphic description,
this fish was the world’s greatest aerial
acrobat. The story goes on from here.

PART II
EXT day was cloudy and rainy
also, though it showed indica-
tions of clearing weather. But

as it had rained hard in the early
morning, we had chosen to let the fishing
go and attend to gathering firewood, and
other necessary camp tasks.

About noon we had visitors in shape
of Wiborn, of Lone Angler fame, and
Fred Burnham, who had motored down
to stay at a farm house along the road
and have a try for steelhead on Rocky
Riffle.

“You ought to be out fishing,” said
Burnham. “The river is full of steel-
head. Never saw the like before! It’s
been that way for a month. They're tak-
ing dark flies best. March Brown is
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good. Golden Pheasant better. It's a
grand run of big savage steelhead. And
this is the kind of a day I've been wish-
ing for. It's been too dry. Jump into
your waders and come on.”

“Well, you’re most encouraging,” I re-
plied. “Last night I was convinced there
were no fish in the river. I’ll try a while
along toward evening.”

Scarcely more than two hours later,
while we were having dinner, we heard
Burnham coming back up the road in his
car. He stopped at a point opposite our
camp. Presently he emerged from the
green, wagging along with two enormous
steelhead, one in each hand. He strode
into camp and laid them down on the
grass. To say that I had a thrill would
be putting it mildly. I had never seen
such steelhead.

“Ten and a half pounds and nine and
three-quarters,” announced the angler.
“You don’t often see a brace to beat
this. . . . I caught five in one hole. First
fish I hooked cleaned me out. He didn’t
jump, so I don’t know how big he was.
But twelve pounds easy. They’re
taking dark flies here, same as up Med-
ford way. You want a No. 4, dark, with
a bit of yellow.”

Burnham’s talk had a singular effect on
me. Not only was it thrilling and inspir-
ing but likewise dismaying. I felt help-
less and yearning before those two won-
derful steelhead. They were long, broad,

wide, thick, all muscle, with a great spread
of tail and the small snub-nosed head of
the gamy trout. They resembled salmon
to me.

“How long did it take you to land the
bigger one?” I queried.

“Not very long. But I was a half hour
on the other one. He was sure a fighter.
I had to follow him.”

“Do you often hook fish like these?” I
went on, curiously.

“Every day. And often I hook bigger
ones,” he returned. “Last week I raised
a whale of a steelhead. He would float
up and look at my fly, and refuse it. I
changed flies I don’t know how many
times. Finally he took one—same as I
used today—and I nailed him. That
steelhead beat any fish I ever hooked.
Fast! Why he was like a flash. And
strong! I couldn’t do a thing with him.
He took me through the rapids. I had to
swim the river twice. And after fighting
him over an hour, I lost him a mile be-
low where I hooked him.”

66 OODNIGHT!” ejaculated R. C,, in
wonder,

“My goodnish!” exclaimed Takahashi,
who was an attentive listener.

The other boys exclaimed, “What do
you know about that!”

But my feelings were not provocative
of expression. Fortunately Burnham
asked me about my tuna of 758 pounds,
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which I had caught in Nova Scotia some
weeks before, and that liberated my
speech. I told him about the.hooking of
the great bluefin and the battle. It af-
forded me some little satisfaction to see
that my mnarrative stirred Burnham in
some degree as his had me. Fishermen
are all alike. Lastly I got out some pic-
tures of the tuna. Burnham gazed at
them spellbound. His tanned face ex-
pressed delight, awe, incredulity.

“Good heavens, what a fish!” he ex-
claimed. “There isn’t such an animal!
. . . Say, boy, but wouldn’t I like to
hook one like this!”

“No more than I would the steelhead
you had such a battle with,” I replied.
“Fishermen are never satisfied. There’s
always an unattainable fish. I don’t be-
lieve TI’ll ever catch a big steelhead,
though I swear I shall. This is my third
trip to the Rogue. And yesterday I cast
a whole hour with a broken hook.”

“It’s nothing to do that,” he said, with
a smile. “I break hooks often. The thing
to do is watch your back cast and if you
tick anything, reel in and look at your
fly. These big hooks catch on the rocks
and break. Sometimes you can scarcely
hear the snap. Wade out far, and in bad
places make a false cast in the clear, then
cast again where you want your fly to
light. Practice. You’'ll hook some
steelhead and catch some, too.
That’ll not be hard. But to me
it's a grand game because there
are always steelhead too big and
fast and strong to catch.”

“That applies to all fishes in all
waters,” I rejoined, “though I can
appreciate how it holds true with
steelhead to a far greater extent.”

Late that afternoon, R. C. and
I went down to try our luck again.
We crossed the river at the same
place. I fancied the water was
not quite so clear as it had been
the day before. But as the sky
was overcast and light not strong
I could not be certain.

HIS time we went upstream

to the head of the rapids. The
usual difficulty presented itself.
We could not reach the likely
runs and channels and eddies, and
as the current ran like a mill-
race we dared not wade in deeper
than half-way to our hips. Never-
theless we cast persistently and
with boundless hope all the way
down that rapid. It seemed a
fishless river. ,

I found that to wield my eight-
ounce rod for half an hour was
extremely fatiguing. I had to rest
my arm. We went on down to
the lower riffle and tried again.
T decorated the willow bushes with
three perfectly good flies, and
noted, to my secret delight, that
my brother did almost as well.

Along about twilight I gave up
for the day and strolled along the
shore watching R. C. Presently
he abandoned his fly rod for a
bait casting rod he had brought
with him. Putting a good-sized
spinner and a small sinker on his
leader, he waded back with the
grim remark: “T’ll bet I can reach
where I want to with this.”

R. C. and I had never used the
casting plugs so much in vogue
with modern anglers, but we had
spent years casting black bass and
bonefish baits. R. C. had a long,
sweeping, graceful left-handed
cast. The very first time he

Rocky Riffle on the Rogue River ‘

placed the spinner far across the river,
close to a dark ledge of rock, where the
water ran deep. Smash! The water burst
and foamed.

“Wow !” yelled R. C. with swift, sharp
upsweep of rod. His reel gave forth a
screech and the rod bent double. He had
hooked a steelhead. It ran downstream
fifty yards without a break on the sur-
face. -

R. C. waded out and strode down the
shore. I followed. The fish scurried and
threshed half out of the water; then he
ran upstream against the swift current,
and hung there for a long time, doggedly
plugging to free himself. Eventually he
turned back and worked down the river,
with shortening runs, until finally he gave
up. R. C. beached his first fish of the
trip, a five-pounder that shone even in the
dusk with a beautiful effulgence.

¢««T OOK how I had him hooked,” said

R. C. “These gang hooks on spoons
are not fair. No chance at all! Yet he
sure fooled me. I believe these steelhead
are extraordinary fish. We've got some-
thing coming.”

R. C. made a few more casts without a
rise; and then, as darkness was settling
down, we turned campward. Arriving
there, we found a warm supper, bright fire

They are wonderful fish, equal to the Atlantic salmon of
like weight

and several very disgruntled fishermen.
Their usual cheerful responsiveness was
entirely wanting. Takahashi winked at me,
which had the effect of silencing my good-
natured queries. R. C. gave me an amused
and knowing glance. When I had gotten
out of my waders and into warm clothes,
Takahashi accosted me in a stage whisper.

“Ed an’ Ken must have hell of time.
Come back camp all wet an’ mad. I say
nothin’ but I watch sharp. I see busted
leaders all same like mine. No feesh!”

Manifestly the boys had taken ill luck
to heart. They were novices in the art
of angling and this was the hardest kind
of a game. They reminded me of my boy
Romer, whose enthusiasm for fishing of-
ten ended in grief. A hot supper, such as
Takahashi excels in getting, and a little
time round the genial glow of the camp-
fire gradually worked on Ed and Ken.
Then a sympathetic query or two brought
forth a bewildering and remarkable narra-
tive of angling misfortune.

It was with extreme difficulty that I
arrived at several facts. They had lost
all the leaders, flies, spinners which I had
given them. How these were lost did not
appear clear, but I gathered an impression
that a school of steelhead had attacked the
boys. Ed managed several times to re-
peat a rational statement.

“T’d cast out anything.
Up comes a steelhead 1”

What happened ‘after these oc-
currences he did not seem able to
explain. Ed tried to tell what had
happened to Ken, and Ken just as
excitedly endeavored to give us
some inkling of the marvelous
things that had happened to Ed.

“Ken cast out a spinner,” quoth
Ed. “Bingo! Up comes a big
steelhead. He jumped way out.
Then he ran and bingo! up he
jumps again, right into the middle
of that little grass island. Ken,
the darn fool, went tryin’ to wade
across that deep, swift channel
where he’d hooked the fish. He'd
drowned sure. I pulls him back.
An’ he was goin’ to punch me be-
cause he lost the steelhead.”

¢ AW, Eds out of his head”

declared Ken, with most ear-
nest disdain. “It didn’t happen
that way at all. . I wasn’t
_ casting in the swift place. I was
wading down, letting my fly float.
Sure a steelhead grabbed it. He
jumped a mile high. Say, you
should have seen him. Then he
ran. Then he jumped clear over
the little grass island. My line
caught in the grass. I was going
to wade in far enough to free it,
when Ed stopped me. We were
tussling there when the fish got
away.”

“T saved your life,” declared Ed,
vociferously. “Next time you can
drown. . . . An’ your steelhead
is layin’ right now on that grass
island.”

“Well, boys, don’t quarrel,” I
replied. “Looks like we’re all in
for some excitement.”

Further inquiry elicited the opin-
jon that it was impossible to wade
the Rogue safely in rubber boots.
T certainly sustained this, and I
emptied my duffle-bag to see what
might be left in the way of waders
to give the boys. I found one long
pair of waders that reached well
up round the waist, and one short
pair. These I donated to Ken and
George, respectively, as suitable for
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their height. To Ed I gave all that was
left—a pair of heavy rubber waders with
rubber boots attached. These were abom-
inable and had nearly drowned me more
than once. Ed, however, took them eag-
erly, and proceeded to pound hobnails in
the soles. George and Ken likewise hob-
nailed their heavy shoes, which were to
be worn over the waders. Altogether we
were that night a serious and speculative
group of anglers.

Before I went to my tent I saw the
clouds breaking away and stars white in
the blue sky. The air was cooler. Next
morning when I got up, a thick fog ob-
scured the upper half of the mountains.
It was not cloud, for it had that deep
biue tinge which characterizes the morn-
ing mist in the mountains. It presaged
a fine day. g

PRESENTLY a silver blaze lightened
the fog. That was the sun rising over
the mountains. It soon dispelled the mist.
We were not long in getting ready for
fishing. R. C. and I found the river a
foot higher and somewhat discolored. We
attributed this to the rain. We tried fish-
ing with spinners for a while, to no
avail.

Then we returned to camp. Warm sun-
shine had dried grass and trees and tents.
I observed that the rain had heightened
the autumn colors. Gold and red and
purple contrasted vividly with the massed
green. The air was fragrant with the
tang of the mountains and the odor of
wood smoke. Birds were singing in the
trees. Camp was indeed aftbeautiful and
delightful place.

Chester had gone deer hunting. The
other boys, one by one, came back from
the river, minus fish. We idled away the
day, except for those inspired intervals
when I could get everybody to practice
casting. Takahashi was the most indus-
tt;_ious, but he could not get the knack
of it.

We learned that the rise in the river
was not all due to the rain, but to the
opening of the dam above Grants Pass.
Naturally, we expected the high and roily
water to subside quickly; and at different
times we all took stock of the river. To-
ward evening R. C. reported the water
falling and clearing. Burnham and Wi-
born called on us, and added to a pleasant
hour round the campfire.

“River ought to be clear and low again
tomorrow,” announced Burnham, in
reply to eager query. “Queer river
this year. Have you noticed that the
steelhead and salmon are not jumping,
playing on the surface, as usual during
their run? Perhaps that’s on account of
low water. Early morning is not good.
At this time of year steelhead do not rise
until the sun burns away the mist rising
from the water. From nine till four is
best. Wade downstream, and cast quar-
teringly across. Try to make your fly
light first on the water. Let it float till
your line straightens out below you. Then
cast again. Make a few casts over one
spot, then wade down a few yards. When
you get as far down the river as you
want, go back and fish the water over
again. Sometimes I raise steelhead on
the third or fourth trip.”

Like all really great anglers, Burnham
was generous and kindly, taking keen in-
terest in our tackle, equipment and fishing.
He seemed particularly anxious to have
me appreciate what a wonderful river the
Rogue was and how incomparable the
steelhead fishing.

“Well, as to that, I think I'm already
convinced,” T told him. ‘“Anyone can see
that the Rogue is in a class by itself.
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And what you have told me about steel-
head is certainly enough for me to place
them equal, maybe superior, to the At-
lantic salmon of like weight. But I'm
afraid if I write anything about my own
fishing it will be only a record of awk-
wardness and bad luck.”

Chester returned at dark, tired out and
hungry. He had tramped thirty miles.
He had seen several deer and heard many
breaking through the brush. The nature
of the country, densely wooded canyons

i %.&
the

R.C. and a beauty which he took from
Rogue

and sharp mountain ridges, made stalking
deer exceedingly difficult. He had also
seen quail and grouse, and some {resh
bear sign.

That night the moon cast fantastic shad-
ows on my tent; the pine needles rustled
down, pattering like light rain; the crick-
ets chirped their lonely night refrain; a
fox barked raucously from the bluff op-
posite; and always the stream made mel-
ody, murmurous and melancholy, pervad-
ing even my .dreams.

AT six o’clock next morning I was up
in the silver gray of dawn, ringing the
ax on an oak log. This was my way—
sometimes—of awakening my comrades. I
heard Takahashi say to R. C., whose tent
he shared: “My goodnish! Chief up
choppin’ wood. He early bird!”

I made note of the fact that my chop-
ping called forth only George and Ches-
ter. Whereupon I visited the tents. R. C.
said he was sick or something; Ed an-
swered sleepily and Ken roared like a mad
bull. Later Ed confided to me, with great
gravity, the fact that Ken hated to wake
up in the morning. “You mustn’t wake
him,” avowed Ed. “He might kill some
of us.”

Despite all this we had an early break-
fast and reached the lower rapid, which I
called Rocky Riffle, before the sun had
dissolved the mist. It was indeed a glo-
rious morning. The silver veils of mist
lifted from the purple canyons; the blue
sky appeared; the sun blazed white over
the fringed mountain tops; and the river
was a thing of swiftly moving joy and
beauty.

Along that mile stretch we separated,
R. C. leaving us first. The river had re-
turned to its former stage. I took casual
note of the wide, shallow place where
R. C. waded in. Narrow, deep channels
showed far on the other side. That par-
ticular part of the river did not strike
me as especially auspicious.

Ken started in several hundred yards
below, and I did not look twice at the
section of river he chose. George disap-
peared somewhere, but as he was so dimin-
utive in stature I did not think anything
of that. Ed with rod and Chester with
camera trudged on ahead of me.

Presently I arrived at a swift break in
this riffle, where shallow water ran into
deep, and the river narrowed, with grav-
elly bar on my side and rocky shelf on
the other. As I rigged up my rod I had
a vague sensation of the sweetness, peace
and beauty of time and place. Something
haunting and faraway attended my mental
state. I waded in and began to cast as
best I could.

T was not that I was conscientious or

determined. Mind and eye and muscle
merely answered to a dreamy instinct. I
was fishing. All was well with the world
and forgotten. I did not expect to catch
a fish and did not care whether I did or
not. I waded down my quarter-mile
stretch, cast my fly a thousand times,
more or less, went back to repeat the per-
formance, and then again.

The sun rose high and warm; the river
murmured and flowed on; the enchant-
ment of day and place strengthened rather
than lost its hold on me. For all T knew,
there might not have been a fish in that
part of Oregon. But I did find that my
arm gave out. Wielding the heavy eight-
ounce rod for hours was harder, at least
on that arm, than pulling at a swordfish.
So I sat down to rest.

Naturally, then I remembered my com-
rades. Far below me Ed appeared to be
imitating the evolutions of a tight-wire
performer. His rod was a balancing pole.
Midway between him and me perched
Chester, high on a rock, camera in hand,
waiting for us to give him some action
to photograph.

In the other direction I espied Ken
standing knee-deep in swift water close to
the opposite shore. He appeared to be
precisely where he had started for, upon
leaving us. I watched him cast, and then
leave his fly in the water a long time as
if it were a bait. He had been there so
long, and he had such an air of patience
and expectation that I wondered what had
happened to him.

Presently R. C. emerged from the wil-
lows close by. He carried a steelhead
dangling from a string—a shiny fish be-
tween five and six pounds in weight.
When he reached my side I made note of
his beaming face and bright eyes, and the
unmistakable pride that emanated from
him.

“Any strikes?” he queried cheerfully.

“Nary one. Reckon this particular
stretch of river is devoid of steelhead,” I
replied nonchalantly. “Don’t tell me you
caught yours on a fly, for I'll not believe
you.”

(Continued on page 86)




Field and Stream—DMarch, 1920

opening—there! Do you want him? Make

. schy UP“Y?CJ;‘ mini—v—eh%viloogs p;ittgrngggd!j’ was P !
Help Save the Fishing ||| e S5 1t i INDISPENSABLE

my answer, and I raised the old meat-in- o
the-pot. The ivory bead rested on his If You Want Good Things.

withers, so I thought, and a racking report
USE JAMISON smashed out on the still forest. The black

spot I had shot at remained; the little
B ARBLESS HO OKS bootjack and the eight-pointer circled about
to the left and stood gazing and snorting

[———

at us in amazement, whilst the rack-rack

The Filson Cruis=-
ing Coat in Shed-
pel Khaki

. s qs of a large pair of antlers swishing through
For All Kinds of Fishing the alders was plainly audible as a big
They catch more fish because of better one undiscovered put distance between us.
penetration and because they do not cut or Quickly I worked the bolt and drove
tear. They do no injury to small fish, and another shot at my mark, and the head
thus help preserve the fishing. They are 2 5 ) h hed h
humane, sportsmanlike and effective. Every came into view again as he crashed to the
Smétszinan %l&ould use themgm% ntnanytghfou- ground. He wore a right good crown;
sands do. € guarantee absolute satisiac- q "G
tion or money refunded. Do not fail to take S0, prqpped his l;lead .uP and phOtO
a supply with you on your vacation. g{aplled him. I don’t believe I want to Double shoulder
Returning small fish uninjured will add kill another moose; seven—or is it eight— and sleeve, wind-

much pleasure to your trip. proof and water-

resistant.

$6.50

should be enough for one man. So I will
leave them for others, I hope, unless
there should be a chance offered for one
of those mighty heads of Alaska.

The moral of this story is: don’t go be- Order one inch larger than white collar size.
tween the rut and permanent snow; and Your Filson Catalog “A” awaits your ad-
if you do, for the love of Mike hunt for dress. Learn about “Filson Clothes for the
a rabbit’s foot first. Man Who Knows.

C. C. FILSON COMPANY
: HUNTING AROUND PINACATE | 10051007 First Ave. Seattle, Wash.
R / (Continued from page 38) “Filson Clothes for the Man Who Knows.”
JRmisoniEatents were unloaded, the cars packed ana we
The Barbless Hook Shannon Twin Spin- headed for the United States again, reach-
ner. The greatest of all casting or trolling ing AJO that night_ L nto Mount
D N b e R Since taking this trip I have met in ' gat °
er . 'TICE€ eac
85 cé’,‘ﬁs‘.” e . > Tucson a gentleman who has made ten or _ LS SpeﬂmcnSlchThese

more trips to Pinacate, frequently using
the same Papagoes -we had. He has
loaned me a most excellent map of that
country and I find from it that there are
but three tanks on or around the moun-
tain on which we can rely. This gentle-
man showed me several very fine sheep
heads gotten in that country and invited
me to join him in another trip in the P

N e e Ml same vicinity next fall. And in spite of LY Cal® B
1 o .
Higheet Quality. 24 artotasi Noi & No. 6, having sworn that I would never again BE A TAXIDERM'ST
No. 8, No. 10 and No. 12 hook. Five for crawl over the sharp rocks and cut my Learn at home b}f mail to;‘nOl‘I‘nt%ng
$1,00 or $2.25 per dozen. feet to pieces on the lava of that depress- stuff birds, anima s & make fine rugs
Barbless Hook Dry Flies, nosnell. Highest ing and desolate mountain, I surely am and robes. Wonderfully interesting and
Qualit; 12 patt No. 8, No. 10, No. 12 > ' : . . fascinating. Basily, quickly learned in
a:g ‘N% 14 pan‘;‘l‘rS(fofél Dy $5.50 per going back again to Pinacate if I am in Spare time. ngg”“' txo h“f"' ?ecfomte
dozen. this tg}elxghbgrhootd next fall. Thte sheic{p For o e ponby. of ar
i over there do not appear anxious to maxe 014 reliable school—75,000 graduates. Sucs
Barbless Hook Inverted Bass Flies No. < » el
1/0 Ringed Hook, no Snell. Highest Qual- my acquaintance, and the only thing to do Séiii‘i.‘,‘::ﬂ%’;‘.’ﬁoﬁ;‘c?J?ﬂ?e’rg;%-’?g::::; for
ity. 14 patterns. Each 35 cents, $4.20 is stay until they surrender. i) the work. Have a business of your own. Kari
per dozen.

ROCKY RIFFLE ON THE ROGUE FREE Boanital Mownt. anmmest
e e B fens f ot

; of mounted specimens. Tells how you can learn and
(Cont"”wd f rom fag e 2 8) earn. lil‘]verypone who fishes, huntsy. or likes outdoor
“But I did, by jingo! My first steel-

Patented inU. S, and Great
Britain, 1924 r

life should have this v%rest book. Just send your
name and address. rite today. No obligation.

Ringed Barbless Hooks (cut shows No. head on a fly! And I'm tell you Northwestern School of Taxiderm

: . 8 and 6, 20c doz. Nos. 4 and 2, ylise s you, orthwestern School of Taxidermy
%g)dozlgg? No. 1/0, 30¢ do. No. 3/0, 35¢ Brother, that it was some sport. I waded 1303 Elwood Bullding Omahia, Nebraska
doz. No. 4/0, 40c doz. No. 5/0, 50c doz. out on the gravel bar up there to where

Turned-Down-Eye Barbless Hooks, for it drops off into deep water with sub-

fly tying, Nos. 8, 10, 12, and 14, 25¢ doz. merged rocks making riffles and eddies. I

$1.75 per 100. had no more than forty feet to cast. And,

SingleCut Barbleds Honlea Hes: 4,6,8, 10 I’'m a son-of-a-gun if I didn’t raise a steel-

Endilz sor e head the very first cast. Saw him! But

Double Gut Barbless Hooks, No. 2 and he missed the fly. I cast again and again.

: . $1.00. ‘
1/0, doz.85¢, No. 3/0, 4/0 and 5/0 doz. $ I let my fly float down and was just

about to whip it back when ‘bingo!’ as Ed

OUR FISHING PICTURES saysl, 1 hBad a hard jerk. dIt Sl.X(;, mad;: m%
« s ae?? 7 tingle. But I wasn’t ready. ter that

arc the best “movies” ever made settled down to mind my business. And

Man! What a difference

Bergmann oil>makes in

7 1 v R shoes! Softens them. Water-

Send for full information. a little below that place I hooked this bird. f;;oofs them. Makes them

q _ He shot up five feet out of that swift lastilonger Justicc (el

Catalog of Barbless Flies, and Hooks, Shan- water. Leap! Say, these steelhead are dealer for ullte 8 oz can post
non Twin Spinners, Coaxer Baits, Silk Cast- wonders. This one came out five times Pddress Bergmann Shoe Mfg, Co.,

ing Lines, etc. Testimonials. 693 Upshur Street, Portland, Ore.

while running downstream a hundred

THE W, J. JAMISON 0. ||t 2 e v VANN
o Jo ® anXVf;’;}thgjgsege,gaf’?l T:i{e back what E RGMAN

Bept. /b I said and believe you,” I replied.
739 S. California Ave., Chicago, Ill “Did you hear Ken yell? I looked and

saw his rod bent double, and a smash on

86
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A POST CARD
| BRINGS IT

TO YOU

MY ONLY $275/ 50
SALESMAN 4~ 2
I DON’T want you to order a quan-
tity of cigars until you try my com-
plete line consisting of 7 brands put
up as illustrated above. If after a
fair trial you feel that you did not
receive at least “DOUBLE VALUE”
I’ll return your money in full.
OW I do it. I import my own
tobacco and maintain the largest
cigar factory selling for cash, elimi-
nating book-keeping, bad debts, etc.,
and sell my entire output direct to
the consumer.
All transportation charges prepaid.

CANNOT afford to sell more than one
trial Sample case to a person at this price.
Mail Check or Pay the Postman.

JAMES B.HALLJR.

| DEPT. C, 176 EAST 127th STREET, N.Y. |

KENNEBEC
“JOY-BOY”

Outboard @ A

Motor
Canoe

Fast, dry,
smappy
Most remarkable
boat of class ever de—
signed. Invisible sponsons:
well crowned deck, three
seats, special tool box under stern
seat, tiller rope to guide motor from any
g part of canoe, practical floor rack, classy
painting. Length, 16% feet. Weight about

195 1bs. Price only $118, £ o.b. Waterville,
Maine. A sensational success! FREE
CATALOG shows this and 16 other models.

KENNEBEC BOAT & CANOE CO.
Dept. B-12, Waterville, Maine

PANORA for PYORRHEA

and all mouth and throat infections. Tooth paste and
mouth wash combined. No tooth paste needed if you
use Panora. Use Panora after eating onions, it’s good.
50c and $1.00 size.

Dispensed through physicians for over 25 years but
now sold only through drug stores under new trade
name. If your druggist can not supply you send
money order direct to us. A 2c¢ stamp brings complete
Jiterature on all our products and valuable information
about care of teeth.

MION PRODUCTS COMPANY, Distributors, Box 34, Clinton, lowa

the water. He had a big one on. But
the darn fool pointed his rod right at it
and pulled even when the fish was run-
ning. He forgot to run downstream. But
that's a bad place where he is. ‘Maybe he
couldn’t. He had the fish on only ten
seconds. When it broke off, Ken nearly
lost his balance. And he’s been there ever
since.”

“Looks as if Ken and Ed, and George
Takahashi too, were going to get dippy
over this Rogue River fishing,” I said,
with amusement.

“Who wouldn’t?” declared my erstwhile
practical and unemotional brother. “T've
fallen for it with a dull thud. It's just
getting under my skin. I begin to under-
stand Burnham’s coming here for so many
years. And I know as well as I'm alive
that you will pronounce fly-fishing for
steelhead on the Rogue just what Burn-
ham thinks it is. You see, the fly makes
the difference. I can’t explain what that
is. Hard as steelhead fight on a bait-rod
and spinner, it is nothing to what they do
when hooked on a fly. It's simply great.
Just you wait!”

(To be continued)

CRISTIVOMER NAMAYCUSH
(Continued from page 3I)

ern lakes, lake trout can be caught by the
hundreds at such times. A No. 3 spinner
with a pork rind strip of the bottled sort
attached to the single hook also proves
alluring. But, in the case of casting the
No. 3 spinner or spoon and the rind at-
tachment, use a light bait rod and a bait
casting line of the twelve-pound test type
with a sinker up ahead on the line, a
matter of sixteen to eighteen inches, the
sinker being of the long kind with a wire
ring in either end—a sinker of the ordi-
nary sort, in other words.

Or you will have better results by tak-
ing common strip lead and twisting this
along the line to give it sufficient heft to
bring it down. You can make your own
strip lead by shaving a lead pipe. Wrap
oni a sufficient amount of this, covering a
distance of four feet or so to bring the
iine down to the level desired. Strip lead,
by the way, is far better than a sinker,
owing to the fact that it is distributed
over a certain space equally and does not
hang in one spot, pulling the line sheer
down as a result and making trolling more
or less unnatural.

THERE are several types of the wob-
bling and darting spoons that are ex-
ceedingly “catchy” at this season of the
vear. One type of spoon, at least, is heavy
enough so that it will sink of its own
weight and still retain its gyrating motion
or dart this way and that in the water,
which is meant to give it the illusion of a
disabled fish. An enthusiastic lake trout
fisherman has stated there is one peculiar-
ity about the wobbling spoon: it seems
more perfectly fitted for catching lake
trout than any other artificial lure.

Thefe seems to be something about a
wobbling spoon which a member of this
fish species will willingly commit suicide
on, although he will hang aloof from
the regulation spoonhook affair. Because
of its especially successful career in the
lake trout field, the autumn angler for this
fish would be wise who forthwith stocks
up before he goes forth in his quest.

A live lure always proves interesting to
the lake trout at any season of the year,
but certainly when all fish are feeding
hqavy and the competition is great. A
minnow of four or five inches in length

DID YOU WRITE TO

e P
Wweber,

of Stevens Point
“The Fly-Tackle Capital of America”

HE season’s coming on— be here
almost before you know it. Solet’s
write a bit back and forth — pick

out some fly tackle things now. It’s
good fun to open up the packages
ahead of time—and we want to be well
acquainted before the season is in full
swing. For instance:—

The * Aklenat” Eatly Season Dry Fly

Ostrich body. Floats very high.
Onlyon No.16and No.18 Model
Perfect Hooks. $2.00 dozen.

Or this one—

(Cut é oversize)
Fetherlite
Floating
Spinner

Celluloid Spinner kicks up a big fuss yet
casts like down and picks up without
strain. 12 colors, Feather and Bucktail.
Trout sizes, 35¢ each.
Bass sizes, 50c each.

Deer-Fat Line Dresser

Genuine deer tallow preparation saturat-
; ed in felt pages of neat
leather-covered book.
Floats line; indispens-
able for dry fly—fine for
bait casting. Preserves
line as only deer-fat can.
Prevents waterlogging;
line runs more smooth-
ly and does not carry
water, keeping hands dry. The slickest
little gadget ever tucked
into your kit. Each 50¢.

Straintest Level
Leaders

In practical round
metal box with
moistener.

6 Trout, 6 ft. $2.00
6 Bass, 4/ ft. $2.00
6 Salmon,9ft. $6.30

Our Value Supreme

Henshall Vacuum Dressed Line

Most satisfactory flylinemade; enameled
all through. No kink breaks. Shouldlast
years. Brown color. Only in 100 foot
lengths (good idea that!) English stand-
ard sizes, C—$5.00, D—$4.50, E—$4.00
All goods prepaid.
WEBER LIFELIKE FLY COMPANY
STEVENS POINT, WIS.
“If Weber makes it, a fish takes it”



