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REAL OREGON FISHING
STORY BY A REAL
FISHERMAN WHO ANGLED
NOT FOR TROUT BUT
FOR GLORY ALONE.
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last stick of was tossed

the engine and with a final
toot, we puffed slowly out

of say slowly, for that Is the
proper word. It is only 12 miles to Kagle
Point, our yet full hour
was in the trip. On
this e stretch is no
To no filling, nothing but a
srtrtng of rails and ties out over

and with a
of twists and

jui tea that any baseball pitcher would be
proud of. At every turn of any siie, the

slowed down to about
four miles an hour. Just to the en-

gine on the track, while at every switch
we either left a flatcar on the siding,
or added another to our of
nrrxed rolling stock.

But even thifc mode of travel would
have been welcome later on. for It was
now a case of walk, walk, all the time.
Our first day's trip was to be a
walk Trail, with some fishing in the
Rogue on the way up. and an hour's walk
brought us to the stream. There is a
strange in fishing In the
Rogue River. is on such, a
big scale. The stream is a cold, swift
one. a regular mountain
brook: the pools are wide, rough and
deep: it takes long, hard casting to get
results: big flies, strong leaders, and un-
limited line: a rod with lots of
and a of its use,
while the fish well, your first strike is
more liable to be one six pounds
than six ounces. The must be
ready to take a with good grace,
for when a big is hooked, he
must be ready to go after him
and on short notice. While the
water is rather chilly, the sun
Is also very warm, and soon dries the

scanty
mm

Let us follow an angler as he walks
slowly along the stream, his critical eye

the water until he finds a
pool to his liking. Here he stops, and
sets up his tackle. Ills rod. 10 feet of

split has proven vic-
tor in many bouu on the river. The
reel, strong, sensible one of the

type, holds full oft yards of heavy
line. A six-fo- ot single leader

and a No. with flashing
the

Shading his eyes with one hand, the
angler the pool he
has selected. rocky extend-
ed from shore to shore, while the bottom
was studded with big brown

The water, 10 feet
deep, flowed swiftly over its stony bed
and formed an Ideal for

trout. Of this the angTer was
but his must

end at the water line. Had his
eyes been gifted with the power of

those green depths, he would have
been even more elated. Well out toward
the middle of the stream, some 60 feet
away, he would have noticed a

form behind one of the ragged
boulders. A closer look would have re--
vealed huge trout, resting quietly be-
hind his rocky

he lay there, his strong
gills moving with
heeding not a whit the water
wildly around his barrier. His broad,

side, with its wide strips of
scarlet, flashed gayly with the move-
ment of the gently waving tail.

oblivious to all
yet nothing on the surface escaped his
watchful eye. Every leaf, every bit of

twig was given one
glance, then For the trout was

always for
he would consider edible.

The angler was now ready, and enter-
ing the water, waded out to a

his rod back and
forth, he worked out his line.
At each forward cast, he an-

other yard from the reel, which shot

the guides and Joined the flying
line on the back cast. Very soon 40 feet
was out. and allowed to settle on the
water. the came
into play. a dozen feet
of line from the reel, he draped it over
his left hand in several large colls;
quick swish of the rod lifted the line
from the water, and it Its aerial
flight. Back and forth it flew, fairly
Jerking the rod tip at the end of each
forward case This was what the angler
wanted, and as the line went out
and true, the left hand came into action:
one by one the loops were from
the waiting fingers and drawn through
the guides. Like a thing of life the
white winged flew on until
the line became taut; then It settled gent'
ly on the water, good 60 feet away.
With his body braced against the rushing
current, the angler watched the fly sweep
over the pool until, it
reached the shallow water.
the left hand drew In several coils of line,
the rod lifted the and after a
few flying passes, the fly again
Just a yard of two below the spot reached
on the first cast. Then another
cast, and yet but still no rise.

Surely, the angler, there must
be s good tlsh in such a place; better
bit of water would bo hard to
find. So he went at it again,

to cover every foot of the pool. Once
twice, three times the fly swept around
in bold circle, without result. But the
fourth cast was well placed. Indeed. The
leader struck the water just above the
waiting fish, and, as the

came drifting along, the
eyes of Its wings

seemed fairly to wink at the fish below.
This was too much. For Just an instant

the body then with
a quick of fins and
tail, he himself at the

insect. The Jaws closed
with a vicious snap; with sting
of the hook sank in to the
bend and the fight was on.

The first lunge of the fish toM the
angler that he had hooked
worth while, and be made for shore with
all speed. As. he In
the current, the fih began his first wild
rush; SO feet SO feet 100 feet of line went

through the guides, while the
staccato of the reel became a

shriek. Ashore at last, the
angler along the bank; the fish
in was
on more Una, a demand which the almost
empty reel could not supply, so the
angler ran. On went the trout to the
very end of the pool, Just where
it broke into heavy rapid.
Here the angler made his stand; not
another foot would he give, even though

broke.
The rod bent till it formed a

a hum came over the
line, telling plainly that things were

going the limit. For 20 seconds
the strain lasted, then slowly,
the fish himself to be
drawn into deeper water. But the truce
was a rest and he
was all action. Up Into tlie air he leaped,
his body with its broad scarlet
stripe making a in the

Three times he sprang,
trying with frenzied en-

deavor to shake loose the burning barb.
Then up the pool, past the

angler, who found himself utterly
unable to take up the. rapidly
line. the upper end of the pool,
he some more aerial

lis body from
bead to tail, until it seemed as though
the tiny book must surely give way. But
he was With a flsh
and a cool, careful angler, there can be
but one ending. his
became weaker, his runs shorter and
shorter as tired nature gave up. And
then, like a true be was "all
In." Th? angler waded slowly out until

in water; the landing net was
dipped in behind him, and

without a quiver, the steel- -
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head allowed its waiting meshes to en-
compass his splentld form.

No wonder an angler is spoiled for
any other fly fishing after landing a few
ftKhting rs on the Rogue. "We
enjoyed almost a week of this grand
sport, taking a number of large fish
every day, and In nearly every instance
the fish were returned to their former
hiding places. It seems little odd to
land .a splendid five or trout
and then, after carefully removing the
fly from his snapping Jaws, allow him
to swim back into the pool. This pro-
ceeding was simply beyond the compre-
hension of the natives living along the
stream. Thy still think we are the most
accomplished liars that ever drifted down
their way. With them, a fish on the
bank means a fish to take home, so we
stopped telling about our catches.

It was with great reluctance there-
fore, that we said "good-bye- " to the
fishing and began our trip to Crater
Lake. This meant walk of 65 miles,
which we hoped to cover in two days.
My partner, having developed a large
blister on one heel, decided, to ride a
small pony part of the way, while I
determined to make my legs do the work.
Our first. day's trip was fairly easy, and
w arrived at Prospect, 23 miles out, at
3:30 P. M. We then heard of a ranch six
miles further on, where we might secure

bed for the night, and as this would
divide the trip more evenly, we decided
to go that much further, and take
chances. I might edd that the aforesaid
ranch Is the last human habitation be-
tween Prospect and the camp below
Crater Lake We reached the ranch at
sundown, and found one lonely old
bachelor who had been living In the same
little cabin for 15 years. Of course, he
had no beds to spare, so we took to the
barn, a shaky old structure with very
little hay, 'and cracks in the wall two
Inches wide. At first It was fairly com-

fortable: then as the night came on, it
grew intensely cold. Each time a breeze
came through the gaping cracks, the tem-
perature seemed to drop about 5 degrees,
and each time it dropped we would reach
out and pile on more hay. But it was
no use the cold won out, and about mid
night we gave up the fight, went out-
side and started a small brush fire, which
I had the pleasure of keeping up all
night. My frisnd was more Yortunate
and secured several naps, but I learned
exactly how much brush firs will burn
to the

Morning came at last, and after a
hasty breakfast of dry toast, dry choco-
late and Ice-co- ld water, we started on
our le jaunt. From this point on
the road is all up grade, ascending 3000
feet In the distance mentioned. About
nine miles out we took a side road in

order to see the natural bridge across
the Rogue River. This consists Tf a
solid lava formation, under which the
entire stream disappears, and later
emerges a foaming mass water, 200
feet farther down. A wagon road crosses
this place and winds through the moun-
tains, finally coming out at Roseburg.
Another point of interest was Roguo
River Falls, where the stream fairly rips
through ery narrow rocky gorge, in
a series of steps.

These side trips took up considerable

Johnson on Aviation
Shade of the Literary Comments on Twentieth Progress.

"S IR," responded the' shade of Dr.
Samuel Johnson, with which, after

some difficulty, a reporter had succeeded
in establishing a telesthesiac connection.
"Sir, I cannot avoid the admission that
the 19th century, in what Is called prac-
tical invention, greatly exceeded the In-

vention of the century in which an all-wi- se

Providence cast my lot; but, sir,
you must concur with me that in the
greatest field of invention, the field of
letters, the 18th century In which lived
and labored achieved an eminence to
which the succeeding hundred years vain-
ly aspired.

"Sir, to what end do these
practical Inventions tend? Have not.
instead of Improving the conditions of liv-

ing, especially among the common peo-

ple who are the sustaining foundations of
the state, served only to make those con-
ditions harder? Have not these practical
Inventions which have called attention
from the needs of the mind to artificial
needs of the body, but developed the
meretricious purpose Indicated by my
friend. Dr. Oliver Goldsmith, in his lines
describing the hapless condition of the
land where wealth and men
decay

"Nay, sir, do not see that you of the
beginning of the 20th century have cause
to vaunt your achievements, contrasting
them to the prejudice of the 18th or
even to the prejudice of the 17th cen-
tury, which also was ripe la scholarship,
replete not with dawdlers in tawdry nov-
els, but with men whose solid learning
hath contributed to the welfare and im-
provement of their species in the high
domain of thought."

"But, doctor," interposed the reporter.

10, 1909.
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time, and the afternoon found us still
a long way from our destination. The
sun was beating down full force, and
our feet were acquiring more blisters
right along. Ahead of us the road wound
through the trees like a never-endin- g

ribbon of dust, and always up-

ward. Water was to be had about every
five miles, and was so deliciously cold
that we usually drank too much when
we reached it. The forest rangers have
named each spring and camping place
and tacked a cloth placard on a tree in
a conspicuous place. This placard gives

Dictator Century

accumulates

"my specific assignment was to interview
you on the subject of aviation and to get
your views on this, the latest invention
engrossing the attention and provoking
t"he emulation of the nations of tho civil-
ized world."

"Sir. it will give me pleasure to com-

municate any reflections may at the
moment be able to discover, for the ben-

efit of your readers. Aviation! The word
is pleasing to me. It hath in itself
reminder through its open vowels of the
graceful, undulatory motion of a bird in
flight. Avis, a bird; aviation, the art or
science of flying. Yet the word as im-
plicating the suggestion of wings nath a
deplorable inexactitude when applied to
the contrivance employed by man in
aerial propulsion. In these human me-

chanical productions there are
wings nor feathers, and it certainly must
require a strenuous fancy to see any sim-

ilitude between such awkward Inventions
and the beautiful and at the same time
wonderful and graceful flight of even the
most insignificant of the ornithological
creation! a creation including in its com-
pass the tom-ti- t. with a body of scarcely
the magnitude of my thumb, and the con-

dor of the Andes, with his wings of an
amplitude of fully two fathoms."

"But, doctor, did not you yourself once
invent flying machine? I think I read
of it in your delightful book, 'Rasselas,
the Prince of Abyssinia." It was an inci-
dent of the Happy Valley.".

"Sir," said the doctor, "you are meas-
urably In the right To create such a
machine through the instrumentality of
such an Inventor was assuredly the priv-
ilege of an author, and the author cot
being a cunning artificer, except in
words, lacked skill to fabricate a machine
of sufficient lightness and with sufficient
muscular vigor to traverse the imponder
able ether we call atmosphere. I recall
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the name of the camp and also tells
how many miles to the next place where
water, can be found, proving a great con-
venience to campers along the road. As
we traveled on we noticed a marked
change in the trees and shrubbery; the
tall firs gave way to a more stunted
growth of pines and hemlocks, while the
undergrowth disappeared almost entirely.

At last we came to a definite land-
mark, a stone column marking the west-
ern boundary of Crater Lako Nattonnl
Park, and a little farther on a sign-hoar- d

gave the welcome news that It
was only three miles more to Arant's
Camp. As usual, the last three rollus
felt like six, but they ended a little be-

fore we did. and we entered the camp
with grateful hearts. A very trim lit-

tle camp It was, its two rows of clean,
white tents securely staked to Iron posts,
with the eating house at the end of
the lane. A real bed, with sure enough
blankets, felt mighty good to us that
night, and we turned in early to secure
full measure.

Although very stiff and footsore the
next morning, we could not avoid tho
five-mi- le walk to the lake. From the
camp the road ascends, easily at first,
then with sharp rises near the summit;
very slowly we toiled up the last 200

feet, topped another little rise, and there

the satisfaction attending that creation
of my brain. It is on tho chapter desig-

nated 'A Dissertation on the Art of Fly-
ing.' My mechanist, who was engrossed
with the idea of a flying machine, set
otit in favor of his project that fishes
have the water, in which beasts can swim
by nature and men by art. He that can
swim need not despair to fly: to swim
Is to fly In a grosser fluid, and to fly is
to swim in a subtler. Wn are only to
proportion our power of resistance to the
different density of matter through which
we are to pass. You will bo necessarily
upborne by the air if you can renew any
Impulse upon it faster than the air can
recede from the pressure."

"Sir. you will remember that the mech-
anician continued his observations to
Rasselas after this fashion: 'You, sir.
whose curiosity is so extensive, will
easily conceive with what pleasure a
philosopher, furnished with wings and
hovering in the sky, would see the earth
and ail its Inhabitants rolling beneath
him and presenting to him successively,
by its diurnal motion, all the countries
within the same parallel.'

"Sir," continued the doctor, '"I confess
that I had some qualms when for the
sake of the moral It was fiecessary to
ipunish his presumption. Tou remember
that after the wings were finished the
mechanician appeared one morning for
flight on a little promontory. He waved
his pinions a while to gather air, then
leaped from his stand and In an instant
dropped into the lake. His wings, which
were of no use In the air, sustained him
in the water, and the Prince drew him
to land, half dead with terror and morti-
fication.

"And now. sir. you fell me that a
Frenchman has flown from Calais to Do-
ver. It does not surprise me that this
people, always noted for levity, should
be first among featherless bipeds to rise
into the air."

"But, doctor." said the Interviewer,
"may I not ask you a question concern-
ing the disputed discovery of the North
Pole. Whether Dr. Cook or Lieutenant
Peary"

"Sir," said the great lexicographer.
you should not expect me to engage In

a discussion so unprofitable. The boreal
pole is but a bleak and barren ideality, a

1 ZyHp
before w las" the objee of all mxr ef-

forts. Crater Lake. Imagine. 1000 feet
below. a Ada of sapphire In a roush-hew- n

setting of burnished gold. It is beautiful,
grandly beautiful, too vast and glorious
for my pen to eve attempt Its descrip-
tion. The sun shone strong on the
water, bringing out the most superb
color effects. The water noma a deep
indigo blue blending to a soft turquoise
In the shallows along-shor- e. On all
sides, the precipitous cliffs reach down
to the wo.ter, in some oases from a
height of JU00 foet. Where th water 1

not ruffled by the broeao, tho reflection
Is ao near perfect that It is impossible
to tell where land and water meet.
Looking out over the lake we see Wlsord
Island. IX appears a short quarter mlin
away, yet ia full two miles from shora.
And over everything is a most myster-
ious stillness, an Intense quiet that fairly
grips one. People move about as though
at ohurob; not a sound in heard from
bird or boast; it Is like a vast temple in
which every one la forbidden to break the
solemn silence.

After gaming from the rim for soma
time the spell of mystery fairly grows
on one, and the whistling, of the breeze
among the branches la a must welcome
sound.

m m

A visit to the lake 1h not complete
without a trip on the water, so we
starts carefully down the trail. The
descent la M0 foot, but with the winding
back and forth ia easily twice that dis-

tance. We reached th bottom, and tak- -

Ing a small skiff rowed well out toward
the center of the lake. Here we float
in water 2000 feet deep, giving us a most
unsettled feeling, the same as might be
experienced by a person In a rowboat
out on the ocean. At eloee range the
water assumes a different ilnt. What
was deep blue is now much lighter and
brighter, while the watCT along shore
becomes an exquisite shade of light
green. But In the shadow of the cliffs
the whole aspect changes. The water
becomes very dark, almost blaiJc, and
looks most forbidding. After each stroke
one almost expects to see the oar coma
out dripping with Ink.

And yet the water 1b clear as a d'amonrt,
so deceptively clear that what seems 10

feet deep is really . We dropped a
tin disc overboard and could see It dart-
ing downward, and apparently growing
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larger every moment, for almost half a
minute. We were tnld that a six-Inc- h

china saucer was plainly visible In W

feet of water.
When first discovered there, were no

fish In Crater Lake. Rainbow trout were
planted there some years ago and seem
to have done well, as specimens .weighing
four and five pounds are frequently
cat'ght on a trolling spoon.

We tried fishing for a short while, but
as the fish paid no attention to our spoon
we decided to finish up by taking a
swim in the lake. Finding a shallow
spot we soon plunged in. Near the, shore
the water was cool and not unpleasant,
but as soon as we dove Into deeper
water there was a most decided differ-
ence. Tlio presence of a large snowbank
on the cliff juet above us did not tend
to warm things any, so we soon dressed
and rowed back to the boat landing.
Then came the long climb bark to the
rim. with many a backward look at the
sparkling water.

We reached the top Just as the sun
was sinking behind the cliffs; gradually
the bright blue water lost Its luster, a
growing darkness stealing over it as the
sun sank from sight. Like a huge arm
the black shadow slowly covered the en-

tire surface, and. as the Inst bit of
brightness faded away, we said good-by- e

to Crater Lake.

vague and elusive adumbration for which
the search can offer no more taueihl
result than the pursuit of the proverbially
fugacious ignis fatuus."

Fortunate Towel Mishap.
Baltimore News.

In a certain New England town they
manufacture a well-know- n kind of towel,
most efficient for drying purposes. How
that towel first happened to he made in

the form which has proved so profitabls
to Its makers is the suoject of an amus-
ing legend. It. savors strongly of belong-

ing to the "too good to ho true" genua of
anecdotes, and is as follows:

Once the machinery in the. towel fac-
tory, busily engaged in turnii.g out s.
very conventional brand of towel, sud-
denly went wrong and began practically,
to go backward. There was much excite-
ment. Eventually the machinery was
chastised and set to rights again. But It
was discovered that the towels turned
out during that Interval of mechanical
anarchy were of a texture qulto unrivaled
for use as bath towels. At once the ma-
chinery was set going backward again,
and has been trav-lin- g In that direction
ever since, to the great delight of tiie
stockholders In the towel company.

Trouble in the lanre,
Atlanta Cnns'ltutlon.

Feelin' mighty certain
I'd have my time nn' efcaneft.

If r could take old Trouble
An' whirl her In tho dancel

Swing her fast around
To the. riddle's Bound

Oh, nhe'd bo in a hurry then
To loave tho Joyous ground!

But when the grim old lady
Hears music rlnr'n loud.

She hunt for pastures sha-l-

An' seeks a sighing crowd.
She will not lose her frown.
Her grief she will not drown;

One joyous whirl would send her
Forever out o' townl

She cannot stand the racket;
She's got to go the way

Where the hollow winds are sighin'
An' tho growlln' penplo stay;

ad that Mho has tn roam
. Where dr1;is no honeycomb;

Poor. Jadded. ragged traveler
Thai never had a home:


