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Let Pflueger crafts-
manship improve
your fis'hing. W hat-
ever price you pay,
there’s a Plueger reel
with smoother action
and morestamina per
dollar, waiting to
bring YOU better
fishing.

The Aristocrat of fishing reels. Extra pawl,
fine leather bag, oil, grease, erc.

!-‘ﬁ') T SUMMIT 513.50

Famous Pflueger anti-back lash mechanism,
precision-smooth parts. Fine reel bag.

s
Long popular for its compaciness and
smooth actiod at moderate price.

MEDALIST PV 59 to 513.50

Finest single-action reel built. Exclusive adjust-
able weight to balance rod. Adjustable drag.

THE ENTERPRISE MFG. CO,, AKRON, OHIO

Reels and Baits for FRESH or SALT
water fishing. Ask your Dealer or
write for folder of all 17 Pllueger reels.

PFLUEGER

(Pronounced FLEW-GER)
A GREAT NAME IN TACKLE
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The dying Cree girl’s family wait stoically just outside the tent. Later her foster father broke down and sobbed out his grief

Curse of the Witegoo

L]

his is the story of a fishing trip to
Tnorthe:-n Ontario where a demon
Indian god guards a wilderness
lake filled with mackerel-sized trout.
It all began in the summer of 1946
when Dr, John A. Tasche, my fishing
and flying side-kick, intercepted an end-
of-the-rainbow tale. Rumors whispered
that a bush pilot and his prospector
landed on this lake and, fishing from
the pontoons with a hand line and
bacon bait, tied into five-pound brookies
by the bushel. The lake was called
Sutton, Affer that one day's fishing,
the pilot moved to British Columbia,
and the prospector never came out of
the bush. That's as far as the rumors
went, We had a name but no lake., A
close search of maps of the area showed
no lake labeled Sutton. We began mak-
ing guarded inquiries of everyone we
knew who was familiar with the terri-
tory.
Finally the fur-trade department of
the Hudson's Bay Cempany located it.

by ROB F. SANDERSON

They said Sutton Lake is the source
of the short Sutton River, which drains
into Hudson Bay between Cape Henri-
etta Maria and Weenusk Post. We got
a more detailed map of this territory,
but it didn’'t help much. It showed a
straight line for the river and a general-
ized ellipse for the lake. Vague ha-
chures indicated a narrow range of
uplands about the lake. For many miles
south of these, the map was a vacuum
of white sparsely veined with dotted
lines for rivers. The whole set-up was
potent stuff for our imaginations, as
good trout waters are generally be-
lieved to end at the southern edge of
the muskeg wastes.

“An entirely new trout country,' John
enthused. “Maybe hotter than the Nipi-
gon of 1910. Maybe a new world rec-
ord.” Swearing each other to secrecy,
we vowed to make the trip as soon as
bhetter maps would permit,

In March, 1947, a new chart, W.A.C.
No. 181, was issued, but the word UN-

RELIABLE overlay vast empty spaces.
It was 1949 before a chart giving suffi-
cient detail to warrant planning the
trip became available. That winter we
assembled a pared-down outfit that,
when spring came, proved too heavy a
load for John's Fairchild 24W mono-
plane,

At last, in June, 1951, soon after the
northern ice break-up, we sat high in
the sky behind a newly installed 185-
horsepower helicopter engine which was
to power our long-postponed flight. Cus-
toms clearance at a Minnesota-Ontario
border lake was efficient and brief, and
our next stop was far to the northeast
at the outpost town of Nakina, Ontario,
where we were to leave civilization be-
hind. While we refueled we were briefed
by Chuck Austin, veteran pilot of Austin
Airways, on the route to Fort Hope.

Northwesterly head winds and de-
tours around turbulent showers made
our hundred-odd mile hop to Fort Hope
—on Eabamet Lake, just north of the
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Albany River——seem incalculably long-
er. As we moored our tired float plane
in the creek mouth near the Hudson's
Bay post buildings we were met by
Alan A. Yuill, the post's 23-year-old
manager, who told us that our drums
of high-octane gas, sent in during the
winter, had come.

A young Indian arrived just as we'd
finished securing the ship and delivered
an invitation for the three of us to
lunch at the near-by dwelling of Vital
Brisson, the only other white resident
in the area. Once a multimillionaive
lumberman, now guardian of an in-
active mine, Brisson met us on the path
and pridefully showed us his garden.
Near each plant was a worn-out utensil,
ready to protect its ward from the al-
most nightly frosts.

Until now we hadn’t mentioned our
plans lest someone upset them by in-
sisting our small plane was not equal
to such a trip. But during lunch we
divulged our route and destination. Bris-
son frowned immediately and recalled a
story, current in the summer of 1949,
that a 600-horsepower Norseman bush
freighter had flown into Sutton via the

1 I write a note to leave be-
hind, saying who we are, in
case the plane should crash

2 Our far-north objective—Lake
Sutton—looms from the haze.
Will it meet all expectations?

3 Yital Brisson warns us of the
lake’s forbidding reputation.
© “Indians fear it,” he says

4. The Indians arrive by motor
canoe Lo reporl that a young
girl is dying. Can we help?

5 This pike took three of my
lures. With spreader and dis-
l -
gorger 1 retrieve them all

6 | place the note in a bottle
wrapped in shiny foil and tie
it on the Norseman’s wreckage

John nets a fighting brookie
while trying out his spinning
tackle off the bouldery shore

~1

8 Al Yuill, standing on drums,
helps John refuel after our
perilous return to Fort Hope




longer but safer Weenusk—Hudson Bay
route and had met almost immediate
disaster, Within a day after landing,
the ship and its entire outfit burned
completely.

While this talk passed across large
mugs of steaming coffee, we were inter-
rupted by a clamor from the sled dogs
outside. A motor canoe had arrived
from the Cree village across the lake,
and already a spokesman for the tribe
was hurrying up the path. Al went to
the door and exchanged a few sober
syllables with the courier, then turned
to us.

“A young Indian girl is dying at the
village,” he said to John, having learned
earlier that he is a doctor.

While John hurried to the plane for
his emergency bag, Brisson motioned
me aside.

“This lake where you plan to go has
a peculiar reputation,’” he said ominous-
ly, “The Indians fear it. Only one man
has been able to trap there successfully,
and he drank only spring water. Not
water from the lake, mind you. Spring
water. By the way, do you have a good-
lick charm with you? Myself, I would

never go on a long trip without one.”

I was wearing an old flying cap, one
which has roofed me in cockpits on five
continents. Thinking that the cap might
qualify, I mentioned it in extravagant
terms. Brisson's wistful concern abated
at my assurance, and I quickly collected
my cameras and went to join John at
the canoe.

We speeded across the lake to the
Cree village, where the entire popula-
tion stoed around one group of tents.
We were escorted immediately to the
patient. After a short examination,
John announced that the girl had died
minutes before our arrival. We as-
sembled in front of the tents for an in-
formal inquest, interpreting through
Johnny Yesno, the financial wizard of
the Treaty Indians, who reputedly has
amassed a fortune as an independent
trader, trapper, fisherman, and general
wheeler and dealer.

“Possibly a cerebral hemorrhage,”
John diagnosed. “Without an autopsy,
it's impossible to be more definite.”

“Witegoo—that's what Cree people
say,”" said Johnny. He pronounced the

(continued on page 73)
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(continued from page 23)

word “Wit-ee-goo,” drawing out the
last syllable in a moody sigh.

“What's a witegoo?"” I asked,

“Evil spirit,”” Al explained. “Maybe

{ you've heard it called windigo, which

is the Ojibway name. The Indians here-
abouts have more evil spirits than you
Americans have television sets.”

“Bad spirits all around,” Johnny said
soberly, “Catch Indian anytime not
careful—mayhbe white man, too."”

We had a short, interesting visit with
Johnny, and asked him about the lake
we intended to visit. “Plenty trout,”
lie told us. “But bad country. No like
- men,”

_We went back to Fort Hope and re-
fueled our plane. PFiguring a 10 per-
cent reserve, we needed gas for a 630-
‘mile flight, In addition we wanted as

miuch more fuel as we could carry, so
that we could do some exploring. When
we'd filled the fuselage tank and the two
\Wwing tanks, we loaded an extra keg

and a half in the cabin. Then we hur-
ried to the post kitchen for supper.
After we'd eaten, Al cleared his throat
and spoke rather solemnly.

“The Indians are worried about YVOouL
You were kind, and they want to pro-
tect you. They claim this witegoo has
something to do with your plane.”

“What could it possibly have to do
with our plane?"” I asked.

“The girl was stricken just about the
time they heard your engine,” he re-
plied. - “They claim the spirit of the
Lake Sutton country is evil to men, |
and since it is a spirit of the air it posi- |
tively detests airplanes. The dead girl's
real father—the old Indian you met 1S |
her foster father — once visited this
country and that's why she was chosen |
to die. They've built up quite a case.”

“But we were almost sixty miles away
when the attack came,” John protested.

“At that distance these people some-
times can distinguish between sounds
made by different planes of the same
make and engine type,”” Al informed us,

“Acute hearing doesn’t make them
clairvoyants,” John scoffed. “Kid stuff.
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| vibrant strike.

Let them lose sleep about evil spirits—
not me."”

The subject was shelved.

The weather cleared during the night
and the freshly washed sun had barely
risen when we taxied out for departure.
Before we took off I noticed deposits of
red lead along the wing root, but I
didn't mention it since I figured that
the tank must have overflowed at last
refueling. We tightened our safety belts,

| 1et the ship weathervane into the wind,

and opened the throttle. The plane
broke water sluggishly, and we spiraled
to a safe altitude before heading out

| on course.

he terrain changed forty minutes

north. Irregular granite uplands
sank beneath an endless prairie of
muskeg. We nosed to 7,000 feet, and the
watery wastes below shrank to a jumble
of clouded mirror fragments. Some dis-
tance north of a large bend in the
rapids-choked Attawapiskat River we
began to slip off our course.

At first we suspected a wind shift,
but an erratic swing in the compass
soon warned that we were caught in an
uncharted zone of magnetic disturbance.
If the zone was broad we might become
hopelessly lost for to save weight we'd
left our sextant at Fort Hope. Ignoring
the compass, we tried to keep a con-
stant relative bearing to the sun.

The compass settled down at last and
we resumed course uneasily. Ten min-
utes beyond our expectation the lake
of our five-year quest emerged from
under the distant haze—a narrow finger
of silver pointing north between darkly
forested bluffs. Throttling back, we
descended and flew the entire 35-mile
length of the sparkling sapphire waters
at a 1,500-foot altitude.

We located a likely camping area be-
fore landing, and in the thrill of actual
arrival we forgot all about witegoos and
their nether-world operations. Our pon-
toons grounded some distance from
shore, but we ferried all necessary
equipment with the help of waders and
a rubber boat and soon set up camp on
a hill near one of the many bubbling
springs which feed the lake.

This seemed a good time to tell John
of Brisson's warning about drinking
only spring water. Common sense alone,
John felt, would indicate that it was
relatively germ-free, so we agreed to
use it exclusively,

We were so eager to wet our lines
that we skipped lunch. Minutes after
stringing his rod John felt the first
He played the fighting

| fish to the boat and found that he had

' a six-pound lake trout,

From waters

| which averaged ten feet deep and 50

degrees F. we reeled in several gray
trout weighing up to ten pounds.

Because we returned them all to the
water, except a few table fish, we used
barbless hooks most of the time. Affer
playing a fish until he tired, we slacked
line and let him shake the hook with-
out being handled, In this way we let
several more fish go free. Then John
reeled in one that needed help to escape.

““Hey, look,” he shouted. "*A square-
tail."” He lifted a flapping brookie into
the canoe.

It was a brookie all right, but a G.I.
issue. It was a drab olive-gray. Prob-
ably many of our previous catches,
which had been smaller and Ilivelier,
were the same sort of brookies, but
from their dull appearance we mistook
them for grays. An absence of pinkish
or speckled brilliance was characteristic
of all the brook trout we caught in this
region.

After creeling a couple of three-
pounders for eating, we went back to
camp by way of the anchored plane. A
float plane is always vulnerable to
natural hazards, and since shoals pre-
vented our bringing the craft within
reach of solid shore ties, we had to
anchor it. We tested all lines and knots
carefully. The anchor flukes caught
deeply into the soft bottom where noth-
ing short of a strong wind shift, we
felt, would unseat them.

We gorged on a supper of broiled
trout and dehydrated potatoes. After-
ward we lay about the fire waiting for
darkness. Owing to the far-north lati-
tude and the June solstice, at 10 p.m.
we could still see the placid lake dimple
to sporadic trout rises. It was late
when we zipped into our sleeping bags
and dozed off.

The honk of wild geese flying low
roused us at dawn, and we peered
through the tent flap into a misty
drizzle. By 9 a.m. the weather improved
and, dressed in all the clothes we'd
brought, we started off to fish the river.
The Sutton is a good-size stream.
There are large trout in its pools, but its
flats yielded the fastest fishing. After
frequent experimentation with lures, we
settled on a black-and-silver streamer
fly which hooked not only the most
trout, but also a 5';-pound lunker.

By early afternoon we'd released over
sixty trout, and we decided to call it a
day. Paddling back to camp against
the current, we roused hundreds of
waterfowl that rose over us lazily and
then settled immediately at our rear.
Before landing at camp we stopped at
the plane to pick up some extra gear.

he ship listed under my weight, and

a few drops of liquid fell from the
wing root into the lake. Suspicious
that the stuff wasn't water, I ran my
hand along the fabric and sniffed it
Gasoline. When I flicked on the cock-
pit switches the right-tank gas gauge
settled solidly on zero. My stomach
dropped. I cut a small slit in the fabric
under the wing and found a leak at a
fuel-line coupling between wing and
fuselage. Gallons of precious fuel had
escaped.

John and I soberly refigured our fuel
range. Without the extra gas we'd
taken on for “exploration,” our position
would have been hopeless. As things
stood, assuming a no-wind condition, no
tough luck, and a higher air speed than
we had coming in, we could make it
back to Fort Hope. But any rubber-
necking by plane around the near-by
country was definitely out.

That night we talked over our pre-
dicament. We agreed that since we
were already on the lake we would ex-
plore the immediate area by boat. But,
despite that conservative resolve, I'd

p——



slept my last sound night's sleep. From
then on, the slightest noise snapped me
from restles slumber to bright-eyed
wakefulness.

On the third morning we drifted
down the Sutton once again. Fishing
seemed to be strictly a trout proposi-
tion, so when my spinning line sepa-
rated from its Devon lure after a solid
strike, I didn't know what to expect.

I then tied on another artificial, but
soon another savage strike broke my
line, Taking a light bait-casting rod, I
worked several minutes before drawing
the third strike. The line held, and I
stepped ashore to beach a thrashing
northern. The jointed lure was firmly
trebled in his jaw, and, using a spread-
er to look down his maw, I saw my first
and second lures still firmly imbedded.
I promptly retrieved them with a dis-
gorger.

The time came to land on a sandbar
and cook a couple of fresh trout for
lunch. We'd barely cleaned the bones
when dark clouds inflating themselves
rapidly above the horizon announced an
approaching storm. We doused our
ashes and set off for camp.

0 sooner had we arrived than the

wind shifted and began to whip it-
self into gusts of great intensity. The
tent cowered, light rope ends stood out
like windsocks, and the lid blew off the
stew kettle. John ran to the lake to
look at the plane.

“The anchor's dragging,” I heard him
vell. “She's heading for the rocks.”

I sprinted for the boat, sliding aboard
behind John, and we paddled furiously
for the escaping craft. At times the
anchor caught temporarily and we
gained a few yards. But the gale pro-
pelled the ship apace with our approach.
We strained to cateh her before the
fragile aluminum pontoons crumpled
against the jagged shore rocks, but our
gain was slow,

An increasingly bouldery bottom near
shore gave better hold to the anchor,
and the ship's drift slowed. We overtook
her only a little more than thirty yards
from the granite-fanged shore. John
leaped to a pontoon and was at the con-
trols in a flash. The starter whined, the
engine coughed, and, with a terrific
blast of power, the ship shot to safety.

The propeller blast caught me oblique-
ly and blew my good-luck cap into the
Wwhitecaps, but it didn’t worry me at the
moment., Alone in the boat, I was un-
able to navigate into the wind. I fought
grimly to reach the least formidable
section of shore, and managed to beach
the boat. When the gale subsided I re-
launched the boat, and John taxied
over to pick me up just as a pouring
rain began.

Fishing Sutton Lake itself was our
next project. We waited just long
enough next morning to be sure the
weather would be fair, and then we
shoved our rubber boat out into what
we knew was literally a bathtub for
trout, Trout were everywhere, and al-
most anything with a hook drew strikes.
Though John and I have a standing rule
that when one hooks a fish the other
reels in, we frequently played fish simul-
taneously. When our tired arms finally

BIO dun movie range
wnh small-bore economy

Stretches the budget—to let every outdoor man
enjoy fine personal movies. Uses low-cost Smm. roll
film with easy loading. Gets crisp. clear movies in
full color or black-and-white . . . indoors or out,
slow motion, too! At Kodak dealers’. . .

Eastman Kodak Company,
Rochester 4, N. Y.

Has built-in exposure guides
aceepts accessory telephoto lens.
With fine. fast //2.7 lens, $82.30
—and most dealers offer casy
terms. (Other Kodak movie cam-
eras from $43.30.) Prices include
Federal Tax and are subject to
change without notice.

izg/{y/ 73 %ﬂf zem

MEMBER OF

KODAK'S FAMILY OF FINE CAMERAS

P Rodak

TR TS

The Flathsh wins again! In Field & Stream s 1851 Fish-
ing Contest, it took 7 of the 10 prizes in the Eastern
Rainbow Trout Open Division. But that is not all! Dur-
ing the past 10 years the Flatfish has won 35 of the 70
prizes given—or as many as all other plugs. spoons, spin-
ners and live bait combined.

WORLD’S LARGEST SELLING PLUG
Over 9,500,000 sold. Made in 18 sizes and 28 colors.
Underwater, surface and trolling models, $1.35. Musky,
$1.45. Fly-rod size, $1.10. Midget models. $1.00 and $1.10.
New extra large models (5%, 514" and 6") $2.00, $2.25 and
$2.50. Send for FREE 48-page booklet with plug fishing

secrets of famous anglers.
E ATALOG

HELIN TACKLE CO.
3669 Meldrum ® Detfroit 7, Mich.

—» LONG ond LIMBER
¥ ver EASY TO CARRY

W KEM'S WEEDI.ESS WONDERg :
This flexible sturdy, 15 foor pole

e
¥ slides into two 40 inch sections for
handy carrying, Setisfaction Guaranteed.

52 95 oo. of your dealer or send Chedk,

Money Order or Cash to

w\l“
‘ Scl of

3 Hooks
L., M., 5., with

" Spinners ond Bonds
= Sen! Postpaid—0Only §1.00
Al Sperting Good:s Store or

Order Direct Naw!
b siie [N Gl Box 644-U, Minneapelis, Minnesola

s Frow Cotalog on Requet! se———

PINNING REEL

$
DESIGNED FOR MODERN LIGHTWEIGHT RODS

ADJUSTABLE DRAG—NO BACKLASH Swiss Whiz
: INTER_FHANGEI\BLE_JDI_RIGHT on LGl*"rmﬂb W[I‘PIdD S] 2.50
WITH

AUTOMATIC
PICK UP

IE
r'ltl

!-.\‘-|| wglnner
ean cast extreme distane 3

YEARS AHEAD—IN DESIGN—WEIGHT—CONSTRUCTION :
Made of munel, W

Whiz s L l_nrl :r Swiss Whiz

;;;'“ Junior

$9.85

A that 1
sLINE ¥0U over ux-
WITHOUT
AUTOMATIC
PICK UP

Ferndale 20, Mich.

||-l||1|. his name.
=hippud  as.
—.1..-.-|l|w 5

. ‘lout ¥
sembled for hiand enst i
Swisks Whiz Is i muh reured Ty Mye \ l||-

WRITE FOR FOLDER,
Dept. 0-6, 1640 East MNine Mile Rd.,

Jackson Sales,

JUNE, 1952 15




w
=
=
=
—

“IT'S A HONEY!"

A 2-piece, 62 foot, exira-
light action rod that weighs
2 oz., less fittings, for use
with lightweight spinning
lures. Serrated nickel-silver
ferrule, chrome guides and
top, 12" shaped specie
cork handle. 13 spinning
rod models, from $13.95
to $34.50.

63 conoLon mobELs
FOR ALL TYPES OF
FRESH WATER AND

SALT WATER FISHING
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New live action
Perfect balance
Perfect taper

Built by the originators
of tubular fiberglas
fishing rods

UWnite for
1952 (ataleg!

SOLE DISTRIBUTOR
NATIONAL ROD COMPANY

armeco

SPORTING GOODS coO.
COSTA MESA, CALIF.

76

OUTDOOR LIFE

laid down the rods early that afternoon,
each of us had tossed back over $100
worth of trout.

Then we did a little exploring. We
landed on the east shore to examine the
rusting skeleton of the ill-fated Norse-
man plane that Brisson had told us
about. Then we walked back into the
bush to look over the near-by country,
and sighted a brush wolf in yellow
summer coat. Along the hillside above
the lake we came upon the charred re-
mains of a trapping camp. The rusting
barrels of a carbine and a .22 rifle lay
among the ashes.

Next day we moved south to a bay
and set up camp on a level gravel beach
near a spring. Then we went fishing.
I tied into a brookie weighing five
pounds fourteen ounces, but he proved
to be a loner. The fishing was slower
than previously.

Since we'd already explored much of
the lake and river, and our short gas
supply prohibited expeditions to out-
lying waters, we talked over plans for
leaving. Living in the shadow of im-
pending misfortune was wearisome, and
our thread of luck was too frayed to
risk unnecessary straining.

y morning the ceiling was high and
the wvisibility good. We quickly

.| agreed to skip the two additional days

of fishing we'd planned. I wrote a typi-
cally trite “explorer's note,” giving all
information in case we went down en
route to Fort Hope, put the note in a
bottle wrapped in shiny aluminum foil,
and hung it on the Norseman wreck.

We were ready to say farewell to Sut-
ton. But as the plane vaned into the
wind prior to take-off, John loosed his
seat belt, hopped out onto the float, and
returned to the cockpit with a pocket
cup filled with lake water. He held the
cup high.

“To the witegoo,’ he cried, and, with
the air of satisfying a long-contained
repression, drained the contents at a
gulp.

Our lightly loaded ship lifted quickly
and hastened skyward. Off either wing
tip lay the silent wilderness which
might hoard the record trout of our
hopes, but now this country was farther
beyond reach than ever. We ruddered
the nose to the course, climbed above
the muskeg, and leveled off at 6,000
feet. John adjusted the mixture control
to economize on fuel.

Mottled eclouds moving southeast
across the desolate wastes below warned
us to expect no assistance from the
wind. But the engine gauges read nor-
mal, we flew through the magnetically
disturbed zone without confusion, and
the flight proceeded under control. But
we faced one big problem, and it stuck
in my throat like a fishbone,

This was the essential transfer of
fuel from the fuselage tank to the left
wing tank. Fuselage fuel could not be
fed directly into the engine, and tank-
to-tank transfer was impossible while
the receiving tank was feeding the en-
gine. To transfer fuel by stopping some-
where along the way would be to risk a
crack-up on the notoriously treacher-
ous waters of some shallow muskeg
lake. Several gallons of our priceless

gas would also be consumed in take-off
and climb afterward. Finally T thought
of a method which both of us hoped
would do the trick.

When the left gauge read nearly
empty I began pumping fuel from the
fuselage to the empty—and leaky—
right tank. As I did so I saw droplets

:

of leaked gas gather on the trailing |

edge of the right wing and vanish into
the slip stream. But just before the left
tank went dry I switched the engine to
the right tank and began pumping gas
furiously into the left.

Either the transfer was too slow, or
the leakage too great, but before the

fuselage tank pumped dry the right |

tank began sputtering. The starved en-

gine coughed and spurted, and the ship |

lost altitude. I pumped frantically as
the altimeter unwound: 5,500, 5,000,
4500, At 4,000 feet the pump sucked
air and the transfer was complete. The
engine cut in, smoothed, and we purred
along thankfully at 4,000 feet until
Eabamet Lake appeared in the distance.

The gas gauge still had a wiggle in
it as we descended in a wide arc over
the trim white buildings of Fort Hope,
creased the blue water, and rode to
shore on wings of spray. Al threw us
a line and we made fast for refueling.
As the left wing tank swallowed two
twelve-gallon kegs with room to spare,
Al remembered something.

“The old man who plays Ouija with
the witegoo asked about you this morn-
ing,'" he said. ‘“He told me not to expect
you if your ship didn't fly in today.”

I glanced at John, who was nursing
the last drops from the gas hose. Silent-
ly T wondered what awful things might
have happened had we stayed on at
Sutton for additional fishing following
John's defiant toast to the witegoo.
Would we have discovered giant trout?
Or would we have met our end, as the
leathery old Indian predicted? Did my
good-luck cap or our drinking the spring
water have anything to do with our
fate?

Further speculation will have to be
done by someone else. John and I, more
than ever, are strictly trout men. Rec-
ord witegoos aren’t in our line. THE END

Two=in-One Fiy Reel

he convenience of an automatic fly

reel is combined with the best fea-
tures of a single-action job in a new
low-cost, lightweight reel of aluminum
and stainless steel. A ratchet-type trig-
ger action controlled by the little finger
permits smooth, fast take-up with the
hand in casting position and gives the
fisherman complete command of his
line at all times. An adjustable-tension
drag disengages for smooth take-up
when reeling in.

RBird’s-Nest Tweezers

handy pair of tweezers with bent-

over points, specially designed for
unsnarling backlashes, is now available
through tackle dealers. Small enough
to fit any tackle-box tray compartment,
it’s a useful tool to have along when a
seemingly hopeless bird's-nest snarls up
your reel.






