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GO-GO Fishing 

By: Ramon J. Ross 

I CAST out another three-eighth ounce yellow ball head jig. Letting it sink to the bottom. I lifted 

my rod tip 30 inches and...  

"There's another one!" I exclaimed.  

"Man, what fishing! That makes six walleyes in 10 casts."  

I pulled this one in and put it on the stringer. Mike and I now had 11 walleyes in just over an 

hour of fishing. We had caught many more, including nine northern pike, but we released most 

of them.  

"This is about the fastest walleye fishing I've ever run into," I turned to watch Mike, as he 

released a squirming 28-inch northern pike.  

It was fabulous fishing in northern Ontario's scenic, picture-hook country. Yet, we were only a 

few miles from the Canadian National Railway which runs into the Gogama country were we 

were fishing. You can get on local trains in this area and be put off at various hunting and fishing 

camps.  

Mike pulled in another walleye and I remarked, "We better stop. We've got our limit."  

In less than 90 minutes we must have captured 25 fish. A yellow lead-headed jig with a buck tail 

skirt was the secret weapon! There were other fishermen near using live minnows, but we reeled 

in five fish to their one. We were fishing in mid-May at a point where a small feeder stream 

tumbles over a falls into Horwood Lake.  
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Walleyes and northern pike were congregated near the base of the falls, and we didn't need to 

move our boat once to take the fish we did. It appeared that we were fishing in a bit vat of 

foaming beer as the water was whipped to a white froth by the falls.  

I am today sold on lead-headed jigs, yet I remember two years ago when I emptied my tackle 

box of them. I had tried them several times unsuccessfully and I didn't have any confidence in 

them as a fish-getter. Yet, I recall being out with a fisherman in Lake Erie in Ohio eight years 

ago and he consistently brought in fish on jigs. They were not as popular then as now. Even after 

that experience I didn't give a whoop for jigs. A few years ago I journeyed to Lake Ontario with 

a fishing whiz and he took me aside and showed me how to use jigs.  

"Just give your rod tip lift off about 30 inches in retrieving." he advised. "Then let the jig sink 

again as you give the handle or your reel a half turn. Just repeat that."  

Under his watchful eyes I cast out and followed his instructions to the letter. On my first cast I 

hooked a walleye, and it has been my favorite walleye lure ever since. My teacher, incidentally, 

was my Uncle Erwin, a noted fisherman in my eyes.  

On this very trip with Mike we passed out a few jigs to some fishermen near us when they asked 

what baits we were using. I noted that they seemed skeptical of the baits when we offered them. 

Several fellows used them but couldn't cast them more than 10 feet because they were 

accustomed to still fishing from a boat and apparently lacked the know-how of casting.  

On our way back to the fishing camp, from where we had initiated this foray for walleyes, Mike 

and I were as happy as two kids with their first bikes.  

"You know," I turned to Mike who had just started up the outboard, "This go-go fishing trip has 

been an unusual one. We've run into excellent fishing at four different locations. "  

I called it "go-go" fishing because we were lake-hopping in the Gogama area, located north of 

Sudbury, Ontario. It all started at a Sportsman's Show in Cleveland back in March. I stopped at 

the Gogama Outfitters booth and got into a conversation with Jim, secretary of the outfitters 

group.  

"What I would like to do," I told Jim, "is to hop around your country. I want to see a lot of land 

and sample fishing in different lakes and streams. Also, I want to get hold of some speckled trout 

and possibly a big northern pike."  

"You don't need to jump around like that to get good fishing," offered Jim, "but if you want to do 

it we can set it up. The Canadian National Railway runs a local train and you can move from 

fishing camp to fishing camp. Or there are several float plane operators who can move you 

around.”  
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After that discussion I could hardly wait for May to roll around. In the interim, Mike and Roger 

also joined me on the proposed camp-hopping junket. 

So it was that Roger and l left Cleveland by Canadian Airlines at 11 a.m. for Timmins. There we 

met Mike and the three of us departed almost immediately in a Georgian Bay Airlines single-

engine pontoon plane for Elsas, some 110 miles away. We set down on Kapuskasing Lake.  

Nelson a quiet, conscientious man and operator of Go-Send-A Lodge met us as we piled out of 

the plane and unloaded our gear.  

"One of our better fishing spots," said Nelson a few minutes later as he poured coffee, "is a place 

called The Chutes. We man travel there by river, catch some walleyes and have a shore dinner 

tomorrow."  

"Sounds real good," I replied. Next morning, Roger, Mike and I took off with Nelson in a sturdy 

boat with a 120-horsepower motor briskly pushing us along. I reveled in the trip, for one of the 

great delights of northern fishing is that you can cruise on clean rivers-still unpolluted, still wild 

and uninhabited.  

Such was the Trout River we were traveling. We paused a few times to cast artificial lures and 

came up with northern pike. Most of them were small and we put them back. Finally, we reached 

The Chutes, and the sight of the water roaring past huge rocks made me breathe faster. It is the 

kind of spot where you figure that someday you would like to settle down beside it permanently.  

"We should get some walleyes here," said Nelson.  

"We better get them if we want to eat," I said, knowing that a shore lunch was in the offing.  

I cast out from a rock near the shore, arrowing a jig into a boil of water below the falls. Nothing 

happened until the fourth cast when I brought in a walleye of around three pounds. This fired my 

companions into action. Soon we had five fish enough for our dinner.  

Nelson started a fire and soon the sizzling of frying fish merged with the roar of the falls. I 

relaxed with a cup of coffee. Man, this was living-away from phones, the press of business and 

traffic fumes.  

You don't have to catch fish to enjoy this life. The day was sunny. As I munched on a walleye 

fillet white puffy clouds scudded across a blue backdrop of sky overhead. Soon lunch was over 

and we fished for a while, and then headed downriver toward camp.  

I sat in the boat, gulping in the breathless scenery as we scooted along. Near camp the wind 

shifted and dark clouds blacked the sky and the rains came. But we were soon in camp, warm 

and dry; thankfully we had brought proper raingear. If you ever come this way in May when a 
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frigid rain can send the thermometer tumbling, bring a two-piece rain suit. You'll soon discover 

that it is one of the best investments that you ever made.  

The next day we traveled only a mile from camp and fished in a heavy rain near a railway trestle 

of the Canadian National Railway. There was a slight current as the water moved under the 

trestle. We anchored near there and soon we were getting walleyes and northern pike almost on 

every cast. Fishing beside the railroad was not particularly a great scene of beauty, but it 

certainly was productive.  

May and early June are exceIIent months for pike and waIIeyes in Ontario. People often make 

the mistake of waiting until July or August for their fishing trips, and often-times they miss the 

topnotch angling. You don't need a wide variety of baits in this country. A few spoons, plugs and 

jigs will put you in business.  

This fishing isn't expensive, either.  

Nelson, for instance, charges only $80 a day for room and food per person. Boats, motors and 

guides are extra. You don't need a guide in most cases as you can easily find your way around.  

But don't take this country too lightly. It can be tough and demanding. While we were at camp I 

met two Illinois men who survived a hair-raising experience on an 80-mile float trip from 

Chapleau to Elsas where we were staying.  

The two bearded travelers emerged from the bush, showing visible signs of hardships. Their first 

words were:  

"Anyone got a cigarette?"  

On their trip, they capsized in their 18-foot canoe in a fast surge of water, losing some of their 

supplies and, more important, their map of the river.  

Without a map the men continued down the river, their ears cocked warily for the roar of fast 

water ahead of them. They finely emerged four days later at Elsas.  

We left Nelson's camp the next day and soon were parked beside the railroad with our gear. In 

minutes the local came by and halted. We tossed our gear into the baggage car and were on our 

way to Camp Kenogaming-the second stay on our go-go fishing safari.  

At the railroad we were met by Jim, the camp owner. We loaded the gear into his truck and set 

off for his camp.  

"It's nine miles to camp," Jim explained. "This is an old lumber road and we use it to get to our 

place."  
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The camp is located on the shores of Lake Kenogaming, about 390 miles from Toronto. There 

are no roads into the camp from outside. You get there only by train or plane.  

After a tasty dinner of roast beef, Jim suggested that we go for speckled trout in the morning. We 

heartily agreed.  

"I want you to try Whisky Lake," he added. "There should be trout in there of five pounds or 

better."  

Next morning we didn't get Whisky Lake "straight," for it rained buckets; instead we had our 

Whisky with rainwater. We fished the lake most of the day, and our score was five trout. Roger 

got four of them, and I managed to get one. All were taken on spinning gear. Twice I took time 

off from fishing to get warm at a fire we had built. The rain was of the kind that chills you to 

your toes. We were visited by two thunderstorms. It was a miserable day for fishing, but we 

made the most of it.  

We concentrated on trout fishing for the two days we were there. I had tried the walleye fishing 

at this same spot the fall before, and caught them with ease on the jig. I was hoping to land a big 

trout, as I wanted to get one mounted, but I failed.  

We left Jim's camp for Camp Kenda, and again we went out and flagged down the CNR local, 

which stopped for us. Later I learned that a trout of six pounds had been taken at Whisky Lake 

the day after we left.  

After a short ride of II miles by train, the local stopped and dropped us off and Wilbert, camp 

operator, was there to pick us up. We arrived early enough to fish a small lake, called Whopper 

Lake.  

"It's full of trout," said Wilbert, and he was right.  

In two hours, I caught five trout, each just under two pounds. Most of them were taken on a 

small spoon, silver on one side and orange on the other. While we fished a cow moose appeared 

suddenly on the shore a quarter mile away and watched us curiously before turning and walking 

back into the bush.  

We returned to Whopper Lake the next day, alternately fishing from shore and from a boat.  

In all, the three of us had taken close to 50 trout in two days. The trout hit despite an early 

morning temperature of 22ϊ on May 17th.  

The next morning the three of us visited Gogama where the Ontario Department of Lands and 

Forests has a district office. Walking into the office, I saw a mounted fish that stopped me in my 

tracks. It was a splake - a cross between a lake trout and a speckled trout - and this one weighed 

15 pounds, 12 ounces!  
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Ontario has been trying to establish splake in some lakes. Although this one was caught in a net 

by fishery workers, it showed how big splake can grow. It came out of Chrysler Lake, some 22 

miles by air southeast of Gogama. Boy, I'd relish taking a fish like that on light gear. I made a 

mental note to put down Chrysler Lake as another spot to fish before many years pass. I was told 

that the best way to get into the lake was by airplane, although a lumber road may be passible in 

July and August.  

We left Gogama and flew to Wade's Camp, although it also is possible to go by train. The flight 

took only a few minutes and soon we were over Horwood Lake and we landed.  

We bolted our lunch and took off to sample the walleye fishing.  

"Just a mile from here you should give it a try," said Jack, the camp owner. "There's a waterfall 

on the other side of the lake. Go there."  

We took off on our own. Once we arrived at the falls, Mike and I anchored the boat. I tried 

several plugs but was unsuccessful. Then I switched to jigs and started getting walleyes on 

almost every cast. It was fabulous-and there's no other word for it.  

The next day was going-home day.  

I was a bit reluctant to leave Wade's camp as our plane took off from Horwood Lake and we 

cruised over the great vastness of land and lakes that make up Ontario. This friendly province 

provides great fishing, and this country is comparatively easy to reach for half the people 

residing in the U.S.A.  

As of this writing the rail rates are reasonable. Most of the camps we visited will provide you 

with room and board for from $80 to $100 a day. A boat and motor will run about $60 additional 

per day. Two persons could spend a week in this area for around $1250 a week each and that 

would include boat and motor. Rail transportation would be extra. Chartered airplanes, of course 

would be much higher.  

Personally, I like the idea of traveling by train - a method that enables you to get into road-less 

places where fishing usually is much better than in those lakes that may be reached by highway. 

If you wish, you can board a train in Toronto at night, sleep on it and arrive in the Gogama 

country the next morning, refreshed and fit for a great day of Go-Go Fishing. 

 


