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EXPERIENCING
TEMAGAMI

We head out under steel grey

clouds and splashes of deep

blue sky, pushing along Lake

Temagami’s Northeastern Arm

in 15-horsepower aluminum

boats. Despite the moderate

speed provided by the 

motorboats rented from

Lakeland Airways in

Temagami, it would be a long

haul to reach our desired

campsite 30-kilometers away.

Lake Temagami is huge. 

By Jim Baird
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equipment, we make sure to bring good
camping gear along so we’re comfortable on
our three nights out. A good tarp is never a
bad idea should it rain, and nylon is the
material to go with. Also, sturdy tents with
good waterproofing are worth the extra
money because they can save a camping trip
in the event of heavy rainfall. With the
added room provided by the motorboats we
are able to bring comfortable camping
chairs along with coolers, ice and a good-
sized Swede saw for gathering firewood. 

Of course we also have lots of cooking oil
and Fish Crisp, as we were hoping to enjoy
some delicious fish dinners. Corn on the cob
can be an excellent addition to a fresh fish
dinner while camping, but make sure you
buy it with the husks still on. Corn keeps
well, doesn’t bruise easily and preparation is
a piece of cake. With the corn still in the
husk, soak it in the lake for about three-
hours and then place the ears directly on hot
coals. Rotate a couple times until the outer
layer of husk starts to char and they’re ready
to eat! The steamed corn is deliciously
crunchy, juicy and can have a savoury hint
of smokiness to it. On top of food and gear,
a decent first aid kit is always one of the first
things that I assemble before heading out on
a trip like this. In the days to come, we’d be
glad we brought one along.

The canoe I’m towing doesn’t prevent me
from maxing out the throttle since I
attached the tow rope to a bridle rig,
enabling me to pull the canoe from the keel
line at the bow. On the long boat ride we
enjoy cruising through the lake’s crystal
clear water as we take in the rugged beauty
of the Canadian Shield landscape. We made
sure to leave Lakeland’s dock with a
detailed navigational map, a must if you’re
not intimately familiar with the lake. 

Our fleet of three boats is accompanied
by three dogs and three couples, the latter
of which include myself and significant
other Tori; my cousin Brad and his partner
Mary, and our friends Derek and Sarah. We
came with hopes of reeling in some of the
many species of monster fish that Lake
Temagami offers, and our enthusiasm was
heightened as my results from fishing
another lake in the Temagami Region a
couple weeks earlier had proved fruitful. 

Walleye, smallmouth bass, pike, white-
fish and lake trout lurk in the water under
our hulls. Brook trout and the rare Aurora
trout can also be caught in the 720,000
hectare Temagami region, which encom-
passes about 2,400 kilometers of intercon-
nected rivers and lakes and is the largest
canoe route system in the world. Lake
Temagami itself has 4,828 kilometers of

Lake Temagami has 4,828 kilometers of shoreline and 1,200 islands to explore.

shoreline and a spattering of 1,200 islands.
The possibilities in the region are limitless,
and Lake Temagami is the focal point of
this renowned wilderness area. 

We are visiting the lake to fish, but have
a larger picture in mind. We want to camp
on Temagami’s crown land shorelines,
climb some of its vantage points, relax fire-
side on its tranquil shores and walk the
majestic old-growth forests for which the
area is famous. In fact, Temagami is home
to nearly 50% of all remaining old-growth
pine forests in the world. 

We aren't very far into our two-hour
boat ride to camp when I’m pulled over by
the OPP. They check to make sure we have
all our safety equipment close at hand and
in good working order. Big fines can be
handed out if you don’t have a buoyant
heaving line, bailer, waterproof flashlight,
PFDs, whistle, anchor, distress signal, and
paddles or oars. Fortunately, all were sup-
plied with our boat rental. The officers ask
if I have my boating license, which I foolish-
ly forgot to bring. Luckily I learn that when
renting, you don’t need one. It’s the Civic
Holiday long weekend so, needless to say,
it’s a time when increased traffic on the lake
can cause increased safety risks, and the
OPP usually patrol the water. 

On top of our necessary boat safety
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Despite it being the long weekend, we
don’t see a lot of other boats on the lake.
However, when we finally reach the bay we
want to camp in, it seems the handful of
decent sites are occupied. We’re feeling pret-
ty worried as we drive back and forth, look-
ing for a place to camp, until we finally find
a great spot that isn’t marked on any maps.
It’s not the best place for swimming but
there are several nice flat areas for tents and
a beautiful stone terrace with gorgeous
views of the bay. And, on top of our natu-
ral terrace is a perfectly built fireplace. It’s a
plus that the site is not heavily used because
there is an abundance of firewood in close
reach. By the time we get set up and settled
into our campsite, we don’t get the chance
to take too many casts before nightfall. 

Come morning, Brad and I try bottom
bouncing jigheads tipped with grubs or
worms for walleye but the fishing is not
going well. We try worms with just a hook
and a splitshot too, as we fish 15 to 30-foot
deep water off a shoal. Tails between our
legs we head back to camp, shamefully
admitting we hadn’t caught anything. 

After enjoying some pancakes with freshly
picked wild blueberries we round up the
group for a short boat ride and rigorous
climb to the magnificent lookout at High
Rock Island. The view is spectacular and we
hang out for a while, photographing and tak-
ing it all in. We are far from the first to enjoy
the view at this well-known spot; the lookout
is an ancient Ojibway vision quest site. 

Back in the boats, we are heading to the
old growth trails on Temagami Island. We
stop and fish at a few promising looking
spots on the way, catching and releasing a
couple of decent bass. A lunch of fire-roast-

ed hotdogs fuels us for the long, old-growth
loop trail we hike that brings us past some
massive white pine trees, some that stand 15-
stories tall and which are over 300-years old. 

Still in awe at the size of the pines, we all
take a much-needed dip after the hike before
heading back toward camp. On the way, we
stop to gas up and get some more ice and
worms at Loon Lodge, which is adjacent to
the eastern side of Temagami Island. The
lodge is situated at the end of Lake Temagami
Access Rd. (also known as Temagami Mine
Rd.) where there is a public boat launch. If
you’re not renting a boat, this is a great place
to launch as it bypasses the 20-kilometer boat
ride down the Northeast Arm. Stopping to
fish on the way back to camp, Brad finally
nails a walleye off the same shoal we fished
that morning, using a green jighead with goo-
gly eyes and a yellow twister tail grub.

Despite the relatively small amount of
fishing we did that day we still have enough
fish for a decent fry, and I made a beer bat-
ter out of pancake mix. Pancake mix is a
great substitute if you don’t have any beer
batter. You can also make your own beer
batter if you prefer. All it takes is one-cup of
all-purpose flour, 3 tablespoons of baking
powder and a little salt and black pepper.
Mix the ingredients with a beer of your
choice and you’ll have plenty to batter a few
fillets. A golden-brown piece of fresh beer-
battered fish is sure to entice even the most
squeamish fish eater! 

I lay the battered fillets into the hot oil
and my mouth waters in anticipation as
they immediately begin to sizzle. Things are
going very nicely - good friends all around
and a beautiful red tinge hanging in the sky
right after sunset. Then things get bad.
When I hold the frying pan handle the stove
tips and scalding hot cooking oil dumps all
over my left hand. Contrary to my own
health, I manage to re-center the pan on the
stove and save the golden brown fillets
before they fall in the dirt. I shake the siz-
zling oil off my hand and immediately sub-
merge it into a cooler full of ice. The burn is
undoubtedly bad. I can't take my hand out
of the cooler for long without being struck
with almost unbearable pain. Luckily the
fish is saved and everyone hungrily eats a
good portion, commenting on how deli-
cious it is. It’s pretty darn good, I think to
myself as I shovel some into my mouth with
my good hand. Derek tells me it’s the best
beer-battered fish he’s ever had.

“Thanks a lot, Derek,” I say with sincer-
ity. “But you’d have to have a lot of nerve
to complain about it.” 

From left to right, Brad, Derek, Sarah, Jim Baird, Tori and Mary relax after setting up camp.
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I keep my hand in ice while taking a cou-
ple Aspirin from the first aid kit. I further
help reduce the pain with a steady flow of
cold beers. Some time passes and the moon
has a rare golden hue to it as it rises in the
western sky, its rays dancing on the water.
Mary and Tori take out their cameras and
capture some beautiful night pics. It’s a nice
distraction, but it’s obvious everyone is
worried about my hand. At least I get out of
the nightly routine of trekking into the
woods to hang our food bags out of the
reach of bears! 

In the morning the blisters have grown
and are starting to look pretty nasty, but I’m
not going to let that stop me from hooking
into a pike! We start pitching wacky rigged
soft stickbaits along dropoffs and into
rocky cover. Brad and I are fishing together
and doing all right with bass, but things are
still pretty slow all around. We blame the
heat wave we’ve been having for the lethar-
gy of the fish. 

The weather cools slightly in the late
afternoon, and I hook into a nice pike using
a #3 Fire Tiger patterned willowleaf spin-
ner. Not long after, I bring in a beautiful
smallmouth on the same lure. Brad’s luck is
improving too and he nets a couple of

respectable fish. In search of lake trout, we
troll back to camp with triple swivel rigs at
about 60-feet deep. Brad has a small spoon
on and I go with a #2 in-line spinner as I
find small spinners let me get deeper with
this method. 

My blisters have grown substantially
throughout the day and my hand is looking
particularly grotesque. I’m worried that my
big plans in the near future will have to be

cancelled due to the burns and I think
trolling is a good way to give my hand a
rest. I’ve been successful with this lake trout
fishing method several times during the dog
days of summer, but today proves unfruitful
as we arrive back at camp lake trout-less.
I’m climbing out of the boat to tie up when
Derek and Sarah show us a respectable
stringer full of good keeper-sized small-
mouth. Brad and I are impressed.
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“Caught ‘em all on worms,” Derek boasts. 
The girls hang out at camp, atop our nat-

ural rock terrace, while the guys head back
out to take advantage of the evening bite.
Derek and I fish with worms, Brad with a
wacky rig. Brad tosses his bait close to the
rocky shoreline and I watch his line sink
and sink and sink. Then it goes tight and
wham! He sets the hook into a feisty small-
ie. I stand ready with the net and, as the
chunky bronzeback swims by the boat, I
place the net immediately in front of it, let-
ting the fish swim into the net before bring-
ing the two-pounder into the boat. After
that, Derek and I change to wacky rigs.

“I had no idea it would be so deep there,”
Brad remarks.

I’m also surprised that his bait went
down so deep. He likely caught the fish at

about 20-feet in an area where I thought
there would be only five-feet of water. We
shouldn’t have been surprised though.
Temagami is an Ojibway word meaning
“deep water by the shore” and the lake
stands true to its name. It turns out there
are places where it drops to 100-feet deep
only 20-feet from shore. 

As darkness falls we build our fire high
and cook our fish three different ways: beer-
battered, dry-rubbed and pan-fried, and
wrapped in tinfoil with butter and season-
ing and cooked in the coals. After our feast
we sang a few songs - our choir possibly
brought on by the consumption of adult
beverages. And before turning in we enjoy a
little romance with our significant others
while stargazing up at the night sky on the
tranquil summer night. 

After our morning swim on our last day
we break camp, leaving little trace of our
stay. The day is hot and sunny once again,
and I wish the 30-kilometer ride back to
our vehicles would last longer. My plan is to
leave Tori and the group in Temagami, then
head north to Cochran, Ontario, to begin a
three-week long solo canoe trip down the
infamous Kesagami River to James Bay, but
the throbbing pain in my badly blistered
fingers is telling me to change my plans.
While returning our boats, I show the peo-
ple at Lakeland Airways my burns and they
literally fall silent and turn green. After
packing up I congratulate everyone on a
great trip and hug Tori good-bye. Then I
jump in my truck and head north alone,
toward the Arctic watershed. ?
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