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Steady Eddy fzgures thls would have been
a great winter for icefishing :f it hadn t been
for the weather. .

Or, to be specific, if it hadn’ t been for the .

way media reports the weather.

- “On TV,” he laments, “they use words
like bitter cold, cruel, painful temperatures
and killer storms. They make it sound hke

‘ Siberxa out there, so nobody goes out.”
~ The weather has shut down the bait shop
for three straight weekends in a row. Week-
ends are usually bonanzas in normal

_ winters, when the sun is up, the air is calm

~ andthe heavy, strong perch coming out of

_ theice touch your very soul with thexr
vibrations. ‘

~ Only the hardlest of souls fish when the

~_ winds are up, and if the winds are strong
even the hardiest of souls stop fishing. The
winds sweeping the length of Mendota have
all the sting of the Russian steppe.

The irony is that the winter started out so

full of promise. ‘We had ice early. We had

 snow early. The prognosis, as they say in the
~ called “the dark house.”

~ scrubroom, was for great fishing.

,  ‘But then Steady says, the cold setﬂed in,
~and the medxa kept remmdmg everybody ~

Calvm Rutstrum was saymgthe same
thmg when he wrote in Paradzse Below
Zero:

At th:s wntmg, in an outer aneapohs- .
~ St. Paul suburb on the St. Croix River, I am
_ looking through an array of picture windows

; fallen over the Midwest i in memory..

. . “Indoors . battery of thermostats auto-
matxcally control the desxred tempelfature of

_ou he goes nto the “fngxd
~ enjoy the durable benefltso ,
__environment. ‘
_ “Imeetthe outdoors he says, “onits
_ own variable terms. Emoymg an unexplam-
_ able lust for the challenge of adverse

 weather—a sort of love for crisis all through

life—I will venture outdoors on foot or on

~ ‘paper shac
. ourgoal. A

‘on the heaviest field of drifted snow that has

_ through the snow and ice, and the bott J
all but glowed V ~ ~ ‘
offee

nat"u‘ralwin’te‘r ,

showshoes with proper cIothing no matter
how rugged the weather, a bhzzard in truth,
being preferred.”

The initial effect upon one’s comfort,

~ Calvin says, will be apparent: At first, the

body suggests—though the mind tends to

~ overrule—that a mistake has been made 'm

even leaving the comfort of indoors at all..
Then, gradually, a change is sensed. The

anatomical furnace, having been stoked with

food before leavmg, starts to generate ‘

natural heat—a physiological change from

indoor torpor to outdoor animation that

. becornes surprnsmgly apparent

“The Old Guy,” Steady says in admlra-
tion, “has got that right.”

One of the coziest pléces:i\n all outdoorsis

an icefishing shack on the windswept ice—
and if there’s a bhzzard blowing, all the

 befter.

Plastic is okay, but we are talkmg charac-
ter. We are talking poetry as well as prac-
ticality. We are talking what ngurd Olson

? “Thoug’n 1t was twemy ’oelow Slg wxotef
e

We shovelecl the snow away from ihe door
fanned a flame to life in the little stove, and
dug the spear and the decoy out of a drift.

Six inches of ice > had to be cut outof the

hole. We filled the coffeepot, closed the
door, and settled down to wait. Outside the

 wind howled butu the httle shelter was cozy

and warm

At first, ngurd reporfs, they could see
nothing but the green translucent water, but

_ gradually their vision adjusted andthey |
_ could see farther and farther into the depths ,

finally to the bottom itself. Liquid streamed

'kept the maggots from freezmg, he sald -
“You keep them in your mouth urml you use
, "‘them '

Steady flgured it was probably aput-on
when she called. She likewise, when he

answered. , ; e
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