Barely Beating the Ice

My nephew Tom Byrnes is more
alive than most Penn Stateunder-
graduntes you're hikely to mest,
which is particularly remarkable
if you eonsider that after falling
ot hig head from & moeving vehicle
twa years sge, he recoived the
Inst rites, Hiz Pittsburgh doctors
expected him o dis from his trau-
matbeinjuries and when he some-
how survived them, few of his
therapists st the Harmerville
Eehabilitation Center expectsd
him to lead o normal life.

When you're with Tomn and you
know sbout his fight to rejoin the
mainatream, you're Lwo peopla:
the parson in swe of his vitality,
and the person joining his cur-
rent adventura,

The year before his sccident, [
ook Tom trout fshing in Stons
Valley one May morning befors
an sfbernoon l::mm Hu awd:min

_reeord ab thg_ip
fitthe, and I a w:d im !JnT:r n
eonple hours on the water, In that

time, however, we filled two lim-
its and sel several Lront free, Tom
never forgob his uncle's outdoor
—prowess pnd repeatedly urged me
this [all o accompany him a
grouse and pheasant in the Sﬂma
erset County fields he and his
friends hunt. Tom Byrmes remeins
a fine wing-shot.
Unfortunstely, onr achedules
never quite meshed. One week-
end | had reports to grade, The

S WeaRANG e '[Iull‘l.'l.-l.r sy for
mid-terme of atbend a Head In-
Jury Bupport Group meeting. And
a0 it went.

“TT tell you what,” he said over
the phone one night in hiz ingra-
tiating, lazy-tongue drawl after
canceling yet another hunt, “let's
take the conoe up to Black Mos-
hannon naxt Sunday.”

Tagreed. The weather had held
milld through much of Movember,
and the bass might atill be hit-
ting.

A couple weeks earlier, Tom
had chained his 14-foot Starcralt
by pur claothesline post for safe-
keaping, snd early Sunday morn-

M'Eﬁii’-ﬁhblu.r the chain pickere]l Tom Byrnes ia about to return Lo
Black Moshannon lnke
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ing, Movernber 24, hia fire-engine
red Tsuza truck pulled into oar
hack Tot. Tom hopped out, un-
locked the cance, and while his
border collie Sam raced in circles
through the conbgueous yards, he
shouldered the boat and with a
nifty slide, positioned it on his
rool rack.

[ watched all this from the
upstairs bedroom window, re-
minding myeelf that the doctors
had expected him te die and the
therapists never thought he would
walk again.

A clammoy mist turned to snow
Murries as we crestad the moun-
tnin and settlod the canoe in the
water. We eased up the lake's
main fork toward the airport, the
gleady “wump wump® of the Na-
tional Guard helicopters in the
distanoe and a small transport

i eernissgur bhawy
far a ]lmﬂmg'.

I took stern paddle, and as T
dipped it to larbeard, & mice bass
broke the surface right beaide ma,
almast as though T'd shovelad (&
up n-nm the wabsr. Here was a

good sign. We anchared anﬂ_w_[

wulked swrlive jsres—a o er-
bugand o Hulas Popper—over and
through the thick, brown dead
liliea snd spatterdocik.

But nething struck exespt the
wind, which gusted amartly and
drove frigid air throogh our life
wests and sweatshirts, [sugmasted
wi ove into the smaller south
fork of the Y-shaped lake, hoping
a line of trees there would black
the wind. But it quartered to our
backs as we paddled, and we found
gursalves pushed almost help-
lezsly abong over foot-high waves,

Fingers sl with cald casting
pnd paddling, Tom and 1 slid in
mgainst the shoreline cedar

atumpe,angied obliquely into the
wind, and paddled furioosly back
across the lake to where Sam, the
border collie, awaited us in the
red truck.,

We warmed our hands first at
the exhaust pipe and then in the
cab. Then, mostly restored, we
watched the sun peak from be-
hind the scudding clouds and
decide to cast off again and fish
some mare, Our reselve, however,
produced only one chain pickersl,
a I5-incher ".lFJ:-m took on A black-
and-vellow Meppa spinner and
the released.

We hugged the shoroline: The
pusty wind ftumed to o steady
breeze, The sun blinked on and
off. Occasional flurries pasaed
ovar the mountain dusting eur
tackle and clething. Deer rifles
beomed softly in the woods: the
late November sighting-in ritual.
Chisty e formmed—mr—ewr—rasl-
guides. Finally my resilient
nephew suggested it was time for
us to pack it in.

I scanned the frigid lake as we
remounted and lashed the cance,
raeanad - the-firat-
clear film of ice would form. ]n a
couple of weeka I'd be back, jco
fishing. Torm Byrnes thinks 'm-‘d
likee o try fee fishing with me this
Aeasan,

Jokn Swinion wriles for Sporks
Aficld and belongs to the Pennsyl-
vonie Outdoor Wreiters Associn-
Pk,



