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Bass in the Big Lakes

By: Ramon J. Ross

For years | had been tripping forth lightly on the opening day of the bass season,
expecting to come hoelugging an armful of monstelatgemouths. | even had

lain awake the nights before the opening, thinkingust how I'd flick out that

plug, how I'd twitch it, and how I'd wrestle the behemoth who would smash it
lopsided until he,qills flattened, would slide withouprotestinganymoreinto my

net.

For years I'd been disappointed. Not that we didn't occaliarath bass, and not

that some of them weren't a pretty fair size; but the huskies I'd dreamed about were
elsewhere when my plug landed on the water. Ettedror they were strangely

badful for fish that have the repuiah of providing more thrills @r angler than

any other in existence.

But all this was before my bagsthering education becara@,for me- complete.

When my wife and | dive into- Carls camp on Lower Bay Lake in northern
Minnesotathe day before the bass seaspened, | again waal agog.This was
it! This was the yedit was going to be like the book said.

"Where do we go tomorrow?" | asked CaddlohnsorLake? Sand Lake®/idow?"
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Carl grinnecands hoo k hi s h e a de answbredn"de fistight Herle e m, ”
on Lower Hay."”’

"Huh?" | growled. "Look- | M not going pike §hing tomorrow and you might as
well get that through youread.I'm going to catch the doggaestbiggest bass
you ever saw, scads of 'em! Whatthmk Id r ove 500 mi l-ege8" f or ?

"You'll get bass, Carl said calmly.

"Bass- here in Hay?" £t o u | dliavé it, Hay is no pond anitichannels into
Whitefish, a whopper of eke. They're wonders for wadlyes and northerns, but
who everheard of fisingf or bass i n them? " Wouy.“” |

"That's what Imeadn” Ca r | "That's avikakeyouirenhiring me for. You'll find
out in the morning. I'll knockn your door at 4 a.m."

"FOUR A.M.?' | practically yeled. "What you going to do? Sneak up on these
bass in the dark and scare ‘sndeath?"

Cal s hook hi s hgeiagdo.fishWeetta getem &efore¢he sun
warms thewvater top. Unless* he paused significantly “you want to stillfish for
‘em?"

| don't know what | threw at him . . . but | threw it

It was exactlyd:30 when Carl anddlimbed in the boat, after a hastyp of coffee
and somethingor -other elseThe morning was cold for midune, and the breeze
that added a tiny lilto the water bit deeply. Even tineotor stuttered awhile until it
warmed up.

Over te rim of white pines othe eastershoreline, the sky was tinging orange
andwhite vaporish clouddar up, were sudding along ahead of the glow. Pretty
soon Carl swerved the baato what appeared to lzelittle inlet n the shoreline,
steered it arauwd abend- andbrought usout on a big spread of water completely
hidden from the lake proper.
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It was anoverflow, the kind that breeds mosquito&sits center whitened tree
trunks, long past their primgytted out of tle water. Around the edges rushe
protruded swayingwith the gent breeze in this secluded spot.elwaterdidn't
seem to be more tharvé feet deep, and in another month the weedl@®@bottom
would be so close tile top that it would be difficult to vo a boat through the
place.

It was in this unlikely neighborhood that Caunt the motor and said. "Letyet to
fishing."

"Here?" Isnorted. "The only fish ihere would be perch!"

"Maybe I'd better explin," Carl saidgrinning, that knowit-all grin. "These big

lakes are fulbf bass-r e a | bass. Only pT®onputhevaterton ' t
cover—andtoo deep. But in the spring, the etk come into overflows like this to
spawn. After they spawn, they stiakound fora couple ofwveeks. So here and now

Is your tance to catta big bassand it you don't believe it, try it!"

| stared The blond Norsky knows as much about fishasgnyone've ever met.
Suppose there reallyere bigbass in this mudhole, this rushin-fested mosquito
incubator?

If so, bass fishing. Was aliiao undergo a revolutiororyears |, and all the
people | knew, had bedishing for bass in bass lake. No one had es@rsidered
trying to find them in a pike lake.

| attached a gray mouse plug,
"In here," Carl remarked, "a bla@dnadwhite mouse wds best."

| glared at himCouldn't I even pick out my own plugs? | cast the gray mouse. |
was either going to be a hero, or the butt of a joke | hoped my fishermen friends
back home would never hear about. Just imagine fishing for bass in a

The thoughtvas unfinished, for at that precise moment something slapped my plug
silly, knocked ita foot off the water. We heathe triple hooks clatter against the
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mouse's sides. | saw a swirl, heard a splash as if somadrbkrbwn a rock into
the | ake..

And thatwas al. My plug came down again and rode the water in an eloquent
gesture of repose.

| did nothing; absolutely nothing. | just sat there and stared at that little gray mouse
sitting all alone out there.

Then | looked at Carl. "A northern?" | asked.
Call shook his head. "Bass!" he said.

While | stared at Carl, unbelieving, my shoulders busted all to pieces. My wrists
were jerked out of kilter, and my knuckles took a rapping like a boxer repeating a
fancy left jab at them. | almost lost my grip on thekdoandleof the rod.

| snapped my head arounkhere, standing on his tail above the wateriarttie

very act of spitting a plug at the inside corner of my left eye, was the kind of bass
you read about in bluebooks. It was Mr. Lunker in persanjrtipesario of

fishland on a benderonly | was the guy who did the bending, to dodge that plug
he so expertly spit at me.

Rapidly | reeled in the plugnd therpeered at Carl. He was casting a black}
white mouse and trying valiantly to hold back thatlg grin of his.

| cast again.

The big bass didn't come up again. Neither did Carl get a strike. We moved on a
bit.

"A deep hole around this little neck," Carl said, paigtto the shoreline. "With a
wind, the driftcarries the water around thdest I've seen some mighty big bass
lying in the cove."

| could hardly wait to ged plug in there. My gray mouseentsailing through the
air. I'm not sure it even hit the water.nfy eyes weren't deceiving me, just before
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it splashed something black l&shout of the water and caught it in raiol, then
dived. ljerked.

You've heard about the fury of a woman scorned? Brother, the woman in question
had nothing on my bass! The barbed hooks must have stung him good and proper,
for he went into a St. Vitustéance that almost scared me, so &&radid he shake

and shimmy. He practically slapped thié water out of that pool. But fortunately,

he stayed on the hook.

All 1 did was lean backard, andf something bustg it would just have to bust.
That bassvas moving fast first away from me, then toward mend therup into
the air, therdown to the bottom. Finallge slowed enough for my rod tmbend a
trifle and let me give him a spot of line.

| don't remember much else. @finhe came alongside the hdatrason my knees
in the bottom and all the line was reelé@d and Carl was netting him. Then |
breathed for the first time since the millennium.

That bass weighed four and a quarter pounds. He had a frame like Atlas. He was
twenty-andonehalf incheslong. His belly was athin as a knife, so we knew that
he- | mean, she had spawned recently and lost a lot of weight.

| looked over my gray mouse. "Won't work, huh?" | chortled. "Need a {aladk
white one, huh? Man you're crazy!"

Carl kept right orcasting his blaclandwhite thing. Actually, though, he didn't; he
cast only twice. On the second heave the water blew up as a sister bass to mine
took hold. It came out of the water about three féetever in all my life saw a
largemouth jump so highand then rode roughshod away, streaking line off Carl's
reel. That one, when the battle ended, proved to be just a shade smaller than mine.

We workedon around the overflow, castirag the stumps in the middl@a@ at the
rushes on the sidelshad a caople of rises, but it was Carllve caught the fish.
Twice more, as he brought that bleeskdwhite rascal in, or let it lie atop the
water, a big blek plugugly tried to gobble it and wound up, after a series of
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capers, in the net, breathless and smaldeBoth scaled between three and four
pounds.

Then, grudgingly, | put on a bla@dndwhite mouse.

| think it was on the third cast that the roof fell in again. This was no tender
temperé fellow, either. He was just asean as my first, only he did medashing
and darting. Ever fight a bassthree feet of water? That's the depth we now were
in. It's a whale of a lot different than fighting a bass where there's deep water in
which he can dive, or a dragdf over which you can pull him.

In shallow wagr you can't afford to let him run. You try your best to hold on while
he changes directions like a snipe in flight, and when you give him line you'd
better be prepared. Chances are he's going to come to the surface. Mine did. And
that's the way | finallyost him.

| lost yet another before | figured out that thissddbllows stuff requires a special
technique. In five feet of water you can let the fish write his own ticket and sooner
or later he'll tire. In three feet ofatermister, you'd better be dap of the battle or
there won't be@ny more battle. The fish, Bkmy third one, will just swim under the
boat at a milee-minute clip and keep right on swimming. Or he'll shift like a
halfbackand leave you so off balance that he can rattle the plug klosst

without trying and then swim tranquilly away.

You've Got to Run the Show

After | learned that | had to boss the bass and not let him boss me, | caught
another, a frenzied foypounder who got down in the weeds, around a tree stump,
and under théoat beford finally won out.

We casfor perhaps half an hour more. the first ten minutes we had a couple of
rises; swirls at the plugutting it. Then things quit; A pair of loons, sojourning

back in this lagoon, had quit their brokeimnged flappingabout to lure us from

their nest and had settled to the water peacefully. The mallards had quit flying from
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the rushes. Blackbirds were settling down to light in shoreline trees. The sun was
waisthigh on the horizon.

"Bass fshing's over for the day,"d®l said. "Early morning, before that sun gets to
burning into this shallow water, is the best time to catch these fellows. Evening
comes second. Don't waste time during the day."

We went home to breakfast. I'd learned two lessons: Bass can be caugigft in a
pike lake; but when you are in shallow water you've got to be the boss.

And do you know what? We had five bass that weighed seventeen pounds. That's
the best openingday string | ever saw!

THE END
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