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We sat on the deck in the slanting rays of afternoon, making plans for a night of fishing. In the yard trees swayed in a gusty breeze, the same wind that had carpeted the coast in whitecaps; clearly we had to look for protected waters. The salt pond down the road was high on our list. Not only was this small estuary sheltered, it was brimming with bait and striped bass. A check of the tide chart reveal that high tide would crest around 10:30 pm, and we could expect an ebbing current an hour or so after. So we agreed to head over to the pond close to midnight. 


After the dinner plates found their way to the sink, we tied a few flies while listening to the wind rattle the sliding glass door. As cold fronts go, this was a doozie. Near 10:00, I put on a jacket and ventured outside to see firsthand to see if the conditions had improved. Nothing doing. Hell, if anything the wind was a tad stronger. As I leaned on the deck rail, I heard the weather radio come on in the living room. And by the time I stepped inside Phil was cranking up the volume. Together we listened to the NOAA marine forecast. Through crackle and static we learned that the wind would ease after midnight, but remain at least 20 knots strong well into tomorrow; it wasn’t exactly what either one of us wanted to hear. Phil tapped the radio off and looked up in disgust. I knew how he felt; our midnight trip to the pond was looking like a knucklehead idea.
Around 11:30, we gathered up our gear and carted it out to the truck. Once the fly rods were secured in the roof rack, we threw the rest of the junk in the back. Neither of us was pumped up by the prospects, but both of us were still ready to try it. So we jumped in the Jeep and with a twist of the key sped off into the night.

It was a quick ride to the Lobsterville side of Menemsha Inlet. A moment later, we were standing in the deserted parking lot by the boat basin. We no other cars in sight, we clearly had the waters to ourselves. Typically, that would have me jumping for joy, but tonight it had me wondering whether we had used enough gray matter.
In the orange glow of a streetlight, we donned waders and dug out fly boxes, while down in the boat basin the wind was ringing through the halyards. Lord, I hate that sound. After suiting up we descended the narrow path to the water. And as we walked, the cool night wrapped itself around us. With the tide near full, it would be impossible to wade straight across the boat basin. So we worked our way to the far right. Using out lights we zigzagged back and forth, searching for shallow areas where we can ford across. Phil broke into the lead, but nearly went in over his waders. Laughing he shouted “Who’s bird-brained idea was this anyway?” Jokingly I responded that as far as I knew it was his and his alone. 

Eventually we reached the opposite bank and we began the long trek in. The moon had been up since midday, but now its journey was nearly done. And as it departed, the night grew increasingly dark. High above, the sky had been snapped clear by the brisk north winds, removing every veil from the heavens. And as we moved forward, freely the stars fired down.


Minutes later, we came to our chosen spot, a point of land where the ebbing current picked up speed on its journey to the inlet. For a moment, we stood in silence, watching the dark waters. Writhing, murmuring in the starlight, the current was an immense black snake slithering to the sea. By now, our eyes had adjusted to the low light, and our hearing too seemed to improve. Straining to pick up the least little sound, we listened for muffled noise of feeding fish. And here and there, during a pause in the breeze we could hear them. Stripers were nearby. 


In that instant, all doubts vanished; and in their place, our hopes soared. We waded in as determined as madmen. Casting across the current, we worked to find the right range. As we did occasionally, a striped bass would lift from its nocturnal lair, and latch onto the fly. The strikes always came as the line tightened below you, but somehow each strike was still a surprise. Instantly the fish was hooked. And just as quickly, it would turn to use the force of the moving water, peeling yards of line from the reel. Some of the stripers were small, and you could fight them by standing your ground. Others were far stronger. Coupling their strength to power of the rip, these fish forced you pulled up stakes and follow along. Rod held high, you moved down the bank, dragged off into the night by a wild creature. While overhead, the Milky Way coursed the sky like a ragged river of stars. 
The End
