Bass Bonanza 

by

Eyes Right

Weston, ME -  I am not a particularly adept fisherman.  In fact, I am pretty much a loser in the fishing sweepstakes.  My equipment is rusty and generally not suited for whatever type of fishing adventure I am undertaking.  I have never sought lessons from someone who knows how to fish, and I do not watch fishing on any of those cable television shows.
However, much to my wife’s continuing chagrin, I seem to want to spend part of each trip we take fishing.   Predictably, the results are poor.  I expend time and bait with little catch to show for the effort.  Recently in North Carolina, for example, I spent the better part of three days fishing both in the inland waterway and in the ocean surf.  For this considerable expenditure of time and bait money, I caught about 8 very small fish.  One was almost the length of my hand.

While here in Maine, I once again felt drawn to the water.  I was told that the salmon and lake trout (called “togue” by the locals) were not biting due to the warmer water of August.  More than one Maine resident I asked said, “You should have been here in May; they were practically jumping into your boat then.”  Others told me that I was wasting my time trying to catch anything now, but that “if you come back in late September, they will really be biting.”

But I persisted.  We were staying here at a bona fide fishing camp, Rideout’s Lodge, on East Grand Lake, a large and beautiful body of water separating Maine from New Brunswick, Canada.  Here the lake is about three miles across to Canada, while ranging well over 10 miles north-south.  It has numerous inlets and coves, all very rocky and spectacularly beautiful.   Bob, the owner of Rideout’s, encouraged me to try to catch some bass, as “they’re the only thing biting now.”  The problem, of course, was that I had absolutely no bass equipment, and as I mentioned above, had never watched the numerous bass fishing shows on television to see how one goes about catching this species.

I did watch several other experienced anglers head out into Grand Lake each day in search of bass.  They all had tricky artificial lures and rods and reels which actually worked (two of mine suddenly stopped reeling inward – probably because I failed to clean or oil them?).   At dinner in the lodge, I had to listen while some of these same fellows bragged about catching their limit the previous day.  This was particularly difficult, because I had spent two days in my kayak in the same coves and rocky shorelines with absolutely nothing to show for my efforts, except a few of the bait-stealing minnows on steroids which occasionally accidentally became hooked on my line.

On our last night here, my wife and I decided to take advantage of a spectacular full moon with a final kayak paddle down into the marshes about a half mile south of Rideout’s.  We had applied copious quantities of insect repellant due to the expected onslaught of mosquitoes at twilight.  This was an excellent decision, as the mosquitoes were out in force, but the bats were prepared and buzzed about us with some close encounters of less than 5 feet.  I had taken along my lone working fishing rod and the remaining worms which I had purchased three days earlier.

Once nightfall came, the full moon rose gloriously in the east, casting a magnificent beam of light on the calm surface of the lake.  I baited the hook with a worm and minimal sinkers and placed a floating bobber so that the hook was perhaps four feet below the water as we drifted along with the minimal current.  Much to my surprise, in less than 10 minutes, the bobber disappeared under the water as a large fish ran with the worm.  For the first time in my life, a fish which I had hooked jumped high out of the water attempting to dislodge the hook.  Fortunately, I had a net with me, and after about 5 minutes of fighting the fish, including several more jumps, I was able to net it and bring it into the kayak.  It was my first bass!  And, to make the evening special, it was large and beautiful.  I attempted to impress my wife who was nearby in her kayak, but her response was, “I am not interested in fish.”
Notwithstanding her disinterest, I could not have been happier.  I carefully dislodged the hook and returned the bass to the lake.  During the next 10 minutes, I caught two more, both comparable in size and fight.  Twilight had changed into darkness, but the full moon enabled us to return safely.  
Even if I never catch another fish, I am now a member of the club.  “Let me tell you about that moonlit night up in Maine on Grand Lake…..”

I thought you might like to know.
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