Tantalizing Topsail 

by

Eyes Right

Topsail Beach, NC   -  Most folks who visit this spit of land sitting in the Atlantic  parallel to the North Carolina coast seem to spend much of their time enjoying the pristine beaches and frolicking in the surf.   Naturally I also do much of this, but there are three specific activities here which draw me back each summer.

Body surfing is my favorite.  If you are able to catch a wave at just the right instant, you are thrust into an experience like few others.  It is as if you are being swept along in a column of gushing water on all sides, racing over the sand toward an uncertain landing somewhere near the shore.   There is literally sound and fury all about as you cast your fate to a powerful, elegant force which can thrill, or injure you.  If you are fortunate enough to be in the perfect spot as the wave crashes, you are, for a brief instant, weightless as you fall toward the sand somewhere below.  But just as you think you are about to be smashed into the bottom, a surge of water re-directs you forward at high speed. 
Catching the wave at the optimum location requires patience and experience.  You learn to read the waves as they approach.  The goal is to leap toward the shore with the top of the wave just before it crashes.  If you are early, you miss the wave.  If you are late, you miss the horizontal push to the beach and run the risk of being driven downward into the sand.  
There is danger involved in body surfing, and this inherent issue provides part of the rush.  When I mis-timed a large wave at Makapuu Beach on Oahu in Hawaii in my earlier days, I suffered a serious neck injury when the wave smashed my head into the sand.  Instantly I became disoriented and nearly drowned.  Having graduated from such schools of hard knocks, I have become considerably more adept at timing and far more conservative when deciding that the surf is too dangerous.  But the joy of a good ride is narcotic, and Topsail provided great surf all week for a daily fix. 
My next favorite activity is kayaking the salt water marshes on the shore side of the inland waterway.  There is a labyrinth of narrow, winding canals through marsh grass teeming with waterfowl and other creatures.  It would probably be a good idea to use a GPS system when venturing into this maze, but I have always been lucky to be able to find a safe exit route.  There is solitude in these marshes not readily found in our normal frenzied lives.  Fish and turtles are all about.  The elegance of the osprey and heron make each visit a near religious experience.
The third adventure is surf fishing off the southern tip of the island.  This requires a 30 minute hike across sandy flats carrying your gear and bait.  Because of this accessibility challenge, most choose to fish in the ocean or the bay nearer the access points.  But if you invest the time and energy to reach the point, the view alone more than compensates.  The tidal currents here are strong.  No matter what weight is on the line, your bait is swept along the bottom at all times other than slack water.  This effect seems to be perfect for attracting a large variety of fish.  On two recent outings near sunset, I caught flounder, bluefish, and sea bass using shrimp and lizard fish as bait.  
But please forget all of this.  It is a secret which those of us who visit here are reluctant to share.

I thought you might like to know.
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