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  THE ART OF PERSUASION
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  Ican remember quite clearly my father, my brother and me negotiating the cumbersome rocks on Manasquan Inlet’s north jetty one late afternoon. We were fishing the ocean side about 100 yards from the pocket just beyond the third wave. I was always so psyched up to go fishing with my brother and father.When my father brought home two new rods and reels earlier that afternoon, my eyes lit up like a “normal” kid would react when his parents pulled a new car into the driveway. We baited up with fresh spearing purchased at Fisherman’s Cove, the tackle shop just inside the inlet run by Clem Danish and his sons.They always had crisp fresh-caught spearing, never frozen.

  My father would cast out and we would hold our rods waiting for a good strike.This particular day my father hooked a fish, and he was a bit excited because of the fight it was putting up. It wasn’t the typical sea robin or sundial. He finally pulled up a nice fluke that went about 3 pounds. My eyes must have been as big as hubcaps; I could not believe what we had just pulled from the ocean waters. It was my first exposure to the “art of persuasion” in regards to a catching gamefish.

  A few years later I walked out into a black Bay Head morning and made my way out onto the groin at Osborne Avenue. I was as green as a greenhorn could be. I had heard that Smokey Joe Red Fins had been taking some bass so I clipped one on and went to work. I was so ready to catch my first striper I could hardly contain my eagerness. Sure enough the hit came about 20 minutes later and I fought the titan with all my might! A short while later I beached a 1-pound bluefish. It wasn’t a bass but it was a triumphant day and a glorious week to follow as I reveled in my accomplishment. I had fooled my first fish on an artificial and I was so stoked!

  Yes, I am laughing now, but looking back at the road on which I was about to travel, the road every surfcaster ventures down on his way to self-sufficiency, it was an integral part of my bass-hunter development. My confidence level sky-rocketed that day. As a surfcaster confidence in your ability to fool a fish is more than half the battle.

  Years later I watched my spiked rod go down hard and bend as though it would break. I abruptly ended my conversation with the guy next to me, grabbed hold of the rod and wrestled it from its holder.The spool was already draining line at full bore as I pulled it out of the spike. Only a few days earlier I had caught a 42-pound bass and the day after that my wife had a 40.This fish seemed bigger. As a precaution I came back hard to be sure that the hook was set deep into the jowls of the fish. I knew immediately that this fish was of considerable substance.

  [image: ]

  The sunrise in the east brings new opportunities for the surfcaster.

  It shot out 120 yards without hesitation. My forehead began to sweat small beads of panic as the thrill of “Fish on!” was beginning to look like “fish gone.” My line capacity was getting dangerously low. The great fish finally stopped and my hopes began to grow—until the fish decided to take off again. I had to walk down the beach quickly as the great fish made a beeline dead north and off to my left. She was out at 45 degrees and bolting parallel to the beach, and I could not afford to stop so I walked as fast as I could to keep up with her. She stopped once again and I began to horse a reluctant fish towards me.The pressure grew with every turn of the reel. I scolded myself, “Don’t let this one get away Muller.You’ll never forgive yourself !” At the same time I felt good and in control. I knew I had a fish of considerable substance on the business end. It was a trophy but I did not yet know how big. I concentrated, remained confident and in control, and I knew exactly what I needed to do with this fish.

  A small crowd had assembled and followed me down the beach, a fishing buddy nicknamed Jazz ran beside me yelling words that I wasn’t hearing. I was 100 percent focused on my task. The fish came unwillingly but I worked her patiently until finally I saw a good-sized dorsal fin break water as she breached the surface running parallel to the beach. Luckily for me this was a “dusk” fish lit up by the sun and I was able to observe the entire battle, not just feel it.

  When I got a good look at her my mouth went to cotton but my determination grew.Time suddenly stood still in what seemed like a two-hour movie at the Loews Cinema where each of my bad surf-experiences haunted me from the past. I saw all of the big fish that I had lost to angler incompetence, equipment failure or just bad luck. All I needed was some popcorn with light butter and a soda. I saw the big bass that rolled at the jetty’s edge one night scaring the crap out of me, and then with a mighty headshake threw the plug into the air. I saw the big bass that took a clam late one May morning and ran out 100 yards to a boat full of un-suspecting fishermen. She broke water and swept her tail on the surface throwing a huge spray onto the back of the boat, the guys all yelled and pointed at the fish before she deep-sixed and came off leaving me only to consider what might have been.Then there was the rigged-eel bass that rolled and broke me off at the Shark River Inlet’s north jetty pocket. I saw them all!
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  The battle with a great fish is what every surfcaster longs for. Andy Schmidt battles a 30-pound bass.

  I remembered a bass that at Mackerel Cove in Jamestown ate an eel on a hot July night. It swam between my legs, broke my rod and then was gone. Oh, and the hugeVineyard bass that October night at Squibnocket on the black Danny plug that was still wet from the paint I had sprayed only hours before I went out.The ghosts of my past had all paid me a visit and I felt like Ebenezer Scrooge on Christmas Eve.

  My arms were tired but pure adrenaline was compensating for my fatigue. I watched and prepared for my critical wash up. I yelled at Jazz, “Whatever happens don’t touch that fish! Stand back! Get away!! I don’t need your help,” I let him know in no uncertain terms, yet he was poised to pounce.The wave crested and I came back hard trying to get the great fish up into position, the wave rose and crashed, and the fish, at the last second, found some extra fight and dove back down into the bottom of the wave. I did not get it where it had to be, the wave crashed and the fish washed only halfway up before the water started to recede.

  Not listening, Jazz ran down to grab the monster despite my cry for abandonment. I watched as the fish washed back into the surf. I remember seeing Jazz jump to miss the fish but when doing so he hit the great fish in the head with his knee, pushing both my temperature and blood pressure skyward.The next wave crashed on the fish and it disappeared back into the wash as did Jazz who, while trying to jump over the fish, fell backwards into the ocean. I still remember watching him get swallowed up and disappear into the water, doing the Nes-Tea plunge. I could not help but laugh at his foolishness.

  I lifted my rod tip and again felt the heaviness of the great fish. It was still there despite Jazz’s momentary lack of reason. I again lifted the fish into the back of the wave and the crest lifted her as I pulled back hard. She was up top of the cresting wave and as the wave collapsed I applied more pressure.The fish was perfectly delivered onto the relatively steep slope of sand. I quickly went down and slipped my hand into her gill and slid her up to safety. It was at this point when Jazz and I uttered profanities incoherently while staring down acknowledging the size of this big girl. It was of incredible size and girth. I had to take a minute to apologize to the women and children that were present. I honestly did not realize what I was saying.
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  A fooled bass soon to be released to swim and fight another day. Mark Jolliffe sports a mid 20-pound fish that fell for a snag-and-dropped bunker.

  I immediately dragged the fish back up the beach 75 yards to where I started and where I had left all my equipment. The Berkeley Digital scale read 51.5! I knew I had to get this fish weighed on a good scale right now. By tomorrow it might be 49.99999 and that doesn’t count as a 50 pounder. I hauled the fish up and over the dunes leaving all my equipment on the beach. I put the bass in the cooler in back of my truck. I knew the nearest shop would be closing in 15 minutes so I had no time to waste!

  I made it to the shop and the fish hit the scale at 51 pounds even.The rest can be left for hearsay or legend or water cooler talk, whatever! It was a memorable day and a gleaming example of how a specific method of persuasion worked for me. The right place at the right time using the right technique. On this day it worked to the utmost.

  STRIPER AMBUSH

  A large striper sits in ambush behind a rock pile at a warm fast-moving outflow. She is waiting for a school of herring or squid, or perhaps a big eel, to come dumping out of the river, the conveyor belt that brings dinner. She hears a distant sound in the calm water behind her, which instantly draws her interest. It sounded like the splash of a large baitfish breaking the surface of the water, perhaps wounded and struggling. In an instant her lateral line detects the vibration of this fish in distress. She turns her nose out of the current and heads into calmer water beside the rockpile. She is hungry.

  Her large body moves in the direction of the vibration and she senses an easy meal nearby. As she moves closer the vibration gets stronger and as she homes in, she also hears a series of clacking-ticking sounds so she moves more quickly toward the potential meal. Her sense of aggression heightens, her dorsal fin now fully erect as she prepares to attack whatever is “calling” her. It’s very close by, but she still cannot see it in the murky saltwater. Suddenly she sees the silhouette and makes an immediate decision, rolls up over the bait, quickly turns her large body and then swallows it whole.An easy meal is always rewarding.

  Not far away a seasoned jetty jock feels the hard hit of a bass yet he keeps reeling, he knows better than to stop until the line comes tight. He feels the strike and comes back hard with his rod, and the surface explodes with a crashing sound that cuts through the stillness of the night. Hooks of the bottle plug dig deep into the jaw of the large striper as the angler leans back against the bent rod.The big fish heads for deep water and safety and herein lies a classic battle between two master hunters.

  THE WELL-BALANCED SURFCASTER, IS THE BEST SURFCASTER

  If you want to be a truly great surfcaster, not a one-dimensional surf-caster, you have to be well versed and well prepared to fish each of the various techniques for catching stripers.You must be forever versatile. You must be able to move from being a great plug fisherman, to an accomplished chunker, to a wily eeler. If for some reason you commit to only one way of catching stripers then there is no way that you can be a completely efficient hunter or a quality bass man.
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  The thrill of a good fish, a picture is worth a thousand words. Bill Sistad better check his rear hook.

  To catch the great striped bass you have to know what they are feeding on, when they want it and how to offer it to them so they are tempted to eat it.The striped bass is forever adapting to its surroundings, its environment and its constantly-changing food supplies; you also need to constantly adapt as a surfcaster.

  In the chapters that follow, I will provide the ground work so you, the striped bass fisherman, can learn and execute the techniques that will one day make your dreams come true.You will only become good, however, not just by reading these words or beating on your computer’s keyboard at the striper websites, but by applying these words as you fish. Roll up your sleeves, get on the beach and make the casts.You learn by doing. Knowledge without experience is just knowledge. Knowledge not applied is wasted, unless used. Knowledge mixed with a good dose of experience is what will make you good!

  Catching a striper is the ultimate high for me. It makes me feel good inside. I guess the years and the experiences have done little to quench my desire to catch bass because the more I catch the stronger is my desire to catch more bass, so I push myself harder.When I don’t catch I also drive myself harder based on my shortcomings. Analyzing the situation, figuring out the best strategy is the art of fooling fish. It’s an enjoyable game that I love to play and it keeps me coming back for more.

  To fool a small bass, for me, is simply play. I enjoy it immensely but it is the true cow that keeps me awake at night, that fills my thoughts during drives to work, that causes my mind to drift when I am in conversation about less important things.The cow bass are the hardest to fool, thus they bring the big rewards from the outside; compliments and fuss by on-lookers or surf brothers, perhaps a picture for the local newspaper.These are all nice but the greater satisfaction comes from within me,a payoff that no one understands but me or a fellow bass man. It’s the satisfaction that I fooled a great fish that is the ultimate achievement for me as a surfcaster.

  There is an added satisfaction, a bonus if you will, following a valiant battle with one of these kings of the surf, and that is the reward of watching one swim away, a prisoner set free.To watch it stroke its wide tail and accelerate into the dark mysterious night waters from which it came brings the pursuit and capture full circle. It’s very gratifying to say the very least.There is a very short list of things that are better than this.
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  SWIMMING THE ARTIFICIALS
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  Icatch striped bass on everything and anything; bunker chunks, eels, crabs, live bait and more, but anyone who has ever been in my garage probably thinks for sure that I am one of those artificial purist dudes. The rafters over my workbench are loaded with lures of plastic, rubber and wood. Just about every type of artificial fishing lure is hanging there, and in just about every color, shade and scale pattern variation, including the latest new colors and the favorites from years past.

  Having just one of each can’t be enough.What if I lose it? And, obviously, I need some back-ups, so I have about 29 of each! Okay, I’m being a bit facetious, but I do have a good collection of lures for every surf situation imaginable. I love catching fish on artificials!

  I get a lot of questions about the lure collection hanging from my garage ceiling.The most often is,“Why so many?”The first few times I was asked this question, I laughed it off, slightly embarassed, thinking of myself as some kind of a plug freak or insecure glutton; but as I thought about it more and more, my answer has become, “Well, I bought them one or two at a time and I had very specific motives or scenarios for buying each one.”

  When I buy plugs it is for specific situations that I have in mind, and when I look at an individual plug hanging from the rafters, I say,“Ah yes, I remember when I bought that one,” or I remember the night that it was a hot plug in Montauk and I didn’t have the right color or size and I vowed to never let that happen again. Each plug has either a time or a place designated for it. I need them all!

  When it comes to artificials you can never have enough, but let’s face it, at the end of the day you probably have five that are your go-to lures, the lures that you would stake your reputation on, the lures you’d bet your paycheck on. It comes down to the simple premise of believing in what you have.When you believe, you feel good; when you feel good you fish better.
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  The number of lures and colors available is amazing. The hit of a nice bass on a surface swimmer at first light is as good as it gets.

  I am sure that you have played the game in your head “If I could only take one plug, which would it be?” Don’t be shy, we’ve all had this thought. When I think about it I say to myself, “Oh, man, how about that night we beat em up good on Bombers, but then there was that week of the needlefish bass, then again there was the bass in the boulder fields on metal-lips a couple years back.” It’s hard to pick just one plug as the best. This is why we have 12 slots in our plug bag; there is no one magic plug, and that is why we have so many different scenarios that call for different options.The plug selection also adds to the strategy and intrigue of striper fishing.

  THE MYSTIQUE OF ARTIFICIALS

  What is it about artificial baits or lures that attracts fish? Did you ever wonder about that? A piece of wood or plastic with hooks hanging from it? What would you do if suddenly there was a knock at your door, you went to the door and saw a man-like robot standing there waiting to talk to you, perhaps looking a bit like the Tin Man from the Wizard of Oz? If he asked you to come outside, would you? Not in a million years!!You would know instantly that something was weird and your defenses would be sky high.

  So what is it that makes a fish that lives in an underwater environment see a piece of rubber, plastic or wood with hooks and with strange colors on it decide that it is okay to eat that thing?

  I think back to what Captain Al Ristori wrote in the Dedication of one of his books where he made reference to himself being absent from his family and home many times while he was out “trying to outwit creatures with brains the size of a pea.”Yes, I am afraid that bass are not terribly smart.They are instinctive beasts that we give way too much credit to, but that’s the challenge with artificials—getting a striped bass to eat our offering is pleasurably entertaining.
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  The love of the surf. Rich Karpowicz battles a fish on a cold and stormy Saturday morning in November.

  This book has four chapters on fishing with artificial lures; surface plugs, sub-surface swimmers, metals and soft-plastics. I feel it is important that I emphasize several things that pertain to all the artificials you will use in your life in the suds.The first thing I tell newcomers or fishermen who I work with while guiding is that it is of the utmost importance that you stay in constant contact or “touch” with your lure 100 percent of the time once you catch up to it after the cast by reeling in the slack line. It is the most important aspect of fishing with fakes.

  Your lure must be an extension of you.You must be able to feel every wiggle and wobble, you need to know when a fish hits ever so lightly or when a fish brushes by your lure.When you lose contact with the plug, how will you know when a fish hits, or when you are on the bottom, or have seaweed wrapped around your hook? Your lure will tell you when you are in the strong current of a rip or the slower current of an eddy just off the rip.The lure you are using is your underwater “eye” that gathers and transmits information to you. If you want to be good,“contact” is a discipline that you must master.

  The second point is that you as the angler must know and be intimate with every plug you throw into the surf.To simply walk out to the water’s edge and blindly cast a lure you are unfamiliar with will not do much for your presentation, your productivity or your confidence.You want to know how every plug will work at fast or slow retrieve speeds, calm or rough surf, in what situation does it work “best” and what are the small tricks with that plug that entice strikes, such as a simple twitch or the sweep of the rod, or just letting the lure sit still for a few seconds before continuing the retrieve.

  What does all this talk of contact and intimacy mean for the surf-caster? It breeds confidence and confidence is everything; not only for fishing the “artificial” side of surfcasting, but for all the aspects of surf-casting. You must be confident in your strategy and your approach to catching fish.You must expect to catch when you go. If you have a well-made plan and you are well prepared, you should then catch fish.
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  Staying in contact with your lure the entire time is a must when fishing with artificials. It is when you begin to feel every move the lure makes that your productivity will increase.

  Confidence in your approach is knowing for a fact that if a fish

  HARDWARE CHECK

  
  
  TACKLE AND EQUIPMENT CHOICES

  
  [image: ]

  
  
  
  
  LESSONS LEARNED

  
  
  
  
  
  
  [image: ]

  

  Appendix

  

  Here are a few links to websites with great information about surfcasting and striper fishing. My apologies for any oversights.

  


  Links to great and helpful websites:

  www.djmullersurfcaster.com

  http://www.superstrikelures.com

  http://www.pointjudelures.com

  http://www.bigwaterlures.com

  http://surfcasting-rhodeisland.com

  http://www.afterhoursplugs.com

  http://www.lunkercity.com/index.html

  http://www.plugcasterlures.com

  http://www.surfcaster.com

  http://www.weatherunderground.com (great weather info)

  http://www.unclejosh.com

  http://www.aquaskinz.com

  http://www.cottoncordelllures.com

  http://www.gibbslures.com

  http://www.lamiglas.com

  http://www.laptewproductions.com

  http://www.vanstaal.com/

  http://www.zeebaas.com/

  http://www.lurenet.com

  http://www.robertslures.com

  http://www.gibbslures.com/index

  http://www.stripersurf.com/

  http://www.stripersonline.com

  http://www.striped-bass.com/fishing

  http://www.berkley-fishing.com

  http://www.stillwater-lures.com

  http://www.aoktackle.com

  http://www.lighthousesportfishing.com (NJ boat guide Alex Majewski)

  http://www.onthewater.com

  http://shorelinebt.com/index.html

  (Antique lure site hosted by Tom Clayton)

  http://bigrocklures.com/index.html

  http://www.realfish-underwater.com/ArtNelsonJerseyShoreVideo.htm

  (Underwater videos on DVD from Art Nelson)
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