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But he was not reefing in this critter that turned sharply and returned abow of us 
headed for the shoreline brush pile.

Bret, of course, was sitting at the oars and my only source to hold the boat away 
from shore was our long-handled black rubber mesh landing net. The fish was 
out of control. Bret was out of control and I was paddling the landing net as the 
giant continued on toward the brush—and into the brush. Our boat was but a 
few feet from floating into the brush. Disaster pending! And then the fish 
turned. Something about the brush had spooked it—perhaps a thorn. We will 
never know. I sat stunned with landing net half submerged. That devil of a fish 
made a lunging jump just over the landing net's exposed lip and into its black 
bag. We had it! But we had no camera. For once I saw the imperturbable Bret 
unnerved. And I thought, "Well next time you come fishing with me at night 
maybe you'll have learned that a 7-weight rod works a little better than a 6 
weight."

So we moved back toward the shelter through benighted world—two friends on 
the season's last day, its last hour and minutes. We would not fish together again 
for almost six months. But this night would be etched with memories and 
especially of this one—of the fish that didn't get away. And we would fish 
together again.




