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ou probably didn’t realise it, but you have unwittingly become a member of a club. But not just any club, no, you have joined the elite ranks of the Really Wrecked SAC. This makes you a member of the fastest growing sea angling club in Britain. All over the country, sea fishing is in decline, and yet over the last three years, our numbers have risen by an incredible 17, to, er, 17. Yes. Eighteen real people, who share one thing – an almost fanatical dedication the tangles.


Chris with the Really Wrecked record cod – it’s very ugly indeed, and the fish is quite plain, too.


So what is the purpose of this club, and what the hell am I doing writing to tell you about it? Well, like most clubs, it exists to foster a spirit of friendly co-operation between its members, and is in no way there simply to encourage petty rivalry and point scoring over who’s caught the biggest fish, and who hasn’t caught anything for ages. Or ever (Adam, you know who you are). Therefore the club records listed at the end should in no way be taken merely as an excuse reason to gloat, unless you happen to have caught one of them, of course.


Actually the real reason for all this is to write down the things that you ought to know before going out on these trips, like what things cost and why, and what the various options are. So here goes…
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We go out with Chris Martin because he’s one of the best skippers on the South coast, especially for big conger, and has a record that’s second to none. Okay, so in a forgetful moment, he lost his boat, the Nikaria, but nobody’s perfect. That’s why we go out on the Carly Rose for the moment. However, he is trying to get himself another boat to skipper, so at some point all this may change. If this happens, we’ll be in a good position because we stuck with him. In the mean time, listen to him if he offers you advice – he really does know what he’s talking about. He also doesn’t mind you asking questions – another good reason for going with him. Some skippers are grumpy sods who act as though they’d rather their anglers just shut up and fucked off.


A very smug looking bunch, but let’s hope there are plenty more days like that one. In case you’re wondering, Back row from the right: Phil, Simon, John, Chris, Ben. Front row from the right, Steve, Adam, Jonathon.


Anyway, the Carly Rose needs ten people on it to make it pay, so that’s the size of the party we’ll take. On a long trip, the cost is £40 per person, and in summer we want to go as far as we can because the inshore wrecks get a hammering. If the wind is too strong for a long haul, then the trip may be cancelled or we may go out for a day’s rough ground fishing, which costs £30 per head because you don’t go as far. Chris won’t take us out to do this unless fish are being caught on the rough ground. He doesn’t want us to blank any more than we do. Plus he’s in the happy position of being able to earn a crust doing other stuff nowadays, so there’s no incentive for him to go out on a dodgy day, he can earn more at his other job. 
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Karen’s first cod, so that’ll be a personal best, then.


In summer, if the wind gets up, we may go inshore bass fishing instead, if there are any bass around. This costs £40 a head because we spend all day drifting and motoring around from place to place which uses up a lot of diesel. But on a decent day you’ll get a few bass with a good chance of a really big one, perhaps even a double-figure fish and again, we won’t go out if the bass aren’t there to be caught.


In winter, the cod come closer inshore, so there’s no need to steam out a long way. On these days, it’s usually £30 a head, though it may be a bit more if we only get eight people prepared to brave the cold.


Now, the deal with all this is that if you put your name down for a trip and can’t go suddenly because there’s a really good programme on telly and your video’s bust, you have to pay. Otherwise everyone else gets lumbered with a bigger bill, which isn’t fair.
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You may have noticed that there are some other costs, and this is what they are…


Bait is £5 a head, except if we go ground fishing when it usually drops to around £3 a head because you tend to use less. Chris doesn’t make any money out of it – he just wants to ensure we’ve got the best chance of catching, which means plenty of bait.


Phil with another nice looking cod, though he wasn’t prepared to say whether it was a personal best.


He usually buys cuttlefish because he gets very good results with it, but he may get squid if the cuttle’s in short supply, and he also may buy us some mackerel if there aren’t many around and it’s proving hard to catch them. It’s better to have bait and to get to the wreck nice and early than waste maybe an entire morning chasing mackerel when they’re scarce.
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That said, if there are plenty of mackerel about and you’re sure that you’re only going to use mackerel a bait, then you don’t need to pay Chris for cuttle you won’t use. However, you must tell me at least a week in advance because Chris has to order it. This has been known to cause problems in the past, on days when cuttlefish seems to be getting all the bites. If the people who haven’t ordered bait then start using it, even if they offer to pay for a share, the bait can run out, which pisses everybody off. The simple rule is: if you don’t pay for it, don’t use it. Personally I reckon it’s a case of better safe than sorry.


The pollack record is clearly the most prestigious. The club record is, er, the  one on the right. Or is it the one on the left?


Tackle hire also costs money. We do have some spare sets of kit between us, and if we can sort you out, we will, but sometimes we can’t. In those cases you have to make do with the hire stuff, which can be a bit rough at times. We used to just divide up any tackle hire between everyone, but that doesn’t seem fair on those who’ve bought their own tackle, and now that most people have, those without have to pay.


The cost is £5 for a rod and reel, or £8 for all tackle, plus you pay for any losses over one set of gear (or maybe two if you butter Chris up). If you lose four or five rigs in the wreck you’re probably looking at around £10-12 in total. Because we can usually lend some tackle to a few people, the only fair way to organise the hire charge it is to divide up the total cost of hiring however many sets of gear we need between all the people who haven’t got their own. That way, you’re never going get stung for an extra tenner for using hire gear while other people in the same position as you are paying nothing because they’ve borrowed some of ours. 


Since we started doing this, Adam and I have been in the habit of tying up loads of rigs and things the night before and handing them round to anyone who wants them. But the day of reckoning has arrived. We actually both quite enjoy the tying bit of it and don’t mind doing lots, but from now on we’d very much appreciate it if you’d contribute towards the gear you lose. Chris does also say that you can buy stuff from him – conger traces, booms, leads and things, but sadly not drugs, though he does make the tea. He reckons he’s about 25-50% cheaper than the tackle shop, and quotes prices to prove it, so by all means get kit from him, though his rigs haven’t been tied up with the same love as ours.


That’s almost it, apart from a couple of last things. Generally, the people who went on the last trip have first refusal on the next, though if we get a glut of bookings, like now, it’s first come first served for all of them. We meet in the Sheffield Arms in Newhaven at 7.45am, though this sometimes varies if we’re doing a long day. Check with Adam on the night before we’re going out. I’m sorry for all the spellig mistaks, and for this being so late, but I’ll do the next one quicker. Probably.


See you,


Ben�Club Records


Right. That’s the boring stuff out of the way, it’s time for those club records. Only fish caught on club trips count, so it’s no good telling me about the really enormous pouting you caught out of Brighton twelve years ago. As you’ll see, most of the species are blank, but then, we haven’t been going very long. We ought to decide on a reward for breaking or setting a record, like getting bought a drink at the Sheffield on out triumphant return or maybe a pound from everyone else on that trip. I may have got some of the records a bit wrong, as I didn’t bother to write them down at the time, but I’m sure you’ll let me know.


Bass			Qualifying weight 5lb


Black Bream	Qualifying weight 2lb


Brill			7½lb			Karen Morton-Clarke


Coalfish		Qualifying weight 10lb


Cod			21lb 			Chris Grant


Conger		52lb			Phil Boxall


Garfish		Qualifying weight 1lb


Ling			Qualifying weight 10lb (though we have had a ling – 


(someone remind me how big it was/


Mackerel		Qualifying weight 1½lb


Pollack		14½lb			Ben Eveling


Pouting 		Qualifying weight 2lb


Tope			Qualifying weight 20lb


Turbot		Qualifying weight 10lb


Whiting		Qualifying weight 
