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ot wishing to grumble, I won’t dwell on the fact that, as I write this, I’ve already written this newsletter once, only to reformat the only floppy disk I had it on. The only point I’d like to make concerning this slight total disaster is that the previous one was really funny and stuff, and there’s no chance of an accident like that happening twice. 


Right then, on with the news part of this letter. I was hoping to be able to report on two successful trips here, which is why I didn’t dash a letter off straight after the last one of a few weeks ago (it clearly had nothing to do with any laziness on my part). Sadly, the wind got up on the 4th, and since the inshore fishing has been pretty crap lately, Chris cancelled.


Dave Murray with a nice cod.


It was a particular shame as we would have been going to one of Chris’s bigger eel wrecks. These are the ones that have provided a loads of big fish up to 80lb with the odd 90-pounder thrown in. It would have been great to have seen a huge fat beast at the side of the boat (apart from Adam), and though Phil’s record 66lb eel was a mighty brute, I hope I get to see the fish that beats it. Still, there’s always another day and all that.
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Plenty of lovely black bream on the last trip. And very tasty they were too.


Despite that, our trip of the 26th of August was excellent, perhaps our most successful yet, with lots of fish, personal bests and new club records, including something a bit special for Adam, but more of that later. We were very lucky with the weather since the forecast was for a bit of a swell, but when we got out, it was flat calm. This made up for the fact that the tide run was stronger than expected and for part of the tide, we were using 4lb of lead. Hauling that up was no fun at all, and a highly convincing argument in favour of butt pads. Unless you happen to like wedging a sharp stick into your unprotected groin. 


We caught a lot of cod on the drift, with more than half coming to pirks, despite the fact that most people were redgilling. It’s always hard to choose between pirking, which tends to be more successful, and gilling, which is more sporting. It’s good that there’s always some of us doing both, since we find out what works best on the day, and it leads to less tangles as redgills and pirks fish at different angles.


I can only remember one cod being taken on bait all day, with 25 caming on the drift. It’s a bit odd that we don’t get any fish on baits when we’re at anchor, but I’m sure we’ll crack it. The biggest we had was around 17lb – a decent fish, but no challenge to Chris’s record twenty. That record is probably safe until winter.
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Les proudly shows off the mackerel record, though sadly you can barely make out the fish at all. But if I’ve gone to the trouble of scanning the picture, I’ll bloody well use it.


We only had two pollack all day, and neither was particularly big, though since Alain’s one of around 4lb was his first of any size, it was a PB.  That went with his first ever cod and first ever conger. In fact his 30lb-odd eel was the biggest fish of any sort he’s ever caught, so well done Alain for getting off your lardy gudgeon-bashing, match-fishing, canal-emptying arse and doing some proper fishing. 


We had a good day with the conger, with eleven or more coming to the boat, including the biggest to John Ham, which at 45lb was big enough to qualify him for membership of the Conger Club of Great Britain. That makes him our third qualifier, after Phil and Adam, and his fish is the second largest caught on one of our trips.


And since I’ve mentioned the Conger Club, for those of you who are can’t quite figure out the significance of the name, this is a club concerned entirely with catching conger eels. If you catch an eel of over 40lb from a wreck (or 30lb if it comes from rough ground), and then you can join the club for a small sum.


So what’s the point? Well, once you’re a member, you can hold your head high in the Sheffield Arms and look other anglers in the eye, knowing that you’ve taken on perhaps the nastiest fish in British waters and won. So everyone in the RWSAC has to qualify, or, er, we’ll mock you a lot (unless it’s me that’s last to do it, of course).


And the Conger Club has all sorts of prizes for big eels, though we’ll need a bit of practice and a bit of luck before we’re in the running for any of them. Apart from Adam, of course, who’s so convinced he’s going to catch a monster and win the award for the biggest eel taken by someone qualifying for membership, that he hasn’t yet sent off his form for the 41-pounder he had a month of so back.
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Karen held the bream record for a few minutes…


The other thing to remember is that you don’t need to kill and weigh an eel for the Conger Club to accept you as a member. They’ll take the estimate of a decent skipper, as that’s the best way to preserve stocks. So unless you want an eel for eating, or as a thoughtful gift for your partner, or of course it’s bloody enormous and you want it weighed, just ask Chris to estimate the weight and unhook it.


…till Les took the record with this fish.


But back to the trip… A couple of the eels came before we anchored up, in the last half hour of the drift. This is a good return in such a short time, so the next time you’re bored with cod or pollack and the tide has slackened enough, you might want to consider giving it a go. Here’s Chris’ advice on how you do it…


Let down your bait on a normal eel fishing rig, but when it hits the bottom, don’t put the spool back into gear, just hold it with your thumb. Then, when you feel a bite, allow the fish to pull the line off the spool (carefully avoiding a birdsnest, Simon). They don’t feel as much resistance this way, and are encouraged to take the bait properly. As you drift away from the fish, there’s more for them to feel and therefore more reason to drop the bait. This technique turned knocks into takes, and both the fish we had came to this method. You also need to let off line from time to time just to make sure you’re still in contact with the bottom, as the bait does tend to drift up.
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It was great to see some black bream being caught, and of a pretty decent size too, as they go well, they’re lovely to look at and they taste delicious. It was Adam we have to thank, since he was the first to fish for them, and who caught the first one – a 2½-pounder – starting off a bit of a bream-rush. Being the first on any of our trips, it was also the RWSAC record (though not Adam’s only record, as you’ll see), but that didn’t last long.


Within ten minutes, Karen had first beaten and then smashed Adam’s record, pushing it to 3lb 12oz. This is a good fish by any standards, and it looked like it would remain our best for quite some time. But then gentleman Les stepped in.


Practically the next drop down, Les landed another fine bream – this one weighing in at 3lb 13oz. We waited for him to say something about “luck” and the “difficulty of weighing fish accurately on a rolling boat”, and perhaps to suggest that he and Karen share the record, since the fish were, to all intents and purposes, identical. We waited in vain. With a grin bigger than any conger, Les demanded that his name, and his name only, be pencilled in the record books beside the black bream. This was particularly heartless since Les had already taken three other records that day. Some people are just plain greedy. In all we had ten bream, the best being Les’, with nearly all of them were over 2lb – a very good stamp of fish.


So what about all these other records? Apart from the black bream, five other species bests were landed, three by Les – the mackerel record, a mighty 1½lb, the lesser spotted dogfish at the same weight and a massive allis shad, which weighed all of 4oz. Despite some unsporting questions about its identity (mostly from me) Glen, the skipper of the Carly Rose, was happy it was an allis shad, and if it’s good enough for him, it’s good enough for the RWSAC record book. Adam and Les also traded the top spot for the scad, (or horse mackerel) when both landed large specimens, but then both were left in the wake of new boy Dave Murray  and his 6oz beauty.


One other record was taken on the day, and I’ve left the story of that most dramatic capture till last, as it’s a story that deserves telling in full.


There is one record that stands head and shoulders above any other in terms of prestige and importance, one that speaks eloquently of the skill and persistence of its captor. While others dedicate years of their lives to the marlin, the bluefin tuna or the great white shark, for the true angler there is only one target worth achieving. And what fish could inspire such fanaticism, respect and even fear? It can only be the tub gurnard.


It takes a very special angler to succeed in hooking and landing this beast, and the Really Wrecked SAC is lucky to have such a man in its ranks. Step forward Adam Frost.


While others stuck to the mundane task of catch mackerel for bait, Adam knew there were a more important fish to fry. With utmost skill and cunning, Adam set up his own highly specialised gurnard rig, and engaged his mighty intellect in an attempt to outwit this ferociously intelligent species.


So what did he do? What was his highly secret and sophisticated rig? A mackerel trace dropped to the bottom and left there while we drifted. Some may try to claim that Adam was merely too lazy to wind in and unhook his share of bait, and was therefore simply keeping his feathers well out of harm’s way on the bottom, but such remarks miss the measure of the man – a true gurnard hunter.


With a grunt and wheeze, our intrepid angler, hooked into something… something very special. Calling for the biggest gaff on the boat, and donning his harness and surgical truss, Adam struggled to bring his prize to the boat.


Struggle he did, but when the mighty fish was beaten, as it was heaved aboard, the sun was momentarily blotted from the sky by its sheer bulk. When we finally found scales big enough to weigh it, it pulled them round to an incredible 8oz.


	So overawed were we by this capture that we decided to immortalise the achievement of setting the tub gurnard record by forever giving Adam the name ‘Tub’. Though a self-effacing man through and through, you could tell that he was pleased by this tribute, and that he would wish to be known from this day forwards as Adam ‘Tub’ Frost, or just plain ‘Tubby’.


The other important fact to remember in this context is that Adam is very keen on nicknames. In fact when he sent me the list of your addresses he had pencilled in a few beside various names. So Simon was to be referred to as “Smedley”, Phil as “Beef”, Andy as “Scoop”, Jonathon as “Lucky bastard” and so on. He also said we should try to come up with nicknames for everyone. Hoist on his own petard. Whatever one of those is.


It may seem a bit early to be thinking about next summer, but you might like to chew this over. There’s more to wrecking than just getting up early in the morning, fishing all day and then going home or to the pub completely shagged out. No, that’s just the start…


How about this? Go to the pub, get drunk, get on the boat when the pub shuts, grab a few hours kip in a sleeping bag on the deck, or, more realistically, get even more wasted, hit a mid-channel wreck about dawn, fish it, go a bit further, fish another wreck, then pull into some French port about 4pm to land the massive catch. Throw your filthy fish-smelling clothes into a room in a B & B, and put on some clean ones before drinking yourself into a stupor. Get up absurdly early and go fishing again, this time on wrecks close to France and heaving with fish. Get back in and repeat the fish-selling/clothes/drinking routine. Get up again and fish several wrecks on the drift for freezer-filling fish on the way back to Blighty.


Sounds like a nightmare? And for just £50 a day for the fishing? Bargain. Remember that you’d have to add B&B and drinking money to that, making a rough guestimate of around £300 for a long weekend that would probably take about three weeks to recover from. Interested? Well, you can only fit six on a boat for one of these trips, and we’ve got three already, so let me know. Either phone or write or tell me the next time you see me.


And for the less suicidal, how about this? It’s a well known fact that dusk is also known as ‘pollack light’ and that night-time eeling is fantastic, as well as much more dangerous. But short of buying your own boat and spending 20 years learning how to use it properly, how do you enjoy such pleasures? Simple, you book a night trip, or even a day/night trip. A night trip costs pretty much the same as a normal outing, but a day/nighter is more expensive, though obviously, being a git with a mind like a steel trap (ie. useless for thinking and remembering stuff, but probably quite good for catching mice) I’ve forgotten what price Chris quoted me. Anyway, it sounds like fun. Let me know if you’re interested, and if we get enough people wanting to do it, we’ll give it a go.


That’s it really. I’d like to apologise for the almost total inaccuracy of the records printed in the last letter (I got my own one right at least), but I think they’re correct now. Let’s hope the weather’s kinder to us on the 25th of September and that we have another great day.


See you then,


Ben








PS. Tuesday the 7th is not definite yet, only probable – I’ll let you know on Thursday, or Friday if you’re not coming out that day.








Caption Competition…
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What exactly is Chris doing?


Most libellou
