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ust a quick newsletter to keep you up with developments in the fastest growing Sea Angling Club in Great Britain, (or the Lewes area, whichever is the smaller). There’s a couple of trips to reports on, and a few other odds and sods.





Weymouth ’99


After the success of last year’s trip to Weymouth, on which many fine fish were taken, many chillis were stolen and a not inconsiderable number of reels were forgotten, we’ve booked two trips this year. The first, on the 23rd of April (this Friday), is a plaice fishing trip, and the second, on the 23-4th of July, will feature some turbot and blonde ray with any luck, so there could be records galore.


We do have a full complement of eight for both trips, but don’t despair if you’re not in either crew. We’re trying to put together a second eightsome for the July trip. We have four so far, and if we get another four, I’ll try to book another boat. But you’ve got to get a move on. The sooner you phone Adam (work: 01306 743744; home: 01273 478886) and get your name down, the sooner I can get on the phone, and the more likely we are to be able to get a boat.


For the Friday trip, I’ve included a rig diagram at the end of the newsletter showing some of the most popular options for plaice fishing. But now on with the details from the last two expeditions…





Saturday 27th March


Once again we were lucky with the weather, with very little wind, and sunshine for most of the day. With the sea almost glassy we set off full of high hopes, heading for a wreck about 26 miles off, just a mile or so from the Channel Light Vessel. Those fishing pirks (I’ve decided it’s time to be fair to the pirkers and give them a decent write up for a change) were first away – Jonathon christening his new rod with two fat cod of 8-10lb, first drop I think. Not everyone was so lucky with their new rods, as we shall see later. 


John Ham also scored with a pirk, taking one of the biggest fish of the day – a 12lb pollack – a very nice fish. Meanwhile the gillers were toiling away for little reward until on successive drops Karen and Clive both had red gurnard of 1lb – just under the club record. Karen, being a caring, conservation-minded type of person, put her little chap back, and watched it splash happily on the surface before diving merrily back to the bottom. It may even have given her a little finny wave of thanks.


Clive, being a knife-wielding, gut-slashing maniac, hurled his poor little fellow into the fish box where it twitched and gasped its last, crushed by vast pollack and cod. Later in a fit of remorse, he sliced a couple of tasty fillets from its sides, laughing and licking his lips as he hurled the lifeless carcass to the seagulls.


Gillers and pirkers both began to take fish at a decent rate, though killer gear probably accounted for most fish. Jelly worms scored best for the gillers, and any old crap dangled over the side did just fine for the pirkers. Oops, so much for my fine intentions, oh well, the truth will out.


Karen had another good pollack around 12lb on a brown jelly, while Phil unluckily managed to lose a very good fish, just when it seemed certain he would christen his lovely new blue 20lb class Viagra. Phil was fishing jelly ragworm impregnated with delicious fish oils, and for a while the pollack found them irresistible, as shortly after he lost the big one he had another screaming take. Unfortunately this one ended up in the wreck – another opportunity to christen the delightful Viagra gone. But there was still a whole day to come, and it wasn’t like it was an unlucky rod or anything.


After while the takes dried up and we moved to another wreck about six miles away. This time it was the pirkers who struggled, with the gillers doing the business with pollack and big whiting, including a new club record of 3lb 4oz taken by a very skilful and modest angler. Sorry, I mean a jammy cunt (me).


Meanwhile, and in keeping with his earlier good fortune, Phil was just slipping his beautiful Viagra into his sturdy butt pad, when the butt pad in question decided it didn’t like these rough games and snapped in half. An unusual way to lose such an item of tackle, but certainly not evidence that his lovely new rod is in any way cursed.


Meanwhile super-keen angling innovator Colin Pearce was at his very best over this wreck. Noting that killer gear was making no impression on the cod and pollack lurking beneath his feet, and that Regills were only slightly more effective, he put on his thinking cap to create a rig that may very well change the face of modern day wrecking. He was very secretive while tying it, perhaps fearing one of his club mates would copy his brilliant new set-up and sell it to the angling press. But with the aid of spy satellites, we are able to reveal a few sketchy details about the rig, named the Cols up after its creator.


Drawing on his knowledge of pirking, Colin realised that the key to killer gear’s effectiveness lies in the muppets or other lures above the pirk. This then was his starting point, three muppets above the lead. But he also noted that the genius of the Redgill rig was that the weight boom is free to slide, leaving the hooklength to stream behind in the tide.


So instead of a pirk, our angling boffin attached a lead boom, stopped à la Redgill by a swivel. But what rig catches more, in terms of sheer number of fish, than the humble set of mackerel feathers? Colin was not blind to this fact, and so, just above Redgill, in prime fish-taking position, he inserted a pristine set of Hokai mackerel lures.


Hmm, almost perfect, but not quite, he mused. Something was missing… Aha! How could he have been such a fool? The rig would never work, not without the single most effective fish-taking device ever invented – the Rapala. He quickly snipped off one of the sixteen muppets above the lead boom and tied on a trace of three jointed floaters, with two unjointed sinkers on a wishbone below. 


Not wishing to overdo it, he swung the first ever Cols up over the side and prepared to fish. Then back it came, as the awful realisation dawned on Colin that somehow he’d failed to use a single pirk anywhere in the rig. In the twinkling of an eye, the lead was gone, replaced by a hefty lump of chromed lead. Sadly by this stage, it was time to go home, so we’ll never know how good the Cols up really is. Something to look forward to next time.


As for the rest of us, as low water approached, the takes stopped and Chris decided to take us back to the original wreck for the first of the flood before we set off back home. The first few drifts produced nothing, not even a pouting, but the tide was very sluggish, barely moving the boat. Then on the last drift, the pouting began to feed, followed by the pollack and cod.


It looked as though everyone was bending into fish at once, until a quick check revealed that a certain shiny blue Viagra remained resolutely linear, as it had done ever since Phil’s earlier misfortune with the two lost pollack. Poor lad. 


With that we had to leave, just as the fish were coming on, but it was a lovely day and everyone who didn’t have a blue rod enjoyed themselves mightily. Even the motor back was very pleasant with calm seas making the journey pass very quickly. Apart from a slight delay when Colin had to liberate a water skiing seagull that had unaccountably become tangled in his reel line. The man is an angling machine, able to catch even without the aid of hooks.





Friday 9th April


A small tide saw us heading about 25 miles south of Newhaven to a wreck that we hoped might hold a few pollack. When we arrived however, nothing came to either Redgill or pirk so we moved on. On the second wreck, we had more luck.


Gilling gear proved effective first up, with the first pollack of the day falling to a mackerel-patterned Rapala. The second, taken by Matt, gilling for the first time, was the biggest fish of the day, and a personal best for Matt at just over 11lb. His specimen took a black twintail Delta lure.


Sadly just after that fish, Matt and I had a tangle, and during the untangling, in order the expedite the rig-freeing process, I managed to cut Matt’s only black twintail Delta lure off his trace and send it to the bottom of the Channel. Suggestions that this act was motivated by petty jealousy over Matt’s fine fish, or that it was an act of incompetence, are simply untrue. I could see the lure was damaged, but, knowing Matt to be tight to the point of complete closure, I feared he would refuse to replace the defective item, so I simply saved him the agonising decision. An act of altruism and the mark of a true friend I would say.


In fact, the above incident apart, Matt singularly failed to live up to his title of the Seaford Tangler. If he continues to rest on his laurels in such a complacent manner, the title will pass back to Smedley by default. In fact, it was a pretty low-tangle trip, perhaps due to the fact that pirkers and gillers kept strictly to their own side of the boat.


Another couple of fish came on this wreck, but it was pretty slow, so Chris decided to make a move to a wreck where Timerlin was filling her boxes with cod of 8-10lb. We arrived over slack water, and at first we struggled. But as soon as the tide started to move, the pirkers, who had been rather fish-light to this point, began to show why it’s called killer gear.


It wasn’t furious fishing but it was steady, with a cod or two coming every couple of drifts. So effective were the pirks, even regular gillers were tempted to have a go, though they were generally less successful in their attempts than those who had already built up their biceps with hours of mindless pumping of their rod tips up and down, up and down, up and down, up and down. It has to be said, even by a mean-spirited bastard like me, that they did do very well.


Steve also had a bit of excitement when he switched to killer gear. After a while a fair cod took his pirk and he wound into it strongly with his Charter Special to set the hook. It was only when the reel began to clank and grind alarmingly that he realised it was in fact a joke reel, better suited to small pouting or the dustbin than wrecking.


Eventually the cod stopped coming and we moved back to the wreck where we’d had the pollack, but we couldn’t tempt a thing up from the depths – not even a bloody pouting. With the wind picking up rapidly, Chris announced we’d have just one more drift.


Typically, just as we were forced to head home, the fish began to feed, with Matt, who had stuck to gilling all day, landing a couple more pollack, and most of the crew adding to their tally on that last drift. It was a shame the wind forced us to retreat maybe a drift or two sooner than we’d have liked, but at least we ended the day on a good note. In the end, we’d done okay, with about 30 fish, divided evenly between cod and pollack.





Club notices


Some people have asked me to pass on a few messages to all club members, so here they are. 


First off, congratulations to Chris and Debbie Grant on the birth of a beautiful baby girl. She was well over the size limit, and therefore did not have to be returned. I am just waiting for confirmation of her weight in kilograms, so the committee can examine Chris’ claim for the club baby record. There is another claim pending for this record, so if Chris could send me the metric weight of his lovely bouncing (and vomiting, crying, shitting etc) daughter, we will be able to report further on the matter in the next newsletter.


You’ll notice I haven’t used the delightful cherub’s name anywhere above. This is because Chris and Debbie haven’t yet been able to decide on a name. To help them along, we’ve decided to run a competition: “Name a Grant and win free tackle!” All you have to do is send me what you think the baby should be called. The person making the best suggestion will have the pleasure of seeing their offering on Chris’ daughter’s birth certificate, and you’ll also win free fishing tackle! 


Remember, it is a girl, so names such as Kevin are unlikely to scoop the top award. Some of the best suggestions received so far include Shimano, Abu, Viagra, Charter Special and Lumpfish, so there’s still everything to play for. Entries must reach me before the end of May, as the child must be registered within three months or the Grants face a heavy fine.





Tackle shop


Shimano Viagra for sale. Beautiful blue metallic finish. Immaculate condition – used twice, never been christened. Definitely not a voodoo rod. All offers considered. Contact Phil Boxall.


Full set of sea fishing tackle for sale, or exchange for a lawn mower. Hardly used, particularly over the last 18 months. Contact Steve Courtman, c/o the Crown Inn.


Charter Special Quality Sea Reel for sale. Would suit beginner or other idiot. Willing to exchange for a decent reel such as a 10000C. Contact Steve Newham c/o the stratosphere (he’s a pilot, you know).


One piece 10’ 6” Daiwa boatcaster for sale. Previously two piece but no longer suffers from the danger of coming apart in your hands due to injudicious use of Superglue. Would suit person with car with over 10’ 6” of rod storage space. 


Right, that’s enough of this hilarity. There’ll be more coming pretty soon when, with any luck, I’ll have a record or two to report from our Weymouth trip. And there’ll definitely be the next instalment in our gripping series of knots.


Tight lines,


Ben


�Rig diagrams


Here’s that plaice rig, as promised. Having spoken to Ken, our skipper, we’ll mainly be drift fishing, in 20-60ft of water, and we’ll need up to 12oz to hold bottom. 12lb class gear will be perfect for plaice, and as there’s been a run of good turbot lately, some 20lb class gear might come in handy too, though either set-up would do for either species.


For both plaice and turbot a simple running leger is absolutely fine, with one long-shanked hook e.g. an Aberdeen (4/0 for plaice and 6/0 for turbot) at the end of a 6-10ft trace. But if you want something a bit more fancy for plaice, here are some variations that are often used:
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For those of you who care about these things, and who wish to take advantage of Colin’s angling genius, here’s his rig for you to tie up at home.
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