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Where’s my Redgill?


C

hestnuts roasting on the open fire, presents waiting by the tree, cod are nowhere to be fucking seen, there are none left in the sea. Did you have a nice Christmas – lots of fishing, no turkey and a minimum of family duties? No, me neither. Still, as a late Christmas pressie, this hand-crafted quality newsletter is my gift to each and every one of you. Because you’re worth it, my little fishing chums (I hope the XXLs won’t take the “little” personally).

But it’s no longer Christmas. The New Year has come and gone (so a happy New Year to you all, while we’re at it), and naturally thoughts turn to the coming year and what it might bring. What trips do we have planned, and what fishies might we expect? 

Before all that important stuff, there’s a little time for reminiscence about the past year – the lows, the failures, the humiliations and the cock-ups… Ah, what a year it has been. As I sit here in the ruins of my Really Wrecked command bunker, I cast my mind back over a year in which our plans for world domination came to naught – but in which many of our most prestigious records, including the almost-mythical goldsinney wrasse, were smashed out of sight. 

My plan to buy a controlling share in Glaxo, use their resources to create an army of hyper-intelligent, computer-controlled cod-man hybrids capable of conducting clandestine operations both above and below the surface of the water, allowing me to dominate totally the competitive world of sea match fishing failed to work out. But we did get to know a new skipper and several new members joined our not-so-hallowed ranks.

Yes, it has been a pretty good year for the club, where we now count some 37 anglers as members. As most of you will realise, the word “anglers” here is used in its loosest possible sense to denote people who have a slightly better than 50/50 chance of picking up a fishing rod by the right end. To those of you who know perfectly well how to fish, I must apologise. It’s only my little joke. I’d also like to apologise to Adam.

2001 was the year when we got to know Stu Arnold as a skipper, and had several good-to-great trips out with him. Frustratingly though, despite the fact that during a normal summer and autumn you can’t open a fishing publication without seeing some grinning bastard with a vast bass caught on Stu’s boat, we didn’t manage a single bass trip with him. Ah well, something else to look forward to this coming year.

The Weymouth trips were also very enjoyable and fairly successful, at least as far as goldsinney specialists were concerned. But that’s enough nostalgia or there’s a danger I might repeat myself (some might say that after ten repetitions, jokes about tiny wrasse wear a bit thin – not me though). And it would be sensible to leave myself something to say about the past year during our annual dinner.

And talking of which, it’s time to stop prattling and give you a load of VERY IMPORTANT FACTS which you must act upon RIGHT AWAY.

Very important facts

Firstly, our annual dinner is a little later than normal this year, as we have tried to accommodate the wishes of several members who were otherwise engaged around the end of January. Instead it will take place on the evening of Saturday the 9th of February at the Crown Hotel in Lewes by the War Memorial.

This is the first of several VERY IMPORTANT reasons why you must phone Adam right away, as we need to give the Crown some idea of numbers. You will find a menu at the end of this newsletter, so read it carefully, make your selections from the mouth-watering choices and phone Adam to book your place.

But the dinner is not really about food, it’s really about trophies, and that’s the second REALLY IMPORTANT THING. If you won one last year, you must return it to Adam ASAP, or sooner if you happen to have a time machine. We really need a month to get them all engraved with this year’s winners, but since it’s already too late for that, we’ll just have to beg and plead with the nice man in the engravers to do it in a rush, but we really do need the various cups, plaques and stupid mounted things back. 

More very important things

Learning lessons is not necessarily my strong point, so despite the difficulties in filling two boats for the summer Weymouth trip, guess what I’ve done? Yup, booked two boats on both days again. This time we’ve got Richard and Ken on both days, so for those of you who have never known the joys of fishing with Richard, this year you’ll find out.

Now it would be REALLY, REALLY HELPFUL if you could check the dates, decide whether you want to come and then book up, ensuring that you don’t accidentally book a family holiday for the same weekend (ring any bells Jari?) and remembering to book the days off with all interested parties, work, wife, boyfriend – whoever.

This of course applies to all the fishing dates this and every year, but it’s particularly important for the summer Weymouth extravaganza, as there are all kinds of deposits involved. Ideally of course, you’ll scan the following list of dates, decide on the trips you fancy and phone or email Adam right away, so we know when we can expect to see you all.

All trips are with Stu on Catchup III unless otherwise stated and will cost £40-£50 per head.

Friday 8th of February Cod and pollack on the drift with the Smurfs on Ocean Warrior. It’ll be £35 or so per head. This is the day before the annual dinner, so priority will be given to those people coming from distance to attend this important event. In the event of a cancellation, fishing of some sort will be organised.

Wednesday 13th of February Big pollack time, so drifting the wrecks with Redgills and killer gear is the order of the day

Wednesday 13th of March Same as above. Somebody’s bound to get a twenty this year.

Friday 22nd of March Plaice fishing in Weymouth with Ken on Bonwey. Two nights B & B on the quayside in the Sailor’s. What could be better?

Thursday 11th of April Could still be big pollack, or the cod might have moved back on to the offshore wrecks.

Friday 3rd of May A new Weymouth trip on Ken’s boat, after turbot this time. Same deal with the B & B. Somebody will bag a very big turbot indeed. It could be you.

Tuesday 14th of May Fishing on the drift for cod and pollack, with maybe the odd bass about too.

Tuesday 11th of June First congering trip of the year, though bass may well figure in our plans.

Tuesday 9th of July More wrecking, featuring cod, conger, black bream and bass

Friday and Saturday the 19th and 20th of July The summer Weymouth trip. You know the score. Three nights, two day’s fishing with Ken and Richard, one offshore, one inshore. Loads of different species including rays, tope, huss, wrasse, conger and bream aplenty.

Tuesday 6th of August Bass or conger depending on what’s about. Cod too, possibly.

Thursday 5th of September Ditto, ditto, ditto

Thursday 3rd of October More dittoes of a ditto-like nature.

That’s all the trips booked so far. Okay so there’s the odd bit of fixture congestion here and there, but no-one’s asking you to come on them all. Just make sure you can do at least one or two. So, to recap; return your trophies, select your menu options and book up for the dinner, and book up the trips you want to fish. Do it or face the prospect of Adam calling you at home.

Now all that’s left for you to do before you can legitimately discard this newsletter with extreme prejudice is to read the account of the last two trips of last year.

Taking the Mick

September the 24th shall forever be known as St. Two Dogs’ Day after this splendid trip out with Stu Arnold. This is in honour of the efforts of one Mick Deacon, where he put in the sort of performance that in other fields would result in the winning of the Booker, or an Oscar, or the Nobel Prize for Physics, Literature and Peace all rolled into one.

“But how did Mick come to such prominence on a boat filled with so many skillful anglers?” I hear you ask. Well, he did break his own black bream record, taking a very large specimen indeed, one of the largest fish taken by a club member in terms of percentage of the British record. But that is not the reason. No. Indeed, fishing had very little to do with it...

When Stu greeted us by the quay he was a worried man. The plan was for a day’s congering, but we had been unable to get any cuttle, and mackerel were in short supply out on the briny. All we had was two 5lb boxes of squid, which would make fine bream baits, but which would be whittled away too quickly by pouting to be much good for the conger. We had no option but to go out and see if we could track down the mackerel.

After his last trip out with Stu when he had been told in no uncertain terms by the skipper that fishing with two rods simultaneously was not the thing to do, Mick was keen to heal any potential rift. On the way out, therefore, Mick spent his time in the cabin, chatting merrily to our Stu. Not content with chatting, he wanted to help find the mackerel and generally make himself useful.

He pointed to a cloud formation on the horizon. “Isn’t that a flock of seagulls over there? I bet they’re feeding on mackerel.” He suggested helpfully. A few minutes later he spotted a lone seagull winging its way home. “There! Look at that!!” Mick squealed, beside himself. “It’s a seagull!!! I bet it’s off to join the rest of the flock and start feeding on mackerel. Follow that bird!!!!!”

Moments later he saw another flash of white in the distance (this time a French trawler). “There! That must be seagulls. I’ll bet there are mackerel over there.”

Stu eyed him drily. “I have done this before, you know.” He said, never taking his eyes off the distant horizon.

“It’s seagulls, I tell you! Give me that wheel.” And with that Mick tried to wrest control of the craft from the skipper. Fortunately we managed to subdue him before things got out of hand, as the penalty for mutiny is death. 

“There!” Two Dogs screamed as we pinned him to the floor. “Mackerel. Fine fat joeys,” he yelled, pointing at the compass. “Millions of them,” he babbled. “They’re coming for me!!” 

After taking his medication, Mick calmed down and returned to the cabin to continue his charm offensive. Now it’s a well known fact that skippers are usually willing to explain the basics of their electronics to anyone interested enough to ask. Armed with this knowledge Mick pointed to a button on the sounder. “That’s the reverse chine low torque ASP surface clarity filter button, isn’t it?”

Stu looked across to the on/off switch to which Mick was pointing. “No,” was all he could manage.

“Well I’ll bet that one’s the pixel adjustment frequency band wattage controller dial.”

“No.”

Emboldened by his success his hand crept up to the “Clear all stored settings” button on the GPS. He jabbed out a finger at the button. “What happens if I press this...?”

“NO!” yelled Stu and with a despairing lunge knocked Mick’s hand away from the button, barely a fraction of an inch away from deleting all Stu’s priceless GPS numbers.

Realising that his technical know-how was in danger of embarrassing Stu, Mick retired to the deck where he prepared his cunning rigs, ready to do battle with bream and conger. With Mick’s help, we did manage to pick up perhaps 30 mackerel in all, but it was hard going.

The high point of the feathering was undoubtedly Stevie’s return to form with a mighty new record – a beautiful silvery herring weighing in at an impressive five ounces. A fish of this stature tested his tackle to its very limit and beyond, with his shiny bakelite reel doing tremendously well to withstand the strain of the fish’s surging runs. Stevie was pleased with his gear, and even more pleased at the thought of a delicious fresh herring tea. Hungrily he placed the fish in the fish-to-be-kept box (not the fish-for-bait box) and went back to fishing.

Once we arrived at the first wreck we started on the drift for cod and pollack. The first drift yielded a cod of around 10lb to Jonathan and a nice double-figure pollack, which augured well for the day. But things never really picked up after that. We had a couple more decent pollack but that was it for drift fishing.

With the tide slackening all the time, Stu stuck the hook down for some serious congering. Within minutes two things happened. Firstly the bites started, and more importantly, Mick’s chuminess drive really kicked off when he decided to impress Stu with his boatcraft by cutting up bait on the gunwhales of Catchup. This, along with pressing buttons on their electronic gear is probably a skipper’s least favourite thing, so Mick appeared intent on winning Stu over the hard way, by ironically appearing to be trying to piss him off – a very clever ploy that Stu responded to by ironically almost losing his temper.

One of the first who converted a bite into a conger was Scoop, who bent into what was obviously a decent fish. As he battled to bring the monster up from the deeps, it became clear that his rod must have been rented from Stevie’s extensive collection because after a few seconds of action, the tip ring fell off.

This clearly did not make Scoop’s task any easier, so it was all the more impressive when, some ten minutes later, Stu pronounced the fish to be 48lb before unhooking it and returning it to the depths. This put Scoop in the lead for the Really Eely Tankard, one of the greatest honours in fishing.

We had a couple more eels of around 30lb but bites tapered off quite rapidly as the last of the tide died away. Some of our crew tried small hooks to see if they could tempt any bream, and this did indeed produce spectacular results in the form of a massive new scallop record of 7oz to John Ham. And when a couple of red gurnard came up as well, Jonathon and he could talk of nothing but the delightful bouillabaisse they planned to concoct. But the gurnard grunted so pitifully, as if to suggest that at 8oz they were hardly worth the bother, that they were returned to the water alive.

With slack water, Stu suggested a move to another wreck about a mile away. This was a smaller wreck, but a real snake pit, so congering gear was readied again. Once at the second wreck we fell to congering and breaming. Again, bites weren’t long in coming to both conger and bream baits.

Stu explained that it’s usually a good idea to have some big baits down while bream fishing, as the big scent trail they put out pulls the bream in from all around. Unfortunately it worked so well that within half an hour, all but one of the crew were breaming, despite the fact that we’d had several conger to 35lb+. This meant less scent trail, which meant fewer bream for everyone. This was a shame, as the bream were of a very good stamp indeed, with most of them over 3lb, and some even pushing the 4lb mark. If we find ourselves in a similar situation next year, it might well pay to pair yourself off with another angler and take it in turns to fish for bream and conger.

As the bites slowed, some went down with conger baits again, which meant that once more the bream fishing picked up. And so it continued most of the afternoon, with some breaming and some congering, with plenty of both species.

In his efforts to give himself a slight edge over the bream, Mick had taken to casting a little way wide of the boat. Unfortunately, his bream rod has all the stiffness and control of a perished elastic band, so it was no surprise when a loud crashing sound indicated that he had succeeded in casting on to the foredeck, narrowly missing the cabin window and Stu‘s head. How we all laughed! Especially Stu. Mick’s cunning plan was working in spades.

In between these episodes of bridge building with the skipper, Mick was doing very well with the bream, landing fish after fish, and topping it off with his magnificent new record of 4lb 8oz. Now, far be it from me to tell tales out of school, but his success may have had more than a little to do with his special baits – a delicious cocktail of herring strip tipped with scallop. Now, where these baits came from is something of a mystery, but when John and Stevie came to look for their tasty prizes at the end of the day, it appeared as though they must have been thrown overboard during the gutting and tidying up. Oh dear.

With the tide pulling quite strongly, and time marching on, Clive wound down to another large eel. Manfully he bullied it clear of the wreck and up towards the surface. But the eel wasn’t his only problem. Scoop was dancing around the end of his rod with a small hacksaw, trying to remove the tip ring in an attempt to even things up and prevent Clive from snatching the Really Eely Tankard from his grasp at the very last.

But despite Scoop’s best efforts, Clive brought the fish to the boat, where Stu proclaimed it to be 48lb – exactly the same size as Scoop’s fish. Now there were two of them in line for the award, and since we only have one tankard, the only sensible solution is to saw the thing in half, something I have now done in preparation for the ceremony in February (book now to reserve your  place!).

As we steamed home, there were quite a few smug smiles, which is not surprising since we managed 28 bream, 15 conger, 3 decent pollack, 4 red gurnard, a herring and a scallop, among which there were three new records. And on top of that, Mick had well and truly made up with Stu, who is now his new best friend. Of course, there were a few black looks when the disappearance of the herring and scallop were discovered, but this was soon forgotten back in the pub, as we discussed new ways in which Mick could make friends and influence people.

And of course we all eagerly await publication of Mick’s new book How to get on with skippers and make them really like you. Next trip he has promised to demonstrate some of the techniques from his “Advanced tactics for experts” chapter, including the ever-popular pulling down of the trousers and having a dump on the cabin table.

Breakfast platter on a flat calm day

November the 12th was the date of our first trip out with Chris Martin for well over a year, and the weather looked very promising, with a force 2-3 North Westerly promised. The plan was to head well offshore and see whether we couldn’t heave some huge conger, worthy of the Really Eely Tankard, from the deeps.

Sadly reality then took over, and by the time we were heading out to sea, the promised 2-3 North Westerly had turned into a 4-5 North-Easterly. Flat it was not. This meant that heading 35 miles or more offshore was not an option, and instead we fished about 20 miles off.

Once at the wreck, we drifted with Redgills, hoping for cod and pollack. The cod were notable by their huge size and their total absence, a worrying trend which many skippers have remarked upon this year. However, we did pick up a few middle-size pollack, and the bonus of a nice 5lb bass to Jonathan.

As one of only two bass taken during the year, it was always likely to place quite highly in the race for the Bass Cup. Indeed, when the weights were totted up, it seemed that Jonathan had indeed won himself a delightful piece of silverware.

Despite the relative infrequency of fishy action, the drifts were not without incident, as first Chris Hillier put in a late bid for the magnificent Breakfast Platter Trophy, and the Les Whiteman did everything in his power to avoid joining him on the Roll of Honour. Now Les swears blind that nothing but profanities passed out of his lips all morning, though Dave, co-owner of Ocean Warrior, was less certain of this. The judges will examine the video evidence very carefully and take written depositions from all witnesses before making up their minds on this one.

Once the anchor went down, we fell to congering, but as you know, fishing with heavy gear at anchor in a big sea is a) not much fun and b) nigh on impossible. We had lots of bites, but they were very hard to hit, and few eels made it all the way up to the side of the boat. Adam was briefly connected to a real monster, before becoming more permanently acquainted with the wreck, but none of the fish released at the side of the boat were much over 30lb.

Other species put in an appearance. A couple of middling black bream fell to light gear, and a few small doggies, followed by a smallish huss, found their way on to the baits as we drifted off the wreck with the slackening tide and freshening wind. But that was about it. 

Once the tide began to pull, the conger came back on the feed, but it was late in the day, and we only managed one. It was the first of the eels to be hooked well inside the mouth, so perhaps if it hadn’t been mid-November and we’d had a longer day they might really have fed – we’ll never know.

All in all in was a half-decent day in the circumstances, but with the weather the way it was, we were never likely to bag up. And who knows, it might even turn out to have been our last ever trip with the great Chris Martin. If it was, I’m sure our memories will be of other, better days.

Th-th-th-that’s all f-f-f-olks

And that’s your lot cos I put all the IMPORTANT NOTICES at the front of the newsletter this time. So if you want to recreate the usual ending of the newsletter, I recommend going back to the beginning and starting again.

However, may I stress how IMPORTANT it is that you PHONE Adam RIGHT AWAY with your ANNUAL DINNER BOOKINGS and your FISHING TRIP AND WEYMOUTH BOOKINGS too. You can get him on 01306 743744 during the day, 01273 478886 at night or email him on a.frost@ukintpress.com – he’s waiting for your call right now.

There is one last thing, though. If any of you are sick to death of these sodding newsletters, and never intends to come fishing with us again, please let me know by phoning 020 7798 625064 or emailing ben@reallywrecked.com, and I’ll take you off the mailing list. [Note to Adam – will we be okay next year with a club membership of two?]

And another last thing. Those of you who ordered seconds of T-shirts (Sean), or who didn’t come to Weymouth but wanted them anyway (Les), guess what? They’re ready. Now, what with it no longer being 2001 and so on, I am prepared to let you have them at the massively reduced price of £9 for all sizes. I will also completely understand if you no longer want it (or them). Let me know what you want to do by phone or email.

So see you all on this year’s trips, and I hope all of you at the dinner, where if my speech is half as amusing as Mick’s winning ways with skippers, we’ll all be very happy.

Tight lines,

Ben
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