Appendix A: Catch and release


Catch & Release – Really Wrecked refinements

This is based on a true story which took place on the trip now known as St. Two Dogs’ Day (see newsletter no. 19 for details). It fills in some of the blanks left out by our forgetful newsletter writer, as well as giving a number of useful tips on conger fishing. Its author wishes to remain anonymous, and in respecting this, it would still be very remiss of me not to thank Clive for his contribution.

1. Standard Catch & Release

The angler (Ben, Stevie or Andy) hooks the fish, fights it manfully and skilfully to the boat where Stu leans over the transom, T bar in hand, berates said angler for bothering to bring in something that, in other parts of the country would be called a launce and in a flash releases the hook from the eel. The fish then returns to the depths.

2. Revised Catch & Release 

The angler (none other than myself) hooks the fish, manfully and skilfully etc. etc. - until Stu dispenses with the T bar, lifts the leviathan in question high in the air and declares the weight to be something approaching three figures. 

At this point the trace breaks, the eel makes for the bottom and Stu announces that 6lb flurocarbon maybe OK for rainbow trout but has no place aboard a sea-going vessel. To add insult to injury, and to ensure all of the other anglers get more of a chance while I retackle, Stu repeats the operation on two further occasions (bastard).

3. Revised Catch & Release: Time Saving Option 

Conger-maniac Adam Frost feels the first tentative indications of a take via his extremely expensive, state of the art, non-stretch braid. Silently he focuses on the beast, clipping his shoulder harness to the reel while deftly placing rod butt into butt pad. 

As the movements on the tip of his rod becomes more pronounced he commences the heavy breathing that will allow fresh oxygen to course through muscles which are quivering to do battle. In a flash our hero winds down and the rod buckles under enormous strain as Adam takes the full weight of the leviathan through his harness and powerful back muscles. 

At this point all goes slack, the lines falls limp and yet another conger is wearing one of Adam's hooks in the same way that Adam's ears are decorated with various limps of metal. Much swearing follows which can almost be heard above the groundswell of laughter. Stu returns to the cabin mentioning something about a banker.

4. Revised Catch & Release: Time Saving Option with a Degree of Difficulty of 4.95

This requires at least three encounters as per option 3. Much aggrieved with the condolences from his fellow club members, Adam now takes a more aggressive approach. No longer is the harness unclipped between encounters, rod, reel and angler are as one. Walking around the boat to rebait Adam becomes something of a navigation hazard, only more dangerous.

Bravely ignoring the risk of blinding fellow anglers, and totally ignoring the etiquette of walking the boat, our hero plants himself squarely in the middle of the back of the boat. It’s clear this is personal. The bait goes down, bottom is felt and the reel engaged. An eery silence falls over the boat and the first tentative plucks are seen by all. Gradually the movements become more pronounced. Carefully, without disturbing the weight which is sitting on the sea bed just feet away from the unsuspecting eel our hero tightens down on the fish. 

Two hearty thumps on the rod tip indicate the eel is still there. Adam strikes and applies maximum pressure on the fish through his now doubled-over rod.  On the sea bed the line lightly brushes against some wreckage and the pinging noise can be heard at the surface.

Now something almost magical occurs. Released from the pressure, the top half of Frost begins to head at speed in the general direction of the front of the boat. Next, as if by the power of some lost Indian civilisation, our hero's feet leave the deck. For fraction of a second his whole body appears to be levitating above the deck.

At this point it becomes clear that the few mackerel remaining as bait (mysteriously minus the herring previously placed there by Stevie) are about to come under a significant assault. The Frost arse, which the UN has recently upgraded to a weapon of mass destruction, descends into the bait box, turning the pollack and cod lying there into a brace of turbot. For a brief second our hero remains motionless, but then, through a superhuman effort, he propels himself out of the fish bins at a speed almost equal to his entry. By now the only person not laughing is the man-cum-cabaret-act himself.

Once again Adam had added a tremendous highlight to the day and, in doing so, momentarily took the spotlight off Two Dogs’ magnificent all-round skipper-baiting performance. The latter was not be outdone though, when, after a short pause, he played his ace, asking, quite innocently, “Did it get off Adam?”
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