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A

 cheery “Hi!” to all members of our happy club. Welcome to this, the 25th newsletter of our brief history, and the first of the month of December. I do hope you have all managed to get out fishing recently or at least at some point over the autumn. If not, isn’t it about time you gave Adam a call and booked yourself in for a day or two at sea? Go on, treat yourself – you deserve it. 

For those of you wondering whether you’ve accidentally opened the newsletter of another, altogether more pleasant and cheery fishing club than the one you thought you’d joined, please bear with me, we have a number of new recruits who have joined us via our web site, and we don’t want them to realise what a cheerless, bad tempered bunch of miserable, foul-mouthed sods we really are until after I’ve extracted the £50 sign-up fee (shh!) from them.

For those of you wondering whether you couldn’t join the altogether more pleasant and cheery fishing club whose newsletter you thought you’d opened, “Fuck off then you ungrateful bastards. See if I care. We’re better off without your mealy-mouthed pleasantries and helpful fucking attitude to your fellow anglers anyway.” 

The rest of you grumpy gits, the news is this way…

Club News

I thought I’d break with recent tradition and put the club news before the trip reports for a change. This is partly because it’ll confuse and bewilder poor Adam, who is a creature of habit and who likes his ‘traditions’ almost to the point of obsession, but it’s mainly because one of the news items has some bearing on the trip reports themselves.

So the main news for those who haven’t already heard, is that Stu Arnold, our skipper since Chris Martin forsook the sea for a life of Viagra-filled abandon, has decided to call it a day. Naturally I assumed it was because of Two Dogs, but no, he assured me he enjoyed their sparring matches on board Catchup and would happily share a pint or eight with Two Dogs any time, as long as it was of Two Dogs’ blood.

So was it the entire bunch of us, irritating, morose and unpleasant as we are? Again no, Stuart assured me, in his most diplomatic voice. We were a pleasure to fish with and a light of happiness and a beacon of enlightenment unto the world. Okay so I made the last bit up, but I’m sure that’s what he meant.

In fact it was just that his car business was proving too profitable, and he could no longer afford to take a bunch of useless fuckers out on a horrible lumpy day just because they begged pathetically. I don’t know whether we were actually the last of Stu’s regular crews he gave up, but I like to think so, because fishing with us is what fishing is all about – abuse and stupidity. And I think he appreciated that almost as much as we did.

I must take this opportunity to say what a great skipper Stuart has been in the three years or so that we’ve been out with him. We’ve had some fantastic trips, and broken a lot of club records, including most of the more prestigious species records and I, for one, have enjoyed every minute of it. Weirdly, perhaps only prestige species for which we did not claim a new record was the silvery bass. Weird because it was catching huge specimens of this species, more than any other, which made Stuart’s name and put him among the top rank of skippers. And yet we never managed a single day’s bassing on board Catchup III.

So I say this to you Stuart. If ever you’re sitting bored in your office, or standing frustrated on your car lot, and you know that tomorrow’s or next week’s tides are good for bass, and that the weather will be fine, give me a call. I’ll fill the boat, no problem, and as long as I catch the biggest bass, everyone will be happy. It had better be before you sell Catchup though, because it’s a long way to swim and I’m not fitted with differential GPS.

So once Stuart had told me this sad news, I asked him who he thought we ought to fish with out of Newhaven, Eastbourne or Brighton. Straight away he said he wouldn’t wish us on his worst enemy, let alone people he might bump into in the pub. I pressed him, and eventually he did say that Dave and Pete Elliot are the most tolerant of the bunch and might be prepared to put up with us for money.

Actually he was pretty nice about Dave, but we don’t like that kind of talk in the Really Wrecked SAC so I won’t repeat it here. So that’s the news, we have transferred out allegiance to Pete and Dave on board Ocean Warrior II, with whom we have fished on and off for many years, and with whom we used to fish regularly when Chris Martin used to borrow their boat. 

And it seems we might just have fallen on our feet here. Over the last six months, anglers fishing on Ocean warrior have been appearing with sickening regularity in the Angling press, holding aloft 30lb cod, 5lb bream and most recently and spectacularly, 100lb conger.  I reckon we’ll do all right with Dave and Pete, though this prediction may be slightly less than prescient given that I have beside me the lists of catches from out first two trips out with them. But more of those later.

For those reading this with a puzzled air, wondering who the hell Dave and Pete are, I am referring, of course to the Smurfs. And yes, Pete and Dave, sitting there reading this aghast, that’s what those bastards call you, though I’ve no idea why. It certainly can’t be because of any resemblance between you and the little blue pixies. To prove my point I include the following picture…

Other important news includes the fact that now we’ve got our skippers sorted out, we also have our dates for next year booked and available. So sharpen your pencils, open your diaries for next year and consider this little lot:

2004 dates

Fancy bullet is a Weymouth trip, all other trips are Newhaven with Smurfs

· Friday 30th January (pollack)

· Friday 27th February (pollack)

· Monday 8th March (plaice and/or wreck cod)

· Friday 26th March (Ken: plaice)

· Monday 19th April (Kingsmere reef, bream)

· Monday 3rd May (plaice or eels)

· Friday 21st May (Ken: turbot)

· Friday 25th June (tope)

· Friday 16th and Saturday 17th July (Ken & Richard: rays, conger, bream, huss, bass, cod, conger, wrasse etc etc)

· Friday 13th August (conger/cod/bream)

· Friday 10th September (conger/cod/bream)

· Friday 1st October (Richard: rays, turbot, brill, bass)

· Monday 25th October (conger/bream)

· Monday 22nd November (conger/bream or inshore cod/whiting)

· Monday 13th December (inshore cod/whiting)

As we have some new members to think of, here’s the deal with these bookings. The Newhaven trips usually leave around 7.30am and cost around £40 a head, plus £5 bait if we buy cuttle and/or rag for conger and bream. The one day Weymouth trips involve two nights (before and after) at the Sailor’s Return pub, which costs £16 a night for dormitory-style accommodation with your fellow club members. 

It’s by no means impossible to fish a Weymouth trip and not stay both nights, but you must let me know well in advance or risk losing a tenner a night and, in any case, we prefer to have everyone there so we can subject you to a range of exotic tortures including listening to Adam rabbit on about all the fish he’s going to catch, watching Stevie trying to pull (Woody usually) and having to pretend you’re listening to me talk crap at the end of a nice curry at the Weymouth Balti House.

The summer two-day trip involves three nights at the Sailor’s except in exceptional circumstances, such as when an angler flees in terror after a day’s mild seasickness, never to be seen again. Yes, Matt, I mean you.

When you book a place on any trip, you commit yourself to paying your share of the boat, plus any deposit for accommodation in the case of a Weymouth trip. If, for any reason, you can’t make it, we will try to fill your place and usually can, but if we fail, we will hound you implacably for the money. Obviously the more notice you give us, the more likely we are to be able to get someone to fill your spot.

You’ll notice we have a few different sounding trips out of Newhaven arranged, including the Kingsmere reef for big, early season black bream in 30’ of water, some plaice fishing and toping. These are clearly dependent on weather and how well things are fishing, but they give an indication of what the plan might be. So get on the phone/email and start booking up those trips.

For sale

Adam has recently gone as far as selling his home in order to fund his tackle-buying addiction. This time, among other items, he has bought himself a new Penn 50lb class rod. This means he now has two spare 50lb class rods and is keen to sell them, if only so he can buy more tackle. One is a Daiwa Seahunter, which is a lovely rod, but is fitted with rollers throughout, so it could really do with re-ringing. The other is his Normark Blue Fox. Don’t be put off by the “blue” in the title, it isn’t blue and there’s no firm evidence that the rod is unlucky, as Adam fails to catch with any of his tackle, blue or otherwise. In fact, this is a major selling point for both rods, they’re barely used, and have never been tested by much more than a 6oz pout and 2lb of lead. No serious offer rejected. Call Adam on 01306 743744 in office hours.

Five day cross channel trip

This is the very last call for interested parties to grab a place on board One for his Nob for a cross channel extravaganza next June. Details as follows: 

Dates: 30 May to 4 June

Involves: 5 days fishing – mid channel wrecking on the way out and back, and bass, turbot and brill while there. Four nights in a Jersey flophouse

Costs: Boat –  £2000, B&B –  £30/night; so with eight anglers, costs would be £370 + bait + evening spending money. All in all it probably comes to around £500-£600 a head

The following have so far expressed a (non-binding) interest: Jari, Stevie, Ray, Smed and Andy Selby. Andy has said that if we can’t raise eight, he can probably fill the boat. But all interested parties need to confirm their interest with me ASAP so we can let Richard know if we’re taking the trip or not.

Bib and tucker

Lastly, but by no means leastly, the Annual Club dinner is coming round again. This means several things:

a) You need a bloody good alibi for the evening of Saturday the 31st of January

b) If you’ve been fishing in the last year (or even if you haven’t), watch out, because you’ve probably been nominated for one of our unique awards

c) If you have a trophy from last year, can you please return it to Ben or Adam ASAP for engraving.

d) If you think someone deserves an award, nominate him.

e) If you want to attend/don’t have a good alibi, call Adam or Ben on the usual number and book now. We need to confirm numbers in the next couple of weeks, so let us know ASAP

f) For the full dinner experience, book up for the trip on Friday the 30th of January.

And that concludes the club news for this newsletter, now on with the trip reports…

Hello Sailor’s

The Weymouth trip was, as always, a huge success, with loads of fish caught, lots of fun had, and lots of complaining by ungrateful club members about various aspects of the organisation. It all started excellently, with all of us managing to make it to the Sailor’s before closing time, no-one getting lost en route, and no fighting over room allocation.

The next morning dawned a bit windy like, but otherwise fine and clear and, let’s face it, a lumpy first day is traditional. The A-team set off in Richard’s floating eco-dome for some mid-channel wrecking, while the B-team enjoyed a more leisurely breakfast before jumping aboard Ken’s Bonwey and heading off in search of some inshore marks.

With the rollers giving it their all, One for his nob had to battle bravely to reach some far off wreck, restricted by the sea to a pathetic 16 knots or so. I mean, what’s the point of having an unfeasibly fast boat if you never bother to turn on the engines? 

Once there, the A-team let fly with their arsenal of fish catching devices, including for the first time, some magnificent new lures called “Storm shads”. These beauties are head-weighted to give them an attractive up-and-down motion in the water like a jig or a leadhead, with a super-soft shad tail for lots of fish-attracting vibrations. They had been given excellent advance publicity by our man on location, a Mr. A Selby, who said it was well worth buying a pack or two as they were entirely irresistible to all species of fish.

We were very pleased therefore find them available at just £5 per pack of six in the Weymouth Angling Centre, where we had the good fortune to be served by the proprietor himself, one Andy Selby. I often wonder how many different parties of anglers he tries this trick on. Luckily we have our own secret weapons in this financial battle in the form of Adam who still owes Andy about £7000 for equipment purchased “on trial” about five years ago and Stevie who has never paid for an item of fishing tackle in his life.

With this flood of fish catching technology unleashed on the unsuspecting wreck, the fish could not resist. Strangely, though the Styorm Shads did catch, so did jelliy worms and Redgills. The Shads did prove to have one unbeatable advantage, however, as soon as a pouting so much as looked at one, it would shed its tail, allowing the angler to retrieve it much more quickly, thereby avoiding hooking the pout. This did mean the entire shad had to replaced, making it a very good morning for anyone with shares in the Weymouth Angling Centre plc.

As the tide slackened, the steady flow of cod and pollack dried up, and Richard decided it was sensible to get the hook down pronto. The crew set up their heavy leger rigs and set about congering.

Bongos a gogo

Meanwhile, the B-team had made it out onto the rollercoaster that was the sea outside the river mouth. We had LOTS of fancy plans, but as usual, it didn’t look likely that we’d be able to try any of them with the way the wind was blowing. But after a quick chat with Ken we decided to try to pick up some sandeels from a trawler pal of Ken’s and then have a go at bass fishing.

We headed out to the trawler and as the waves tossed both boats around like corks, there didn’t seem much chance of being able to effect an eel transfer. But we had reckoned without the bongo.

This simple device consists of a barrel partly filled with water for the eels and partly with air for buoyancy. It’s got a jaunty little flag so you can see it across the waves and a handy rope for getting hold of it. Once the trawler has released it into the briny, all you have to do it pluck it from the storm-tossed ocean.

But cometh the hour, cometh the man. Armed with nothing but a boathook and my native cunning I laid my trap for the unwitting bongo. To say my fellow crew members were sceptical of my chances would not be overstating things. They were already writing the “Fuckwit lost at sea in bongo-snagging disaster” headlines and discussing what my headstone should say (I think they settled on “Good riddance you fucking cunt”).

But as they laughed and scoffed, I was biding my time, and when a fortuitous wave brought the prize within reach, I struck, reaching out a calm and controlled hand gripping the boathook and snaring the bongo and its valuable cargo. Amazement was unconfined at this apparent display of semi-competence. Ken was slightly less impressed, having performed the same trick himself hundreds of times, but we were jubilant.
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All we needed to do now was put these same eels into the mouths of bass and things would really be cooking. Ken took us out to a section of sandbank that may have had something to do with the Shambles – my notes are none too clear on this point – and set us drifting.

As you know live sandeels are not the easiest bait to get hold of and to hook up. The approved method is to pass the hook through the lower lip, thread it through and nick the point through a tough band of skin that runs along the bottom of the belly. The trick of course is to do this quickly and without gripping your bait too much like a vice. This is easier said than done in a sea that rolls you round like fishing is an extreme sport. We gave it our best shot, but not every eel was hooked in a manner of which John Wilson would have been especially proud.

The drifts were long and lumpy but soon bore fruit. After two drifts, we’d bagged two bass of around 4-4 1/2 lb. I won’t bore you with details of the captures except to say they were taken by a truly great angler and the battle on 6lb class gear was really good fun. Other, less skilful fishermen, (no names, but Neil Cook was among them), had takes but could not convert them into fish on the boat.

Fat bastards

The A-team were by now well among the fish. With the anchor set, the eels started coming almost straight away with the odd ling to prevent things getting to samey. To say they filled their boots would be to imply they had very large feet indeed.

Indeed, despite the weather, it would not be going too far to say that this was among the very best morning’s fishing any of the A-team had had. So hungry and gullible were the fish that even the likes of Adam managed to catch – his chief triumph being a superb 24lb ling. With four eels around the 50lb mark, the individual triumphs are almost too many to list, but among them, Stevie managed the largest eel of the day and indeed, the year, with a fine, fat 55 pounder. Things did slow up later on, but even so, overall I think the A-team believed they’d got value for money for their day at sea.

Wrong choice

Meanwhile the B-team came to a decision that would affect the outcome of the rest of their day. After four drifts which yielded two fish and three other takes, we decided to look inshore for some different fishing. Unfortunately the Kidney Banks was unfishable, which meant we couldn’t have a go for the blonde rays. This was a bit of a blow as we in the B-team haven’t been able to fish for them due to weather on any of the last three trips. Ah well, maybe next year.

Despite this, we decided to head inshore to look for bream, huss, conger, wrasse. We also hoped it might be a bit flatter inshore. One of our number in particular was keen to get out of the worst of the swell.

Some of you may remember the previous adventures of Sean Geer, featuring highlights such as “Bed by nine”, “Make mine a water” and “No, I won’t come mackerel fishing from the sea wall at four in the morning”. This time he improved on this impressive record, by finding even the act of fishing itself too strenuous.

Now, in itself, this is nothing to be ashamed of, especially as it is an activity that many other club members prefer to avoid. Adam in particular, much prefers sleeping to fishing. If you doubt me, visit the web site and check out Adam’s pictures in the photo album. Many of our other colleagues have preferred to spend the entire day in the gunwhales groaning and moaning rather than fish.

But not Sean, oh no. No, a man’s excuse for failing to fish, like sea sickness or being a bit tired, is too much to expect from the ginger git. Instead he’s got to come over all medical on us, with some rare condition or other which keeps him in constant agony when he’s suffering an attack. Well we’re not impressed with your unable to move, mask of pain tactics. A real man fishes on through the pain, never mind that all his joints are ossifying minute by minute. I mean, I offered him an aspirin and he said he’d already taken something for the pain. Well if you had, then what was the problem? 

As I’m sure you can imagine, the B-team were hugely sympathetic to Mr. Geer’s plight, offering to head back to port at regular intervals. But Sean would have none of it, insisting we stay out and enjoy the fishing. Actually the fishing was the main reason we wanted to go back in. Not only were we tossed around and deafened by Sean’s incessant cries of pain, we managed to catch about three pout, two small bream, and five tiny wrasse.  And that’s looking back with rose tinted spectacles. 

The highlight of the afternoon for everyone on board was when the day’s successful fisherman hooked into another decent fish on his wimpy 6lb class gear and after a truly titanic struggle eventually subdued the beast. It emerged into the light, a half decent thornback, possibly a new club record (Kim disputes this, but what does he know?) and certainly a PB for the angler involved.

As Ken readied the net, Robin, chief idiot to the crown and a man unfit to breathe the foul, suspiciously fishy air inside Adam’s waterproof trousers, decided that enough was enough and managed to throw a crafty loop of his line over and around the fish, as such an angle that Ken was unable to get the entire ray in his net.

He scooped, the ray seemed caught, then, with a flick of his rod, Robin tightened his line, springing the trap and flipping the prize back into the briny. Ken swore, so did I, then, as Ken leant over for another pass, the fish spat out the hook and sank back into the depths.

I must say, despite my slagging off of Chris Grant for his line tangling, fish snaring attempts to lose and steal the record fish of others, at least it cannot be said that he ever succeeded in his attempts. The same cannot be said of Robin “Rotten Apple” Eyles. He is a lucky man still to be alive, and the lack of remorse shown by this psychopathic misfit haunts me to this day.

That was more or less it. We fished on, but had nothing further, so then it was time to go in and face the A team. My crew were somewhat subdued after a poor day, though obviously psycho Eyles was showing no emotion.

The second evening was much like the first. We went in search of food, actually making it to the pub which serves nice grub, before they stopped serving this year. We had a couple of pints, and then we returned to the Sailor’s just as the Karaoke was ending. Another pint or two ensued and then it was bed time. Well obviously Jari stayed up, muttering something about having unfinished business with a bottle of Sambucca and how hard it was fishing with two unbroken legs, and Stevie also made it a late one as he once again attempted to cast his unique spell over the ladies in the bar.

One of our greenhouses is missing

Day two started dramatically with the news that Kew Gardens had finally tracked down its missing hothouse to Weymouth marina. On hearing this Richard for swept through the bar, and gathering up the B-team and was out at sea before we could even finish our breakfast. 

The crew were keen though, even Sean, the complaining man’s whinging champion, seemed quite enthusiastic. Well we’d soon see how long that lasted once we got to sea and some actual angling skill was called for.

Unfortunately, we will never know how long Sean’s enthusiasm would have lasted under the cruel spotlight of adversity versus his total lack of skill, because on the very first wreck (the “10”), on the very first drift, he fluked a bass. Then next drift he fluked another – this one all of 6lb, making him the leading contender for the RWSAC Bass Trophy. Then a couple of drifts later he landed another. I’ve always said there’s no skill in bass fishing. They’re flashy, easily fooled fish, taken by anglers with little talent, knowledge or ability.
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We had two or three other bass and several cod on that first wreck, but it was Sean who definitely emerged with the biggest smile. If you didn’t harbour such ill-feeling towards the man, it would almost have been lovely to see the way fortune had favoured the man who had endured such agonies the day before.

Underage blondes

On Bonwey, things were not going so well. An improvement in the weather allowed the boys to have a crack at the rays on the Kidney Banks. But the usually reliable blondes were uncooperative. Apart from a feeble baby of around 5lb, a couple of dogfish was the only reward for their efforts, so Ken persuaded them to have a go for some bream and huss on his favourite mussel beds.

The B-team were enjoying better fortune, however. At anchor, the eels didn’t take long to find our baits and soon we were hauling them in at regular intervals. The fish were fairly evenly distributed among the crew, with the largest, a magnificent 60 pounder, falling to that most modest of anglers, me. That this fish tore the Really Eely trophy from the grasp of one S. Newham did nothing to lessen the joy at its capture.

The only other fish of note was a fine ling of around 25lb taken by Ray. After a decent struggle, his eyes lit up when he spotted that this was not another conger eel. You could almost hear the frying pan sizzling as he watched the fish gaffed and dropped into the fish box.

Towards the end of the day, we drifted off the wreck and were rewarded with lots of lovely pout. One of these days someone is going to hook at big turbot or angler fish when this happens, but sadly, this was not the day.

Back with the B-team, our chums had endured one of the most miserable days in living memory. Not even Stevie could summon the necessary energy to complain. Nothing they tried had worked. Not the blonde rays, not the huss, not the eels, not the bream, not the plaice. Nothing.

Then just as thoughts were turning to home and beer, disaster. Ken suggested a move and, against Stevie’s better judgement (he thought staying out any longer would be the worst sort of optimistic madness), the crew reluctantly agreed to half an hour on another patch of rough ground.

Ken dropped anchor and down went the baits. Within no more than a minute, Chris Grant had an unfamiliar sensation – a bit like a bite. This continued until he could ignore it no longer and he wound down. And found himself attached, wholly unexpectedly, to a very respectable undulate ray indeed. 
It weighed 12lb according to various unreliable witnesses. So it probably weighed more like 14lb. 
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Then the huss came on the feed – big fish too, to around 12lb and capable of putting up a very decent account of themselves. Stevie put in a brief and unusual cameo appearance as an angler, taking some bream to around 3lb, before Nikki topped them alla (except perhaps his brother, with a lovely rough ground cod of just half a pound under 20lb. A very nice end to the day, and after such pessimism and whinging, wholly underserved. I hope the A-team feels thoroughly ashamed of themselves. Fishing is about fun. The fish are a bonus. And this year’s hypocrisy award goes to Ben Eveling.

Then it was all over bar the beers, the curry and the over-the-top madness that is synonymous with the last night of the Weymouth trip. Yes indeedy. We stayed up, must have been till well past midnight. Oh yes, quarter past at least, I’d say. We drank water and smoked cigarettes. It was crazy man. You see, overnight, we’ve become the Really Sensible SAC (motto: Bed by nine).
For those of you who fondly remember the days when if you couldn’t drink it, smoke it, fight it, shag it or fish with it, then it was probably Stevie, or something even more useless, will no doubt be as saddened as I am by this turn of events. Oh for the heady days of going off at 3am for a cup of tea in the ferry terminal, or the wild, unfettered sybaritic abandon of fishing for mackerel from the sea wall at four in the morning. Those days are gone it seems, never to return. I, for one, am sorry to see them go.

On the bright side, at least we won’t have to trudge off to the ferry terminal at three o’clock in the fucking morning just because Adam insists it is ‘traditional’ on the basis that once, slaughtered, fifteen years ago it seemed like a good idea at the time. 

Let this be a lesson to all of you – if you’re thinking of doing anything with Mr. Frost, consider carefully whether you’ll still enjoy doing exactly the same thing, year in, year out, in ten years time before you decide it’d be fun. This may seem a tad far fetched to those of you who haven’t experienced the Adam “traditions” first hand. But consider this… Do any of you actually remember deciding you wanted to join a fishing club? Yet here you all are, coming fishing because it’s “traditional”. 

Actually that’s not fair on all of you, Clive comes fishing because he enjoys fishing and Stevie comes along because he likes to complain.

I could go on, Jari comes fishing because he enjoys phoning Adam the night before to say he’s in Bahrain and could he possibly give Adam the money for the trip next week, Colin comes fishing because he’s got a lot of pre-war junk in his shed that he’s got to get rid of, and there’s no better way than tying it into a ridiculous rig and snagging it on a wreck, or better still, throwing the ridiculous rig overboard without tying it to the end of his line first.

Adam comes fishing because he likes to catch up on his sleep. Two Dogs, on the other hand, comes fishing because everyone begs him not to. Ah well, such is our lot. 
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Internet expansion

One of those weird coincidences happened this summer. Our web site attracts the occasional email, mainly derisory as you’d expect. But then, within a week of each other, I had two requests to join our merry band. Even the vast annual cost of £5 didn’t put them off, and on the 26th of August  our first e-member braved the waves and the jibes to come fishing. 

His name is Phillip Pepper and I want you all to be very nice to him. Unlike the rest of us he seems to be more or less socialised and decent to his fellow men. So why in God’s name has he joined our club? Desperation I suppose. Anyway, we were out with the Smurfs, targeting conger, cod and bream.

With Ocean Warrior purring along at a steady 16 knots, its magnificent new engines operating like the well oiled machine that Clive’s reels all are, it didn’t take long to reach the first of two wrecks that we visited during the day. We had the flood tide in the morning and the ebb in the afternoon and we fished a different wreck on each phase of the tide.

It didn’t take long for the fish to find our baits. Cod to low double-figures came first, along with bream to about 2lb on light gear. We had the odd conger on the flood tide, but the majority of the eels came on the second wreck over the ebb tide. We ended the day with about 10 cod, 30 bream and 15 eels to around 40lb. Not a bad day’s fishing. And it was nice to see our newest member get a PB cod and his first eel (followed by his second) on his first trip out. Welcome aboard Phillip. You won’t get off so lightly next time around.

And more and more

So we’ve just had one trip out, and then the next one isn’t cancelled either. The world has gone mad. At this rate we’ll be fishing once a month. No, that would be ridiculous. 

This trip was similar in many respects to the last one – wrecking with the Smurfs out of Newhaven, in autumn (September the 19th to be precise) but the results were quite different.

We started at anchor as the drift fishing is poor at this time of year. Most started on big baits, but Colin and I set out to see if the bream would feed as voraciously as last time out. Actually, Colin was using quite large baits, and probably a pirk and a couple of muppets as well, but the point I’m making is that he wasn’t conger fishing.

And after a while, Colin hooked something. He brought it up without too much fuss to discover he’d caught a squid – and a new club record of almost 3lb. Not being a bastard he returned it and dropped down again. Again he hooked something and again it was a squid – even bigger than the last at 3lb 12oz. This time however, he fancied some calamares in batter so he chucked it in the fish box. Some time later, Dave piped up that squid mate for life, and catching two, one after the other, probably meant that they had paired up together. So basically Colin had returned Mrs. Squid so that she could properly mourn the savage murder of Mr. Squid for the rest of her days. And they say chivalry is dead.
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Up came a small bream, and then Colin struck again. This time he hooked and landed a most fantastic fish, a lovely black bream weighing in at 4lb 6oz. Superb, but not a record, merely the second largest landed on a club trip. Colin was by now grinning like the idiot we’ve always said he was. But the grin was soon wiped from his face when next drop he landed an even bigger fish – a bream of 5lb 1oz.

Those of us who have been fishing with Colin for a while are used to surprises, but these usually take the form of stunned silence at the Scrapheap Challenge approach Colin takes to rig-building. Amazement at his squid-capturing and squid-butchering skills, this too we can cope with. But to be so taken unawares by not one but two huge bream, well that is something else.

When you add to this Colin’s performance on his last trip out, when he caught most of the cod and hooked a huge ballan for our area, which was also a new club record, you have to wonder whether the Colin we know and love has been kipnapped by devious aliens from the planet Goodatfishing and been replaced with their very own extraterrestrial Bob Nudd.

[image: image6.jpg]




Quite a few switched over to breaming after that, and though loads of bream were taken, with some lovely fish of over three pounds, none got near the size of Colin’s brace. It was a pleasure to be there and see it happen. But Colin, I must warn you, twice is beginning to take the piss. Once more and you’re swimming home mate.

But it wasn’t just big bream we hammered that day. The eels started to feed shortly after the bream, and they were big too. We knew something was up when Adam hooked something massive on his 12lb class breaming. It wouldn’t budge but eventually allowed itself to be coaxed upwards very slowly. It took 20 minutes to get this thing anywhere near the surface. Now I know Adam can fanny around with fish for England, and has taken the best part of an hour to land a 2lb plaice on 30lb class gear, but he was really working on this one. I mean really working.

It took line whenever it wanted and there was nothing Adam could do but let it go. To a man we thought the fish would snap off any second, but finally a dim shape appeared near the surface. An eel of very decent proportions. Indeed, on the surface, this eel was estimated at around 35lb – an incredible feat for someone fishing so light. And you know what the best part was? Adam was so shagged out by the struggle that he barely opened his mouth for another hour and a half.

After that the eels went crazy. Adam’s fish was one of the smallest taken all day as we released 31 fish, none under 30lb, with most between 35-40lb, four over fifty pounds and two around 60lb. The only appalling thing about it is that Neil Cook landed the biggest fish – a superb eel of 61lb – which has snatched the Really Eely Trophy from my grasp. I was looking at back-to-back trophy wins, then along comes this fucker. Tragically, the fish was brought on board and weighed before being returned to the sea, so even my lawyers would have trouble disputing this one. But Neil does love congering and it’s always nice to see an enthusiast catching a really big one. It's just a shame he's such an objectionable wanker.
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Reall jammy 

The countback was frightening. We’d had a great day on the bream, with 35 fish up to 5lb. Then you factor in the best day’s eeling ever…. Thank you God of Fishing and thank you Pete and Dave. And see you all next year for more of the same.

Tight lines.

Ben

Nikki makes it another picture double for the Grant brothers with this excellent 19lb rough ground cod





Ready for action, and in need of a good kicking…





After the pain, comes the pleasure. Sean comes good on day two with a lovely 6lb bass





Chris up a very fine undulate ray indeed. Nice hat too





Colin revels in his molluscular capture by trying to get it to squirt everyone The squid later saw the funny side from the inside of Colin’s Le Creuset





That’s quite enough big fish now thank you Colin





Really jammy tosser. Nice fish though
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