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 his is not a newsletter. It is a rallying cry to all who love the noble art of angling. Against us are ranged the mighty gods of our calling, Fourtofiveoccasionallysixus the god of wind, Poutinges, the god of tiny fish, and Frostus, the god of angling incompetence. These daunting opponents of the angler stand between us and our quest to fill our heroic boots with fish. 

But they must not prevail. There has been much wailing and beating of breasts, as trip after trip has been cancelled and disappointed anglers have been forced to go to work, or back to bed in Adam’s case. But when we have managed to get out, the gods of fishing have smiled on us (the nice ones, not the nasty ones I mentioned above) and records have tumbled in an unprecedented manner.

So do not be disheartened. Instead gird your loins with your butt pads, grasp your diaries in your hands and pick out fishing dates. Then your courage will be rewarded and you will go fishing again.

Tomorrow we set sail from the far shores of Weymouth. And we’re not doing it purely for our own sakes. Oh no, it’s for you, those who cannot make it that we go. Not for our own selfish pleasure will we be hauling in bass, turbot, plaice, blonde rays, bream, conger, huss, pollack and cod. No. We dedicate these many and huge fish to you – our brethren, so you shall one day join us at sea.

Club Info

These are the dates you need to write in your diaries. So book them up. We’re due a good run of weather and the fish, let’s face it, have had it pretty easy over the last few months. So let’s get stuck in.

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

· 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)

There are a couple of club notices too. If anyone would like to go fishing in between the scheduled trips, there are now a few options. Pete and Dave have suggested an evening’s bassing around Newhaven, starting at about 4pm and ending about 9pm-ish. We need about six to make up a crew, and we’ll be charged for half a day – it should be excellent fun. The only trouble is that there won’t be much notice, probably only a couple of days. If you’re interested in being considered for these trips, let Adam know, so he can phone you when one comes up.

On top of that, Two Dogs is offering deep water wrecking for up to five anglers going in excess of 60 miles offshore in all weathers in his 8’ coracle. He is reluctant to go out in more than a force 9, because rowing against the wind is quite hard work, but otherwise, he’s game for anything. Make sure you have adequate life insurance.

Stevie would also be offering trips out in Calapso, except that he has kindly had her scuttled to provide divers with something of interest to look at in Littlehampton Marina.

The design for this year’s T-shirt is, of course, a closely guarded secret, but sources close to me say that it’s going to be a cracker. I’m bound to have a few left over from Weymouth, so if you want one, let me know what size you require and I’ll get one off to you. I’ll send round a copy of the design in an email a couple of weeks time, so you know what you’ll be buying.

Events and news

We’ve had five trips out since the last newsletter (and you thought we never got out) and I expect you’re all dying for word on the annual dinner too. Oh well, I suppose I’d better start with that.

Oh what a treat

This year’s bun fight had the honour of hosting not only the imposing bulk and International Fishing Quality of Andy Selby, but also the lithe and lovely form of Charlotte Luck on the occasion of her 22nd birthday. You see, Andy arranges a special surprise treat for Charlie on her birthday every year. This time, bored with all the usual adventures, Paris, Amsterdam, five star hotels, first class entertainment etc Andy decided to give the girl a real treat – bringing her to the RWSAC annual dinner. One can only imagine the emotion the lucky girl must have felt when she finally realised the destination of this year’s surprise. Oh to have been a fly on the wall.

In addition we had the pleasure of Pete and Dave Elliot’s company at the dinner as guests of honour. Someone must have tipped them off that there was a good chance they’d walk off with the Skipper of the Year award, as they were showing repeats of Come Dancing on UK Gold and I have it on excellent authority that Dave Twinkle Toes Elliot never misses an episode.

As usual, the Judges room in the Crown was decked out in all its finery and resplendent with the glittering array of trophies, cups and medals that Really Wreckers compete so fiercely to win. A few highlights among the award winners stand out and are worthy of special mention.

In the absence of any actual vomitters from last year’s trips, the Breakfast Revisited Trophy was re-awarded to last year’s grateful recipient, Chris Grant, on the grounds that having refused to accept it last year, we would continue to award it to him every year until he took it home.

Colin Pearce managed to walk away with most of the other prizes, including only the club’s second-ever gold specimen medal for his magnificent 5lb black bream, as well as fish of the year and non-fish specimen trophies. So ubiquitous was the great white hunter he was only narrowly defeated by the Smurfs for skipper of the year, despite the fact that he doesn’t own a boat.

It just goes to show what you can achieve when you no longer have to worry about irritants like work and devote all your energies to the important things in life. It also highlights the benefits of tying sensible rigs and fishing in a normal way, as for the first time in living memory, Colin was not even nominated for the Colin Pearce Rig of the year award. That honour went to his friend Jonathon Barrett, for fishing all year with the same rig i.e. a size 2/0 Aberdeen loosely attached to a 15lb hooklength. This rig forms a key part of Jonathon’s catch and release policy with regard to all species, and is mainly used in conjunction with a lead randomly selected from whatever container is closest to hand, with no thought to tide, depth of water or anything else really.

The Tackle shop of the year was awarded to Glen at the Newhaven Angler for providing us with lots of bait, much of it fresh and in some cases even alive (Weymouth Angling Centre take note). Despite losing this gong, Andy was not downhearted, walking away as he did with the coveted Clubman Trophy for his unfailing good humour and putting up with a load of unfunny wankers making the same jokes about hermit crabs over and over. It’s a poor reward for such an effort, but when you consider he kept the award from going to Colin, who caught at least half the fish taken on club trips last year, it is a very good effort.

With the formalities concluded and the bill paid with little fuss (Stevie was a notable absentee), we returned to Adam’s delightful new pad. I do seem to remember being a little over-excited at this stage (due to relief at having got the hard work over and done with and nothing to do with the three absinthes I had courtesy of Jari) and going on a little bit in the kitchen. I have a vague memory of Andy saying something like “For fuck’s sake Charlie let’s get out of here before he starts off again.” But I had a lovely time anyway.

In addition to his tireless work on behalf of absinthe distillers everywhere, Jari also showed the great courage typical of a Really Wrecked club member later that evening, when he accosted some youths who were loitering suspiciously near his house.

Our have-a-go hero saw them off in no uncertain terms and returned home. It was only when he noticed that someone had apparently gone mad with a bottle of ketchup in his living room that he realised that the stabbing pain he had felt during the scuffle was in fact due to him having been stabbed.

Jari has, of course, fully recovered, not being the sort of bloke who would let a small gaping wound in his side slow him down, but those responsible are still at large. However, yet again, the finger of suspicion for this dastardly act points firmly to Stevie. This same Stevie, who is suspiciously always present when Jari comes to accidental harm (and yet seemingly does nothing to prevent any accidents), when this deliberate act took place was damningly “absent” and “out of the country”. I think we need look no further for the culprit. And I hope they throw away the key.

Trips with everything

We managed one rough ground codding trip this winter, fishing a patch of rough ground with a small hump of wreckage (or Adam Frost, as it is known) in one part of it. 

We fished at anchor all day, catching loads of dogfish and some quite nice whiting (particularly Two Dogs and Kim) up to about 2lb. Later in the day, the cod started to feed and we managed eight before it was time to return to port, including a beauty of just over 20lb to that annoying bastard Colin Pearce again. This is far and away our best rough ground specimen and would have been a strong contender for fish of the year, had Colin himself not had so many other vast specimens. 

The Weymouth Plaice trip was the next one on which Fourtofiveoccasionallysixus smiled on us and were able to get out. Sadly (and there is some controversy about this), we did not have any squid with us, and as everyone knows SQUID IS ESSENTIAL FOR PLAICE FISHING, as Ken made only too plain when he found out.

The person buying the bait (me) claims he was told by the person selling the bait (Andy) not to bother with squid, while the person selling the bait claims he said something along the lines of “You’d better take loads of squid because only a fool would go to sea without any, particularly when plaice fishing.” Luckily Andy and I are reasonable people so we reasonably decided to blame the other person and never to speak to each other again.

Despite this setback, we did manage 13 plaice on the boat, including a fish that shattered Adam’s four-year old record, weighing in at 5lb 4oz. That it was Stevie who landed this leviathan only made Adam more delighted and hearty backslaps were the order of the day. Some might have thought they were more like kidney punches, but Adam assures me they were backslaps.

The fish came up all the way from the bottom tangled round my rig, leading me to believe I too had a big plaice on, but this does nothing to lessen Stevie’s achievement. It just left me feeling a bit sick at the time. (Note: Chris that’s how you do it when you tangle with someone else’s fish).

I was particularly sick at the end of the day when it turned out that that was the only plaice I was to get anywhere near, as luck deserted both me and that other great angler and club organiser, Adam Frost.

A fortnight later, Adam led a brave crew out of Newhaven in search of pollack and cod. Some 15 pollack were taken, of a good stamp, with most being low doubles and the largest a respectable 13lb.

On this trip Jonathon learned what that funny star shaped thingy on the handle of a multiplier is for when, after losing three fish on the trot, Adam leaned over and slackened the drag, allowing the next pollack to take line. This amazing revelation transformed Jonathon’s day, and would promise to revolutionise his fishing, if only he could remember what it was that Adam did.
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A month after this (May 10th) we were at it again from Newhaven, after some early conger. The day was flat and we managed to get some 40 miles off. It was worth it, with 21 eels being taken. The early leader in the Really Eely trophy stakes is Phil Pepper who managed a magnificent PB eel of 52lb. Other than this, several other eels topped the forty pound mark, especially, Adam, my first one, which easily exceeded the mark, as Dave, a skipper of many year’s experience (in contrast to you, a git of no particular talent) will testify.

On the 21st of May was our annual blanking, sorry, turbot trip. This year incredibly we managed not one, but TWO turbot, both beating the previous record, and one setting a superb new mark at 6lb 4oz. This one fell to Stevie, who was beginning to think all his Christmases had come at once. Clive bagged the other, a more sedate 3lb 2oz fish, proving he has a strange affinity for the odd-looking knobbly-headed beasts, as the previous record had been his.

But the records didn’t stop there, with Stevie also managing a vast 3lb 8oz starry smoothhound. Thus Stevie had gone from a man with no records to speak of, to an angling god, with three prestigious species under his belt. Fishing can be a cruel game.
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Even more fantastic was my own proud contribution to the record list with a superb, nay stupendous poor cod which smashed Clive’s previous club best out of sight by a massive eight drams, increasing the record to new heights (i.e. 5oz 8dm). This fish eclipsed Stevie’s meagre achievements and I expect the committee will recommend it for fish of the year.

Since that trip, several club members took part in a Channel Islands outing, where several good fish were taken, and Charlie booked herself a definite return invitation to the annual dinner as certain winner of the Breakfast Revisited award. With the swell sometimes surging to as much as 6 inches in height, poor Charlotte was so ill that she had to be flown back to the mainland, rather than face another crossing in Richard’s greenhouse.

Bass were taken in good numbers, up to around the 6lb mark, and several flat fish also made an appearance. The pick of the bunch was taken by the man of the moment, Steve Newhham, with another record-busting turbot of 7lb 8oz. And no-one (except perhaps Adam) can say he doesn’t deserve it.

Jari also got into the record books with a very decent 23lb tope, which put up a good scrap in the tide. The best specimen of the trip was undoubtedly a fine towel of the sanitary kind, which was hooked and landed fair and square by the master of feminine hygiene himself, Simon Smewing.

All returned safe and sound back to blighty, well pleased with their trip, except Richard English, who has decided he’s going to give up Really Wrecked parties as we’re just too cruel to him and his floating lean-to.

The only other trip of note was when six intrepid Really Wrecked anglers took to freshwater to compete in the first UK Tench Fishing Championships. Our hastily convened freshwater branch, dubbed the Surreal Tenchfishers did respectably with a full one third of the team managing to catch tench, while the other two thirds joined the majority of other anglers around Sywell in blanking that day. Top club honours fell to Alain Urruty, who managed to win his section with two tench for about 16lb. 

This achievement will no doubt be known to those of you who read the angling press as the Angling Times, renamed the Alaingling Times, put together a 45 page spread of pictures supplied by Alain, which strangely enough featured about 45 full page images of Alain and one tiny thumbnail image of the overall winner. Ah well, as Alain would say, such is life.

So you see, we do get out fishing, and when we do, we catch lots of fish, with plenty of monsters too. So get on the phone and book up some trips – there are some of you I haven’t seen for years (which is obviously no bad thing, but even so, you ought to try to get out fishing at least once this year). See you all soon I hope.

Cheers,
Ben




Stevie’s superb 5lb 4oz record smashing plaice. You can’t see Adam’s filleting knife protruding from his back.





Phil’s biggest ever eel is the leading Really Eely contender for 2004 so far at 52lb. Phil’s hat is a leading contender for the newly created Cunty Hat of the Year award.
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