H


ey, it’s another newsletter! And there’s no news to speak of. What’s going on? Don’t worry, I won’t keep you long – it’s only a short one. But there are one or two facts I’m sure you’d be much happier knowing, so here goes…





Dates and stuff


We’ll start with the business, before moving on to the stuff you really need to know. Despite the fact that the weather has continued to be appalling this ‘summer’, we’ve booked up another load of dates with Chris on the off chance that one of these days the wind’ll forget to blow. Here they are, so check your dairies:





Monday 28th September


Sunday 18th October


Friday 30th October


Monday 16th November


Saturday 28th November


Friday 11th December





Once you’ve worked out the dates you can manage, give Adam a call on (01273) 478886 and let him know. We’re taking bookings on a first come, first served basis, so don’t muck about. Of course, if we keep getting cancelled because of the weather, dates may crop up at short notice. 


Depending on the weather and tide, I expect we’ll do some eeling on the first trip, and maybe the next two, but after that we’ll probably be trying to beat Chris’s cod record. It’s all very well having a twenty as our record during our first year as a club, but it’s about time we had a thirty. So come on Simon, we all want to see you bring in a 35lb cod without having a clue that it’s on.





Important facts


I’ve been reminded of some vital facts that I missed out of my account of our Weymouth trip, and this is the first opportunity I’ve had to put that right. Apologies to those fine anglers involved, who must have been bitterly disappointed not to find their finest hours described in minute detail. I hope this makes up for it.


Those of you who were paying attention will remember the rather fawning description of Andy’s fishing exploits in Weymouth – how he landed an enormous ray and put it back instead of blah blah, yawn.


Well he was bloody lucky to get the chance, let me tell you. You see, he didn’t exactly remember all his kit. So? Everyone forgets things from time to time – size 4 hooks, link swivels, rods… RODS? Surely only a total dork would forget his rods when setting off for an entire weekend’s fishing? Ah, yes, I see. 


But Andy wasn’t only lucky with the ray that weekend. Despite appearances (and most of his past behaviour), Chris, his chauffeur, obviously can be a gentlemen when he wants to. As soon as Andy realised his mistake, Chris turned the car around and went back for the forgotten rods, with hardly a cross word, apparently. It’s lucky they hadn’t gone far – probably no more than 40 miles past Southampton.


From now on, the Andy Freeman Cup will be awarded to the club member who demonstrates the most amazing feat of memory every year and Chris’s Christian shield will be handed out to the biggest sucker.


I’ve no idea how I forgot to mention the next incident, as it involves our old friend Tubby Frost. It was a nasty affair, and I don’t want to resurrect too many unhappy memories for poor Simon, so let me just advise anyone who is thinking of going out for a spicy meal with the man with two stomachs: DON’T TURN YOUR BACK UNTIL YOUR PLATE IS EMPTY. And that’s all I will say on the subject…


Oh sod it, the truth must be told. It was suppertime and we were all hungry. Only some of us were a little hungrier than others… The food arrived, then I swear Simon merely blinked. Adam’s spoon hand, so sluggish when holding other, less culinary, objects (like his wallet for example) snaked out, and before any of us could stop him, where there had been a plate of delicious chilli, there was now only plate.


Altogether now…


Who ate all the chilli?


Who ate all the chilli?


You fat bastard! You fat bastard!


You ate all the chilli!





Gloating


We haven’t been out on a charter together since those halcyon, restful days in Weymouth, but four of us (Adam, Karen, Stevie and me) did manage to get out in Calapso, ably skippered by that bon viveur and wit, Capn. Stevie Newham. We fished the wreck of the Mira (no idea if that’s the right spelling) on the drift and at anchor.


We had about 13 bass and 9 black bream (but who’s counting), and I would have included a picture from the trip, but I’m too mean to develop a 36 exposure film for eight pictures.


The real reason for mentioning it is just to tell you that we had most of the bass on plugs on flying collar rigs with shortish (6-9ft) traces, so you might want to give it a go next time we drift for bass, or even pollack. Of course I’m lying. The real reason for mentioning it is to gloat. 


Tight lines,


Ben
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