The Really Wrecked Sea Angling Club
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Where’s my Redgill?


S

o, now that it’s nearly autumn, summer has finally decided to make a bit of an appearance, promising all sorts of things… Long lazy evenings, picnics, afternoons spent in pub gardens, and maybe even things like bass, conger, black bream or, perhaps more realistically, mackerel, small pouting and poor cod. Of course, for some of you (you know who you are) even these latter species are strangers, vaguely remembered slimy things that you may or may not have encountered at some point in the dim and distant past. 

Well now is the time to put that right. Ignore the dirty pots and pans, forget the stocktake, abandon the aphid infested roses and clamber aboard the Ocean Warrior for an adventure on the high seas that you’ll never forget. Close your eyes and picture it… a slight tap, then another, you feed a little line, the tap becomes more insistent, so you wait for one last unmissable pull before you wind down and take the strain…

Ah, the thrill of the take, the sheer brutality of the battle, and at the end of it all, another trophy pouting big enough to cover most of the palm of your hand (those of you with small hands, anyway).

Oh all right, it can be a shimmering, purple and silver, dark-backed black bream if you want. Or a beautiful silver bass, glistening in the sun, or a huge black eel, writhing and spinning magnificently at the side of the boat, as 80lb of solid muscle lies exhausted and beaten in the water.

So dig out that salt and scale encrusted rod, wash it down with soapy water, give your reel a squirt of WD40, grab a few hooks, and set off for the promised land – Newhaven. Then remember that you’re supposed to phone Adam, find out when the trips are and book a place on one first. Now rush home and get on the phone before setting off for etc. etc. 

And what better way could there be to get in the mood for fishing than to settle down to read your Really Wrecked newsletter? Well loads, actually, but we won’t get into that now.

Now I’m sure it will come as a great shock to learn that there hasn’t been a proper newsletter all that recently, so there are one or two trips to catch up on. In fact there are seven, along with the Weymouth summer jamboree, and a short report on the inaugural Really Wrecked Annual Dinner and Awards Ceremony, where a certain amount of really wrecked-ness did indeed rear its dizzy head. In fact, that’s exactly where I’ll start.

Fish supper

After much debate, Adam and I decided that late January was the best time for our annual dinner, as it’s usually a pretty quiet month, and by the third week most people would have recovered from any Festive excess. It’s also a pretty good time for looking back over the year past and handing out cups and medals and stuff.

So on the 22nd of January, we all trooped into the party room of the Dorset Arms, dressed in all our evening wear finery, especially Les, who made a special effort to ensure the creases in his third best fishing jeans were particularly sharp. He certainly was a credit to his wife Judy, who was immaculately (and appropriately) dressed in a posh frock and everything. 

Before us, a table loaded with eating irons, glasses, trophies, bottles, and Beef, who had lain down for a small snooze after a strenuous afternoon trying to match Jari, vodka and sambucca for vodka and sambucca.

Once we roused Beef and had given him at least a rough guide as to who he was and what he was doing in the Dorset Arms, we fell to eating. And what a feast it was. Course after course made their appearance, as roasted meats, fish and fowl of every description were brought steaming from the kitchen. Some people even managed to prevent Adam from snaffling most of their food, and were therefore able to eat at least some of what was laid in front of them.

Beef however did not appear that interested in food, as all that Sambucca had clearly given him a raging thirst which only red wine could slake. Though it did seem to take at least a couple of bottles before much slakedness was in evidence.

He was also very keen on his very expensive cigar. At the drop of a hat (or glass or plate) he would get it out of his top pocket and tell all and sundry how expensive it was, and how it had been lovingly rolled from the first cut of tobacco on the thighs of Cuban virgins. Naturally his appreciation of a fine cigar was in no way impaired by any slight inebriation. So when the cigar was sneakily replaced (he wasn’t that hard to fool for some reason) with a few wine corks stuck together, he proceeded to smoke it uncomplainingly and with great gusto, presumably as a sign that he really enjoyed the joke being played on him.

With dinner out of the way, it was time for the speeches and awards ceremony. I gave a typically generous speech, in which I extolled the virtues of every member of our club, while handing out various trophies. As it was the first time these awards had been given, every one was a surprise and a delight to the eager (and not at all drunken or raucous) throng.

There were medals for decent specimens (from the very first trip ever made by the RWSAC to the end of last year) and cups for all sort of things, some of which were more worth winning that others. There’s a full list of prizes at the end, what they were for, and who won them.

Once I had shut up (© Ken Leicester), others took the floor. There was a delightful contribution by Mr. Clive Hodges, during which he not only entertained the club, but he also filleted three of the waitresses and scaled the landlord’s pipes. Mr. Chris Martin then made a speech during which he told jokes, praised the club and its members and took orders for his book (£29.99 from all good bookshops).

Mr. Jonathon Barrett also entertained us with a short speech in which he too distributed his own prizes and awards, which one unkind person (Colin) remarked looked fairly like the fish and other perishables that had until lately been clogging up Jonathon’s freezer.

But the pièce de résistance was undoubtedly the short, amusing and entirely lucid speech given by Mr. Phil Boxall. Time and again his audience listened rapt as, swaying like a sapling in a force 10, he tried to remember what on earth he had just been saying. Sentence after sentence he started and then abandoned, like a box of stale cuttle. 

During each long pause, earnest and spontaneous applause broke out, as if to suggest that perhaps this might be a good time to wind up the speech. But Beef was not deterred and continued to punctuate his pauses with slurred and incomprehensible gibberish for at least ten minutes. To this day, nobody has any idea what he was trying to say, or even whether he was in fact making a speech at all. Well done that man.

After that, most people made it back to Adam’s for a continuation of the festivities, though Beef decided he preferred the gutter and had a nice catnap instead. Once there, some of the younger members distinguished themselves by revealing hitherto unsuspected talents. Chris Hillier demonstrated that wisdom comes with age, but that after five tequilas, it goes again, while Paul Milmore demonstrated that no amount of alcohol etc. could dull his razor sharp brain. “So this is why you called it the Really Wrecked Club,” were his final words of the evening as he slid gently down the wall to the floor.

The night ended early, with the last revellers leaving no later than 5am, but despite that, the general feeling seemed to be that it had all been jolly good fun.

Fish and trips

What with many of the trips having taken place so long ago now, I’ll just give a brief summary of each, along with a few highlights and fish taken, rather than the usual minute-by-minute highly detailed account of every trip.

The first trip of the year was eagerly awaited, as it was the first since early October the year before. The waiting became even more eager when the trip was blown off three times in succession. And all the while reports kept filtering through to us that on the odd occasions that boats had managed to cheat the wind and get out, they were coming back loaded up with big cod. 

So by the time we finally did get out on the 25th of February, there was certain amount of optimistic anticipation in the air, as you can imagine. Even Stevie, who can normally be relied on to bring everyone back down to earth with a bump, seemed to think we were in with a chance, as eight sets of killer gear dropped over the side on the first drift.

Sadly, the RWSAC pessimist of the year (see the awards list included with this newsletter) had chosen the wrong outing to change his spots. We drifted all day on a variety of wrecks out to the South East (in the vicinity of the Sub), in pretty sloppy conditions, for a grand total of four pollack and two cod.

New tubs for old

The next outing on the 20th of March was much more satisfying, with 10 cod and 15 pollack taken, both species reaching low double figures in weight. Most of the fish came in the morning, with just the odd fish coming after the tide turned. The highlight of the day was Les’ triumphant return to the record books, when he smashed Tubby Frost’s tub gurnard record, more than doubling its weight to a magnificent 1lb 6oz, or a full 12% of the national record. In a great show of magnanimity, he permitted the previous record holder to keep the nickname that goes with the record, so that we are still obliged to call Adam ‘Tub’ at all times.
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One interesting fact did emerge from the trip. Towards the end of the day, while the rest of us were struggling, Clive managed to keep catching. There appeared to be no difference between his rigs and anyone else’s, apart from the fact that he was using fluorocarbon line for his hooklengths. This is the stuff with the same refractive index as water, so it should be more or less invisible to fish. 

Now, there is so little light down at 200ft depth that it ought to make no difference, but maybe it does. I’ve certainly bought a couple of spools of the stuff, as have a few other members of the club. Maybe we’ll be able to do a little research and give a definitive answer as to its effectiveness in deep water one way or the other. 

Red spots, blue language, and curses lifted

April the 14th saw us off on our first Weymouth plaice and turbot trip. On another sloppy and drizzly day, we fished on Ken Leicester’s boat Bonwey. We spent most of the day drifting the mussel beds and rough ground for plaice, with a manhole cover acting as a kind of anchor/drogue to slow our drift to around one and a half knots. But we also had some time over the sandbanks looking for big turbot on mackerel strip.

Sadly, there was no sign of any turbot, and in the morning we saw neither scale nor fin of any plaice, either. But all that changed in the afternoon, when we managed to track down four red spots and a few dabs on a different mussel bed. Mick Deacon did best with two plaice, while Adam had the biggest with the new club record – a creditable 4lb 12oz.

Stevie proved to the world that if there was a prize for dab fishing, it would have pride of place on his mantelpiece (alongside the Steve Newham Optimism Trophy ​– see the annual awards note etc.). He landed three of them, including our new record fish of 10oz.

Another couple of cancellations later, we were out on May the 21st for our first eeling trip of the year. It proved to be a catalogue of catastrophes even by our disastrous standards. Don’t get me wrong, the fishing was okay, but the rest of it… 

Drifting proved pretty fruitless, with only two smallish pollack coming all day. But our disappointment was tempered somewhat by the first minor mishap. Chris Grant asked Adam to pass him his waterproofs, as there was a bit of a sea, and he thought there was a chance the odd splash of sea spray might come his way. Adam found the gear and held it out for the burly Scot. Then, just as Chris leaned over to grab it, the biggest wave of the day broke right over the boat and soaked him. This early contender for this year’s Champagne Moment had us all guffawing with sympathy for the rest of the trip. 
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Once Chris Martin got the anchor down, it wasn’t long before we felt the characteristic tugging of conger. Maybe the fish weren’t really hungry, or maybe we were just out of practice (we only managed a total of three eeling trips in 1999), but there were an awful lot of missed bites, and a number of fish were lost early in the struggle.

In the end, we managed to get four to the side of the boat – the biggest a not-very-impressive 28lb, which luckily has been easily surpassed in the race for this year’s Really Eelly Trophy.

Now some of you may faintly remember the occasional mention of Beef’s Voodoo blue rod, which has featured in the newsletter from time to time. Well on this trip it finally came good. Having completely blanked with it all day (as usual), Beef had just tied up a bass rig on this extra lucky rod, ready for our last set of drifts for the day – bassing over the Mira.

But as we bumped and banged our way to the wreck over a nasty chop, there was a blue blur at the periphery of vision. Turning to the back of the boat, there was a strange absence where before there had been a blue roddy kind of presence. The voodoo rod had clearly become so ashamed of its performance that it committed hari kiri and consigned itself to Davy Jones’ locker.

Strangely the day’s second accident did little to cheer Beef, so it was with a heavy heart that he turned to me to borrow a spare rod – in this case a trusty brown Twin Power. But with Beef finally free of the curse of the blue rod, his luck instantly changed. He was the only one to catch, landing a nice 4lb bass on his borrowed, non-blue rod.

The next disaster saw Scoop taking a turn round the deck on the way back to Newhaven. Sadly the combination of a hard day’s fishing and the waves proved too much for the poor mite, and he was propelled bum first into a circular fishbox. Unfortunately, the Freeman arse turned out to be exactly fishbox-shaped, and all his struggling to get free only served to wedge him more tightly into his fishy prison, while giving the impression that a large, mad tortoise had somehow been upturned on the deck.

Naturally the rest of the crew hurried to aid him, as we could not bear to see a fellow club member in such an undignified position, and Operation Tortoise Rescue passed without a hitch, thought with quite a lot of unwarranted laughter and mocking. Champagne Moment candidate number two.

As we entered the breakwater, disaster number four made itself known. I had placed my lovely Olympus digital camera in a waterproof bag. Unfortunately, such things are considerably more waterproof if the top is closed, and seawater doesn’t do sophisticated electronic circuitry much good. It was proving a bad day for Direct Line home insurance, what with Beef’s cursed rod and my camera.

But delightful though these merry incidents were, the highlight of the day only occurred once we had had disembarked. As we all know, Adam is a bit of a handy man, and is also very reluctant to throw anything away. This combination means that in his own resourceful way, Adam is constantly recycling useless bits of old crap by turning them into useful items of fishing tackle… or useless bits of old crap held together with coat-hanger wire, depending on how you look at them.

In this particular case, our cheery Womble had turned an enormous Tupperware box into a mobile disaster area, sorry, I mean a handy lead box, of course. No-one who had seen it could possibly forget it – vast, made of flimsy white plastic, with two detachable pram wheels on the back with a useful swivelling block at one end designed for the express purpose of er, god knows what. Let’s face it, Adam designed that bit at 4am, after two spliffs too many.

Its size made it particularly handy on deck, occupying as it did, two thirds of the space normally allocated to anglers. Its weight, though considerable, was not quite enough to prevent it sliding around in any sort of sea, but it was certainly heavy enough to leave you with severe bruising when it ended one of its power slides by crashing into your shins.

The detachable pram wheels allowed you, when in charge of this handy gadget, to tow it along behind you all the way to the boat. Or more realistically, to run really quickly away from it as it charged down the ramp to Pontoon number 1 in your wake like a runaway train, only much heavier and more full of lead.

Its devilishly clever construction of light, yet vastly weak plastic, meant that with every crash and thud, the chances of it splitting open and spilling its contents increased enormously. However, despite all these design plusses, Adam was as proud of his lead-carrier as any mother is of her baby. You only had to glance at it by mistake for him to pin you to the side of the boat while he explained the ergonomics of the fucking thing, how the detachable wheels were perfect for transporting it (they weren’t) while it would never slide around on deck (it did). Or he’d toy idly with the swivelly lump of wood bit, as if to suggest he knew what the hell it was for.

At some point on this fateful trip, the handy lump of wood device tragically became functionally impaired (it fell off), which had Adam tutting and fretting and promising to have it mended as soon as he got back home. Luckily this proved unnecessary. While Adam was towing the blasted thing back up the ramp, it developed several serious structural impediments to its overall integrity (it fell apart). Thus Adam left a nice Hansel-and-Gretel-style trail of lead behind him all the way back to the car park (“I wondered why it seemed to be getting lighter”).

Sadly the lead carrier was wounded beyond repair and was speedily and humanely put to death, and shortly thereafter buried with full military honours. Tragic though this incident was, it provided a third contender for the Champagne Moment of the year.

Unfortunately, Adam has not learnt his lesson. Night-time still seems him hammering and pounding away in his lab, his muttering punctuated by fiendish and unearthly cackling. I fear it is only a matter of time before some other fearsome item of Frankenstein tackle is unleashed upon the unwitting members of the Really Wrecked SAC.

Eels and records

The next trip on June the 2nd was pretty similar, with a couple of cod and a pollack coming on the drift, and six small eels of around 20lb being landed at anchor.

The outing on July the 1st was altogether better, with a couple of cracking records, a fair few eels up to a decent size, and a decent cod. All in all, thirteen eels were released at the side of the boat, with Beef’s 50lb fish being the pick of the bunch and this is the fish currently in line for the Really Eely Trophy for this year. Another eight were dropped on the way up or lost in the wreck, so there’s still room for improvement.

The big cod was the only one of the day, and at 20½lb, only the second fish over 20lb landed on a club trip. The only unhappy thing about this otherwise splendid fish was that Adam caught it, but then Adam does have a special affinity for cod (see previous newsletters).

But the real news of the trip must be the two new records. The first was a magnificent 2oz (actually weighed this time) scallop, falling to Les’ rod – the man is a species hunting machine. The second set new standards even for our unique record lists, expanding our non-fish section to include non-living items. Hats off to Colin for his 1lb 4oz stone – a superb feat of angling. Stones all over the country are quaking in their stoney boots as the news filters through – no stone is safe when Colin “the geologist” Pearce is around. (Nor did he return it either. The beautiful specimen now adorns his mantelpiece, having been killed and stuffed with gravel by an expert taxistratist.)

Weymouth 2000 Summer trip

This year for our summer jamboree we managed to get two full crews together (well nearly, see later), so a seething mass of Really Wrecked anglers descended on the Sailor’s Return on July 27th, ready for the off first thing the next morning.

One boat was going wrecking with Richard English on the Friday and inshore fishing with Ken Leicester on the Saturday, while the other was inshore with Ken on Friday, then offshore with Colin Penny on Saturday.

To make things more interesting, we decided to run a little species hunt competition between the two boats, little realising how bitter the rivalry would become between the anglers in the ‘A’ Team, and the rag-tag mob of cack-handed fools that made up the ’B’ ‘Team’. Naturally I remained above such petty tribalism, despite all the cheap jibes thrown the way of my noble team-mates by the hopeless bunch of losers masquerading as anglers that filled up the ‘B’ Boat.

No, I am impartial to a fault. If I have a problem it’s that I am too generous to those snakes. So it is in a spirit of fairness that I tell you that their ranking as the ‘B’ team is far too high, and that with an alphabet containing just the 26 letters, there is no character low enough to describe them. There, I think that’s probably fair.

The first day provided a fair bit of excitement for both teams. To make things a little more even, two members of the ‘A’ Team hadn’t bothered to show up, so confident were they of our eventual victory. This meant we had just six on the boat, which is great for space and fewer tangles, but did handicap us when it came to serious species hunting.

The ‘A’ Boat headed out for distant wrecks, there to fish for cod, pollack, conger and perhaps ling, while the ‘B’ Team were inshore fishing for cod, bream, huss, tope, rays and other general ground fish.

The first drift for the ‘A’s produced an unexpected  bonus species, getting us off to a great start – a coalfish. Okay, so it was a pretty small one, but another species had been added to the growing club record list. After that, the cod and pollack came pretty constantly until the tide began to slacken. All the fish came on Redgills, as Richard had forbidden pirks. He has a theory that pirking, as it bangs the bottom and pricks lots of fish, can put the fish off if the wreck isn’t heaving with them. Gills are usually better, especially if you plan to fish it for a long while.

This was a radical departure for some of the fishmonger fraternity on the ‘A’ Boat, but they did their best to impersonate the anglers and gentlemen that gillers naturally are. In addition to gills, members of the ‘A’ Boat were also invited to try some of Beef’s super jelly worms.

The reason for this generosity soon became clear. While in America, Beef had purchased the largest container of jelly worms known to man, containing well over 3 billion of the things, and all for a paltry $40,000.

It became obvious that he had in fact paid Chris Martin and Scoop not to come fishing, just so he could fit this enormous box of jellied eels on board. Naturally they completely failed to attract even the smallest and most gullible pollack.

Back with the ‘B’ boys the morning hadn’t got off to the best of starts. They were discovering why Ken has the affectionate nickname ‘grumpy bastard untalkative know-all skipper from hell’ (we love you really, Ken) and no less than three of their number were realising they had completely forgotten to pack their sea legs.

Perhaps the most surprising one of these unhappy campers was that salty sea dog Les Whiteman, who claimed to be suffering as a result of staying up well past his bed time the night before. But experienced Les-watchers swear he first blanched and began to shake when he caught sight of the vicious dentition of a medium-sized pouting.

Despite all this, they were beginning to pick up some quality species. Dogfish, poor cod, pouting, and mackerel all came aboard. But of any of the larger fish, there was little sign. Matt Honeyball picked up a bonus red gurnard, and was so satisfied with this contribution to the team’s points that he spent the rest of the day lying down, emitting low groans as well as other, more liquid, emissions.

Although I mock (and that’s only because you expect it of me), sea sickness is a horrible thing, as anyone who has ever had it will tell you. So for those of you who worry they might suffer or who are more reluctant to come out than you might otherwise be, having suffered in the past, here are a few tips.

Take your medicine. Buy sea sickness pills and take them as soon as you wake up. If they don’t have a couple of hours to get to work before you’re out at sea, they might let you down, and once you start groundbaiting, you won't stop till you get in.

Try Sea bands. These are elasticated wrist straps with a plastic button that acts on a motion sickness pressure point in your wrist. It sounds like cobblers, but I have seen at first hand just how excellent these are, even on utterly hopeless cases.

Get a good night’s sleep. This is a last resort I know, but if you’re prone to sickness, then getting pissed up and falling unconscious for two hours before putting to sea is tantamount to drinking six pints of salt water. And make sure you eat a decent breakfast. 

Any other useful tips are welcome, but the one about watching the horizon only really works if you’re already feeling a bit queasy, and we want to avoid that if possible.

Back on the ‘A’ boat, Richard put the anchor down quite early, so it was time for the big leads – up to 3lb even with braid. This meant that certain keen anglers (no names, other than Frost’s of course) simply dropped their rig down to the bottom and left it there until the tide slackened enough (an hour later) for them to be bothered to bring it in.

Still, that tactic was slightly less scandalous than the one employed by Steve Newham. He somehow managed to bully our poor, impressionable young skipper into winding his gear in for him whenever he wanted to rebait. It was quite the most impressive display of laziness I have ever witnessed, and I feel privileged to have been there to see it.

The thinking behind the early anchoring was that with the strong wind blowing across the tide run, we would be blown wide of the wreck as the tide slackened. Our only hope of a prolonged feeding spell with the congers was to get them well on the feed early while our baits were in the right spot, and then to take them with us as we slowly drifted out of position.

The reasoning worked well, with a flurry of bites after about 20-30 minutes and then more, though more sporadic bites as the tide dropped right away. Again we missed and dropped far more than we landed, with out final total being 6, the biggest of 46lb falling to Adam’s mighty rod.

Once again Stevie managed a feat of extreme laziness, though technically it may have been feebleness – you decide. He hooked into an eel, and with much grunting, huffing and puffing, announced that this one was the one. This was a good fish. Another minute into the struggle he announced that he simply had to have a harness. A fish like this one required it. After much flapping, I eventually fitted mine over his head and we clipped it on to his reel.

The fight then became much easier for our hero, as he extolled the virtues of the harness, and how it was making his monster a viable proposition – not that it wasn’t still huge, it was just that with the right kit, they were much easier to land.

When eventually the monster eel appeared at the side of the boat, it was slightly smaller than Stevie had imagined. Indeed, one of the others of our party who was landing a pouting, noted that the pouting tried to snaffle the said eel on the way in, mistaking it for a sandeel.

Richard put down the T-bar and got the plastic disgorger out – the kind used by coarse match anglers to unhook miniscule roach – and though it was almost too big to fit in the conger’s mouth, he eventually managed to liberate the poor thing. Whereupon it was promptly snaffled by a tiny immature tern (it may even have been a wren, lost at sea), which was clearly the runt of whichever clutch it had sprung from.

On the ‘B’ boat, things had begun to hot up. The problem was that with some anglers unable to fish at maximum efficiency, there weren’t enough baits in the water to get the black bream in a feeding frenzy. This, according to Ken, is the key – lots of baits, lots of smell. It pulls the bream in from a long way around, and gets them competing for your baits, so you go on to catch a load.

Despite the lack of baits, Chris Grant did manage a fine specimen of 3lb 4oz. He took it on a big bait mounted on a heavy trace and a size 6/0 hook, which just goes to prove that you don’t always need to go light to catch these fish.

Then Alain got a bite that seemed to require more line. He gave it some, and then a little more. Cautiously he began to wind down, and was met with some active and angry resistance. Alain was fishing with 30lb gear, but with a 20lb rubbing leader at the end, because he hadn’t been able to find any 30lb mono on the boat.

The fish began to move off, and try though he might, Alain could do nothing about it. Luckily they were fishing over mussel beds, and the fish seemed content to swim off the bottom. But it had no interest in giving in to Alain’s 20lb’s worth of pressure, and set off on run after run. As the majority of these were in the general direction of the other side of the boat, Alain spent about most of the time working his way back and forth round the boat, asking everyone to bring in their lines and generally ruining everyone’s day. He may even have trod thoughtlessly on poor Matt, but the dear boy barely noticed.

About half an hour later, an eel of around 40lb lay beaten at the side of the boat. On such light gear this was a tremendous feat, and everyone on the boat was full of congratulations. Indeed, it was one of the best eels landed on any club trip and Alain should be (and is) very proud. However, Alain, pride and smugness are not the same thing, you jammy bastard.

With time fast running out on the ‘A’ boat, we decided to have a last go for a bass or two on the way back in, using a new technique. Richard produced some large blue and white rubber shads. The idea was to use a basic Redgill rig, but instead of winding at slow to medium pace for about 30 turns, you had to wind as fast as you could for 50-60 turns.

This seemed rather unnatural at first, but you have to trust the skipper, even when he does look no more than 12 years old, so soon we were all winding like fury.

After a couple of drifts I had what might well have been the best take I have ever had from any fish. At sixty turns, just as I was about to stop reeling, the clutch started screaming as a fish took and dived. Well, obviously it wasn’t literally screaming, I wasn’t using a Charter Special after all, but you know what I mean. The fish just kept going and going, probably taking 40 yards of line in that first dive.

Once it stopped, I got it heading in the right direction, but every so often, it would shake its head and set off again. On the surface, it was in the net with no fuss, a beautiful bass, just like Richard had said. In the boat it turned out to be just under 7lb, which we corrected to 7lb when we re-weighed it on dry land.

Back in the pub, we had a quick check of the scores and despite the fact that the ‘B’ team had not had the best of days, they held a narrow lead, eight species to seven. Our failure to catch a ling might cost us dear, despite the bonus species.

Worse, their skipper for the next day, Colin Penny, was telling anyone who would listen about how he was going to get the ‘B’ team so many species the next day, we’d be filling in club records for marlin, sunfish and great white shark.

The evening was very jolly, as always, though we did miss Paul Myles sneaking off at 7pm for his bedtime mug of cocoa. We dined in style in a restaurant whose name we all forget. Everyone sat together on one long table – well they did after we had manhandled out of the way two or three other groups of diners who were impeding our efforts to turn three tables into one. Sitting together, team differences were forgotten, instead we squabbled like children over the bill.

It was only thanks to the sense of calm emanating from Stevie that we ended up being able to pay at all. He was tranquillity personified as he calmly threw the bill down, exclaiming “Well you can bloody work it out for yourselves then!” We could but marvel at his handling of the crisis. Thank god we have men like him around when things go wrong at 35,000ft.

Back in the pub, there was more carousing and pool playing. Particularly keen on the pool were Chris Grant and Dave Murray, playing a new variant of doubles pool know as “Losers stay on”. Again and again they set up the fifteen balls and broke off expectantly, only to have their hopes dashed as another utterly inebriated, one-armed pairing of blind incompetents defeated them by the odd ball or seven. Eventually they went to bed when they were beaten by a duo of cod fillets from the freezer.

Day two dawned pretty much like day one, with a lively breeze producing a nasty chop, and broken cloud promising sunshine and showers. The ‘A’ team boarded Ken’s boat, more or less on time for a change, which got us off to a fairly decent start. Colin Penny had already loaded up his cargo of misfits, as the ‘B’ team thought to outdo us with a 6am start for their wrecking and species hunting trip.

The brave and doughty men of the ‘A’ team, caring nought for prizes and awards, set our course for the Kidney Banks and some blonde ray fishing. We thought it would be better to have a decent day’s fishing and lose the match than to scrabble around purely after species. Blondes feed best with a decent tide run, but we had arrived more or less on slack water, so we dropped our baits in without much optimism.

But after a wait of no more than fifteen minutes I was hauling in the first ray – a baby of around 5lb. This was soon bettered, and within an hour we’d boated seven rays – the best being just two ounces short of our club record at 14lb 8oz, taken by Beef. Jari was particularly delighted to catch two, including one only a little smaller than Beef’s.

With the tide run too strong to hold bottom, we had to decide on our next move, so we informed Ken about our competition. He made several suggestions, offering us the chance of tope and not much else a few miles down the coast, or a frantic hunt round for wrasse, plaice, bream, huss, pouting, gurnard and much more besides. We doughty men caring nought etc etc. made our decision straight away – wrasse etc. it was – the was no way we were going to be beaten by that bunch of bragging losers in the ‘B’ boat.
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Next stop was Portland Bill where we drifted the rough ground with ragworm for ballan wrasse and mackerel strip for cuckoo wrasse. These tactics produced both species, plus a couple of bonus corkwings, though none of the fish we took managed to break the 1lb barrier, so it was hardly top sport. After that we drifted fruitlessly for a couple of hours for plaice, and then we moved to the spot of rough ground the ‘B’ team had fished the previous day, to see whether we could pick up any huss, black bream, rays etc.

As it turned out, we had much the same problems as the ‘B’s. The wind and tide conspired to make it very lumpy fishing, which was a problem in itself. On top of that, the wind kept pushing the Bonwey about, even at anchor, so our tackle kept snagging up on the rough ground at fairly regular intervals.

All this meant that, like the ‘B’ Team, we failed to keep enough bait in the water to get the bream and other species on the feed properly. We ended up with just three bream, and the huss failed to materialise altogether.

At the end of the day, the ‘A’ team had added another seven new species to add to their seven from the first day – but would it be enough? Back in the Sailor’s Return the ‘B’ team waited, and their long faces and hangdog expressions said it all – they’d had a bad day – and in fact managed to add only two new species to their total.

To a man the ‘A’ Team members punched the air in sympathy, and generally behaved exactly as you would expect a crew of pals to behave on learning that their friends had had a disappointing day, crowing and generally rubbing their faces in their defeat.

If you’re wondering why there isn’t much of a description of the ‘B’ Team’s second day, that’s because I couldn’t wring many details from them. It seemed as though they’d spent most of the day drifting over wreck after wreck for no result, with just a few small pollack coming at the end of the day, and a decent double-figure ling making Chris’ day worthwhile.

Match results

The system used to calculate the match results was simple – there was 1 point available per species, with a bonus point going to the boat catching the biggest example of any species. The individual winners were calculated by adding up the points every angler gained for his boat.

Team results ‘A’ Team: 27 pts, ‘B’ team: 16 pts.

Individual results Chris Grant (‘B’ Team) and I (‘A’ Team) tied on 7½ points apiece.

In organisational terms, a number of things came out of this year’s trip – the first time we’ve taken such a large party down. Firstly, it’s important that both teams get the same skippers. Although Colin is a good skipper and a nice bloke, it is a shame that the ‘B’ team couldn’t have gone out with Richard, who is one of the nicest blokes you could hope to meet, and a top skipper to boot.

Secondly, the teams did not have an even distribution of experience, and next year we’ll have to balance that up more carefully, along with people’s desires to fish with their particular pals. Whether we run a competition or not, it’s always better if there are plenty of experienced boat anglers to help out those who haven’t done so much sea fishing.

Thirdly, we ought to decide in advance what we want to do with the fish we catch. Freezer space seemed at a bit of a premium this year, and we weren’t able to separate all the cod fillets into different bags. This means that someone now has a solid frozen mass of about 20 cods-worth of fillets. We could probably get rid of some of the fish through the skippers if we ask in advance, and we certainly need to know how much we want to keep and to reserve some freezer space at the Sailor’s.

Club Notices

There are several of these, but I’ll keep them short, as this newsletter is threatening to be the longest work in English fiction. Or factual writing, which is of course what it is.

First let me extend condolences on behalf of everyone in the club to Andy Freeman on the loss of his father, who was a keen sea angler and introduced Andy to the sport. I hope we see Andy out on the briny soon. 

On a commercial note, and as a postscript to the Weymouth trip, I had another set of Really Wrecked T-shirts printed. This time, due to me being very slightly more organised, I managed to get navy blue shirts instead of white. The design is smaller and more stylish than last year’s, and contains the magic millennial statement “2000”, making it an extremely sought-after limited edition shirt. I have five of them left, in medium, large and extra large, available at the bargain price of £9.

I include a crap black and white picture of me modelling this year’s must-have item of couture, and you’ll find a colour version on the web site (www.reallywrecked.com – as if you didn’t know).
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I could in theory have more printed for the same price, as long as I order them in the next month or so, as the printer will hang on to the screens for a while longer. This means that if you’re dead keen but require an XXL or XXXL or something, I could get one run off. Stop me and buy one – you know it makes sense.

Beef’s disappearing Voodoo rod left him with a fat cheque payable to Tony’s Tackle to buy him some new kit. But unfortunately he’d already bought the gear, so now he’s got this cheque, see? If anyone is thinking of buying any tackle, it would help Beef out a lot if you could buy it from Tony’s Tackle, and do it through Beef. That way, he’ll eventually be able to recover his costs.

More dates
We still have places available for the following trips:

Friday 22nd of September

Friday 13th of October

Monday 13th of November

This is the time of year for big bream, bass and conger, so that’s what we’ll be doing. So those of you who are not superstitious should hurry, hurry, hurry.

There are also some members of the club going down to fish the Weymouth Species Hunt Competition again this year (Les did very well last year, as you’ll recall). Adam is looking for people to complete a team of four. It’s not a deadly serious thing, so don’t feel put off by the competition element. It’s just another excuse to stay in a pub and fish for two days.

It takes place on Monday and Tuesday the second and third of October, and costs just £60 all in – that’s your entry fee and boat hire for the two day’s fishing. There’s accommodation at £14 or so a night, and bait on top of that, but it’s still excellent value. Call Adam on 01306 743744 (work) or 01273 478886 (home) now.

And talking of Weymouth, thanks to all those who gave up a Saturday afternoon to tie rigs and make leads for the July trip. On behalf of everyone who used them may I just express our gratitude, even though the rigs were very poorly tied and the leads were hollow.

Lastly, a plea for help. It seems that Stevie, alarmed by a savage grating noise coming from his prized Charter Special Reel, decided to take it apart to service it. Unfortunately, now that it’s all in pieces, he can’t remember how to put it back together. If anyone knows whether the Sand-Lubrication Assembly goes on before or after the Grating Squealer Unit, could they please contact him to help.

Tight lines,

Ben

Les and his lovely tub gurnard





Mick may have two plaice, and Adam may have a record one, but neither is prouder than Stevie with his dab





Jari gets his blonde





This year’s superb club T-shirt is available for just £9, and will help you catch magnificent specimens like this superb club record box of fish fingers
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