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ou wait all year for a newsletter, then two come along at once. Hang on, I’ve made that joke once before at the start of one of these. But surely this kind of irregular newsletter supply problem can’t have occurred before? Surely the organising committee can do a better job than that? Can’t something be done about these bloody wastrels ruining our club? 

In my own defence, can I just say that it was for your own good? I split the last newsletter up into two bits. Otherwise you’d have received about 300 pages of crap to ignore, rather than the more conservative 120 that you got last time.

Also in my own defence can I just say that the reason it’s all to cock is because I don’t like any of you and I know that you don’t like me. Thinking about you pains me greatly, so frankly, I try to do it as infrequently as possible, hence the intermittent supply. On the other hand, I know how much you appreciate the days in the year when you don’t find a newsletter on your doormat in the morning, hence the two newsletters in quick succession. Hey ho.

Club News

First of all, here are the latest fishing dates again. There are lots and lots of dates, and unlike the last newsletter, this time you’ve got to BLOODY WELL DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT. For the extremely stupid among you (Tom, Chris, Smed etc etc you know who you are) this means phoning Adam and booking up. 

In a more positive vein, it would be really nice to see everyone out at least once or twice next year, so why not book up two or three trips (bearing in mind that about half seem to get cancelled) right now? If you’re worried about booking and then having to cancel, Adam and I can usually find someone to fill your place, so as long as you don’t make a habit of it, we’d much rather you booked yourselves on a few trips. We really want to see you out on the briny.

Newhaven dates (all with Stu)

Monday 13th January (inshore cod or possibly early wreck pollack)

Friday 24th January (maybe inshore cod, maybe offshore pollack. Maybe pouting, whiting and dogs. It’s the day before the annual dinner, so we’ll be fishing for the coveted singing Christmas tree award.

Monday 11th February (offshore pollack I expect)

Monday 3rd of March (ditto in a pollacky way – best chance ever of beating Two Dog’s seventeen pound record. And don’t let him tell you it was 17½ either) (even though it was)

Monday 24th March (pollack, or early cod – maybe even plaice)

Monday 19th May (big plaice from the Sovereign Shoal or somewhere similar)

Friday 6th June (cod, pollack, conger, bass, who knows?)

Monday 7th July (ditto, maybe black bream too)

Monday 4th August (getting into big conger and bass territory now)

Monday 25th August (and the bream are definitely worth a go too)

Monday 15th September (beat my bass record)

Monday 6th October (Oh, and my conger record too)

Monday 27th October (probably the last chance for conger and bream)

Monday 17th November (unless we go eeling/breaming on this date as well – it’s either that or ground fishing for cod)

Monday 8th of December (cod will be thick on the ground, I can exclusively reveal)

Weymouth dates

Friday 11th April (Ken Leicester – plaice)

Friday 2nd May (Ken Leicester – turbot, plaice)

Friday 18th/Saturday 19th July (Richard English & Ken Leicester – cod, pollack, bass, conger, huss, tope, rays, wrasse etc etc.)

We’ve booked up the Sailor’s Return for two nights (Thursday and Friday) for the plaice and turbot trips for eight people, and three nights (Thursday-Saturday) for 16 people in the summer. 

Les has booked up with Colin Penny for the same dates as our plaice and turbot trips, and may well have a space or two left over. They’ll also be staying in the Sailor’s so we’ll have the place to ourselves for all three trips. Les has also booked up three other trips on Colin’s boat, and if you fancy fishing on any of them, give him a call. His details are below.

Friday 7th of March – rays and smoothies

Friday 20th of June – bit of everything

Friday 8th of August – bream and bass

CALL ADAM on 01273 478886 in the evenings, 01306 743744 during office hours or by emailing him on a.frost@ukintpress.com to book up lots of fishing. You can book up with Les by phoning him on 01825 750594.

Also hoving into view on the horizon, like a vast wave destined to unsettle your stomach in a particularly nasty way, is the annual club dinner. This festival of fishy fun will take place on Saturday the 25th of January in the Judges Room of the Crown Inn on the High Street in Lewes. We are now taking bookings for what will undoubtedly be the event of the year. Phone, email, or speak to Adam or me as soon as you can so we can get an idea of numbers.

And if you are the proud possessor of one of our sought-after club trophies, now is the time we must collect them up in our huge bag marked “club swag – entirely worthless” so that we can engrave the names of this year’s lucky winners on them.  So if you’ve got one of them, please return it to Adam as soon as possible. If, on the other hand, you have not yet received your (for example Really Eely) trophies from last year (e.g. Clive and Scoop), you will be relieved to hear they are finally on their way from the Conger Club and you can expect to have them any day now, or by the end of the decade, whichever isn’t the sooner.

And here’s an interesting club notice. Required for club trips, one heavy duty cloth mail-type sack. If you have one or can get hold of one, can you give Adam a call and arrange to let him have it. Why on earth? All will become clear later on.

Go to the web site. If you haven’t already looked at the album to see if there are any pics of you, it’s at http://www.reallywrecked.com/album. I want you to send me more photos too – either as real photos to me at 7 Milton Road, London SE24 0NL, or as digi pics and scans by email to ben@reallywrecked.com. And there’s the BRAND NEW forums section where you can comment on anything that takes your fancy at http://www.reallywrecked.com/forums and there’s news and all sorts of other crap for your fish-related browsing pleasure.


Tuesday August 6th
Finally it happened. I suppose it was bound to. After almost a year of being blown off (this might be a good time to break a newsletter tradition of not turning that into a smutty joke. Perhaps not) we managed to get out with Stu on Catchup III. As trips had been in short supply, the demand was very heavy, and it was ten anglers rather than our usual eight who boarded at 7.45am. I say “anglers” but with Adam Frost, Steve Newham etc etc. in the party you know I’m being euphemistic.

Spirits were sky high as we entered the lock at the entrance Eastbourne marina. We were actually going fishing, the forecast was not too shabby and Stu had a plan involving a particular wreck filled with big conger and a load of bream. What could possibly go wrong? In fact, the first thing had already gone wrong, with Two Dogs on board and champing at the bit to make things right with Stu. There was bound to be trouble ahead.

It didn’t take long. In an effort to build bridges, Stu asked Two Dogs to help tie up the boat in the lock. Two Dogs was only too keen to oblige. Rather than attach it to something flimsy like a cleat, Two Dogs thought it would be much more secure if the entire boat was held by a rope twisted round the VHF aerial and then looped over the delicate radar array. Stu was delighted with this new configuration and showed his pleasure by growling like an angry conger.

As we headed out for the wreck, we stopped two or three times to pick up mackerel for bait. The first couple of stops we struggled to catch any but the third time we hit a decent-sized shoal and filled the bait box. All this time the sea appeared to be pretending there was a force four blowing, but we dismissed it as swell left over from previous days which would soon die down as the day wore on. Hah! We should have known better.

We arrived at the wreck Stu eyed the breeze unhappily. Okay, so it sounds a hard thing to do, eyeing a breeze, but decent skippers have many talents and that’s just one of them. He decided that despite the complete absence of cod and pollack in the channel we should have a couple of drifts to see how strong the wind really was. 

Grateful for any opportunity to wet a line, no matter how unlikely to catch (you should have seen us mackerel fishing) we dropped down assorted Redgills and pirks. The first drift was pretty much completely devoid of fish (in the absence of Phillip Cook we couldn’t even manage a pouting), but on the second Stevie triumphantly Smedlied a tiny pollack that appeared to be auditioning for the International Goby Impersonation Trials. But when all around you are blanking, the size of the fish is immaterial.

Then Stu gave us the grim news. This wreck was particularly small, and with so little tide, the wind blowing across tide meant it was impossible to anchor accurately. There was another wreck a couple of miles away that was much more spread out across the seabed, so that even when we swung around, we’d still be fishing into worthwhile areas, so we headed over there. The wreck held decent conger and had produced good bream too, but you could tell from Stu’s demeanour that he didn’t fancy it nearly as much as the first.

When we arrived, we had another couple of drifts to allow Stu to check the lie of the land. It also allowed Stevie to catch his second mini-specimen, this one a codling of just about legal size. I don’t think in all the years I have been fishing that I have ever seen anyone make such a fuss over so small a fish. 

Finally we anchored up and set about bait fishing. This was what we had come to do and the enthusiasm level went up a couple of notches as flapper and frozen cuttle baits were dropped over the side. Sadly the anticipated rush of bites failed to materialise and we were just beginning to lose heart when Adam struck into a half decent fish. It put up a good struggle to begin with but seemed to give up about half way up. It didn’t nod like a cod, or battle like a conger, so what was it?

The fish appeared, a green outline in the murky depths. Was it something really interesting, angler fish or monkfish perhaps? A big gurnard? It took shape, tantalising us with possibilities. A pollack. A bloody pollack. What was it doing taking cuttle nailed to the bottom? Okay it was a half decent fish of around 11lb and would comfortably have swallowed both of Stevie’s fish without noticing, but just for a while it looked like it might have been something a bit more special.

After a blank hour or so, talk turned to bait. The fish had come on cuttle, having completely ignored our flappered mackerel. We looked at our supplies of frozen cuttle. They didn’t look like they would last all day. Then a voice piped up from the corner. “I’ve got some fresh cuttlefish.”

We looked round to see the owner of the voice. There could be only one. Two Dogs had indeed done us all a favour by buying some fresh cuttle, but then had forgotten to get it out. Stu was most impressed by this feat of memory, especially as fresh cuttle is so much more effective than frozen. Also impressive was the quantity. Once the package was unwrapped, eight puny cuttlefish shivered, naked in the breeze. This was not going to last us all day.

Still fresh bait is fresh bait, and we cut them up and put them on our hooks. For twenty minutes there was nothing but the usual pouting rattles and then something a bit more aggressive began examining my cuttle head bait. I gave line and then wound down in a supremely controlled manner (cf. Neil Cook idiotic accusations). 

The fish started doing its best to go somewhere else, nodding in classic cod fashion. Unused to fish behaving as they do in the textbook, I was greatly surprise when it did indeed turn out to be a cod of around 12lb. Not to be outdone, Adam hooked and landed another one of around the same size. 

With the fresh cuttle running low, I had left the same head on the hook, freshening it up with a small piece of cuttle strip. It proved just as deadly as it had the first time, fooling another cod, this one being around 16lb.

Sadly as this stage we had to revert to frozen bait, and the cod stopped coming. It might have been coincidence, but then again, it might not. Now I don’t wish to sound ungrateful, because I am very grateful to Two Dogs for bothering to go and pick up some bait, and don’t want to discourage this kind of selfless behaviour, but for the future, if you’re getting bait for everyone, a boat’s worth is at least two stone. For ten anglers you might even want more.

There’s a chance that we’ll end up with some left over at the end of the day, but there’s usually a freezer we can keep it in for another day. And if there isn’t, it’s better to have some bait left over than to run out – even if this means a “wasted” £1 per head on bait. On days when the fish are really feeding, it would be tragic to stop catching due to lack of the right bait.

Several of the crew had been trying for bream on small baits. They used both leger and paternoster rigs with equal success. The measure of success in this case being whether you managed to bring up a hook empty of pouting. That was as good as it got.

In fact, the complete lack of bream even prompted Mr. Small Baits himself, Mick Deacon, to tie on a big hook and try his hand at big boys’ fishing later in the afternoon. He chose the right time to make the change. 

Within twenty minutes, the eels began to feed – not with any great enthusiasm, but it was better than nothing. In the end we had four – the largest being a 32-pounder taken by Scoop. Apart from this, the only other eel worthy of individual note was the one caught by Mick Deacon – not because it was larger than the others – but because it was only his second eel (on a club trip anyway) and at 18lb was a personal best. Mick has unusual tastes, as we all know, and he decided to keep his eel for the pot. As far as I can recall this, along with another from this trip, made up the second and third eels from the hundreds we have caught that we have ever killed.
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Stu certainly did not believe in letting the poor wee things suffer in the fishbox. Once he had swung Mick’s on board, he produced a short cosh. If a priest is what trout anglers use to administer the last rites, this was a cardinal, if not a pope, probably from the Borgia period of papal history. And with this mini baseball bat he proceeded to cudgel the eel into a state of placid submission – very impressive.

And that was about it. As trips go, it was nothing to get excited about. Stu was apologetic that we hadn’t been able to fish the first wreck and that the fishing had been mediocre. But you can’t win ‘em all and let’s face it, at least we managed to get out. Let’s hope it’s not another year before we manage it again.

It was particularly nice of Beef to fly 12,000 miles back from his new home north of Brisbane to blank. We appreciate the effort. On the other hand, we all know the real reason for his visit. He hadn’t seen or held his beloved Conoflex for almost three months. True, he had been emailing it regularly, but as it hadn’t replied, he was beginning to suspect that Jari (who was looking after it) had not been allowing it proper access to the Internet. It’s a good thing Beef didn’t see the photos of Jari’s lovely kids using it for pole vault practice.

Thursday October 3rd
Bloody hell. That’s two trips within ten weeks of each other, with just the one trip cancelled in between because of the wind. If this carries on much longer some members of the club will almost have remembered how to fish. Always assuming, of course, that any of them knew how in the first place.

It was touch and go the night before, but a quick confirmatory phone call at 5.45am soon had the happy news spreading across East Sussex like sleepy wildfire – we were indeed going fishing. The forecast had improved overnight and we were looking at about a force three from a generally north westerly direction (this part may be hopelessly inaccurate but don’t worry, it only has critical bearing on the story, so that’s okay).

Bait this time had been bought by the ultra-efficient Clive Hodges, so nothing could possibly go wrong there and all in all, everything was looking good. We set out from Eastbourne, (for the last time, since Stu has now moved to Newhaven, hurray!), in a slight swell, but nothing that could dampen our enthusiasm. Once again it was a small tide, and the cod and pollack fishing was rubbish, so it was mainly conger and bream we planned to target.

Catching mackerel for bait on the way out was hard, as usual. But with two stone of cuttle, we weren’t worried, and Stu was confident we’d be able to catch more mackerel at anchor if we needed to. So we probably only wasted about half an hour for a grand total of five mackerel.

Finally we arrived at the wreck, and that part was just fine. But the promised easing of the wind had not happened. As we looked around at the white horses cresting around us, the situation began to look horribly familiar. Had we not seen this very stretch of sea just one month before? A quick check with Stu confirmed it. He’d brought us back to the lovely, eel-heavy, bream-filled wreck he’d tried first off last trip, only for the wind to be too strong for us to be able to anchor its small but perfect form.

We drifted across it, vainly trying to tempt its cod and pollack to have a go, but the word “vainly” was not used lightly earlier in the sentence. We caught nothing. Stu tried a couple more, hoping the wind would ease and allow us to anchor, but it just would not co-operate. Finally, at his wits end (unusual since Two Dogs was not on the trip), Stu decided we would have to move on, to try our luck at the larger two-part wreck that we had fished the month before.

How could lightning strike twice? How could this happen to us, especially when Rab the Wind God hadn’t even booked up for the trip? Clive suggested it had to be Chris’ fault and offered to ritually slaughter him to rid us of the bad luck, but tempting though this was, we decided it would be hard to persuade Debbie that he’d just decided to stay in the pub for the next 23 years.

Funnily enough, by the time we arrived at wreck two, even the offer of human sacrifice had worked its magic and the wind eased off considerably. If only we had just sat tight on the first wreck. Ho ho. How we laughed at the irony of it all, especially Stu.

Still, we were there now, and the sounder showed plenty of fish, so down went the anchor and out came the cuttle for bait. I say cuttle, but when we opened the box and wiped away the ink, what was revealed to us would not have looked amiss adorning the arm of a fashion-conscious barbie doll. “Pink” does not do justice to the violent magenta colour that assaulted the eyes of all who looked on it.

For those of you who don’t know (Alain, Marcus, Clinky, Adam) pink cuttle = BAD cuttle, nasty, off, smelly, old, unappealing cuttle (much like Adam, really) that fish generally swim away from rather than towards. And this cuttle was pink. The only things pinker on the boat were Clive (cuttle purchaser) Hodges’ cheeks as he tried to explain away his appalling lack of judgement in  the cuttle department.

Now we are an experienced bunch, and obviously we’ve had to deal with stale bait in the past – after all, we do buy quite a lot of it from the notorious Weymouth Angling Centre, vendor of hermit crabs that were on first name terms with the dinosaurs, and where ragworms are graded, not by size, but by the number of months since they passed over to the other side. But even so, it was clear that we would struggle with this stuff. I suspect that even WAC’s Andy Selby (or “Sell By”) would have thought twice about selling it.

Stu snorted in a way he usually only uses when Two Dogs is in the boat. We knew we were in trouble. But with a grand total of five mackerel in the fish box, it was pink cuttle or nothing, so on went the dayglo baits and away we went. Guess what happened next? Unbelievable, you all got it right. We caught nothing at all. Indeed, after half an hour the sounder, previously alive with signs of fish, now showed nothing. Even the wreck had moved a couple of hundred yards away in an attempt to evade the rancid smell of our bait.

Deciding that we had a better chance of catching if we went anywhere our scent trail had not, Stu took us to another nearby wreck uptide of the one we’d ruined. Smaller than the one we’d left, it was only possible to anchor it properly because the wind had dropped. Now all we had to do was hope that the fish in this part of the Channel liked stale cuttlefish.

Events took on a familiar shape. The sounder showed loads of fish, hanging around in vast, voracious shoals, ready to tear apart anything resembling food. Unless it happened to be pink, of course. We sat and waited for a bite, for Christmas, for Godot. Some bloke did amble past asking for Vladimir and Estragon, but we didn’t get anything resembling a proper bite.

Oh all right, I’m exaggerating a tiny weeny bit, we did get a few pouting, but nothing else. It was about now that Jonathan, pirking away merrily at anchor despite all information from fellow club members that this was a futile pursuit, brought in a lovely cuttlefish. At least it was the same shape as a cuttlefish, but this one was not the slightest bit pink. It was as if it had popped in to point out to us (and especially to Clive) how unpink a cuttlefish should actually be.

Jonathan was not that keen to unhook the beastie for fear of getting inked, so I demonstrated my complete control of all marine life by grasping the creature and removing the hook for him, whereupon it gratefully squirted its captor with water, soaking him liberally. It then went on the ink all over the deck, winning me warm plaudits from the skipper.
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After calming down for a while in the fishbox, the happy little chap was seized and cut up for bait in a desperate attempt to catch some fish. I don’t know whether it was this that sparked the fish out of their lethargy, or whether it was complete coincidence, but whatever it was, shortly after dropping down with a fresh cuttle bait, Jonathan was soon hauling in a nice 7lb cod, hooked fairly and squarely in the mouth in most un-Jonathan-like fashion.

And more success was to follow as both Kim and Chris landed double figure cod on more of the fresh bait. Chris was the largest by about a pound at 13lb 8oz, and both were extremely welcome. Those of us not using the fresh bait were none too confident of catching, but then, miracle of miracles, Clive took a strap conger of about 10lb.

Wearing a huge smile, which had much more to do with a feeling of “I told you there was nothing wrong with this bait” than with the size of the fish, Clive watched Stu unhook the leviathan. “’Bout 1lb 6oz I’d say,” Stu said dryly as the eel made its way back to the bottom. Encouraged by this success, Clive promptly hooked another, far larger fish of about 12lb. “’Bout 2lb 6oz, that one,” was all Stu would say.

But what of Adam, all the while fishing beside Clive, with the same bait, the same rig, the same everything? I’m glad you asked because Adam, sad to say, was having one of those days, and I’m sure you’ll all want to sympathise with him. There now follows a short summary of Adam’s technique from the day:

1) Down goes rig

2) Over goes lever drag

3) Short wait

4) Lift rod with view to trotting bait downtide

5) Feel heavy weight of wreck on end of line

6) Curse

7) Try to free rig

8) Fail to free rig

9) Curse

10) Snap off

11) Retrieve flapping line

12) Tie on new leader and rig and rebait

13) Repeat steps 1-13 all day

Sometimes for variety, Adam would add in a special bonus step 10b which involved staggering backwards after the snap off, falling in the fish box or pirouetting round and slapping Kim in the head with his rod. Ah the tears of sympathy we shed.

Adam does think he may have caught a strap at some point, but if anyone else remembers catching one then even this will have to be struck from the record, as our final tally was not a large one, and only one eel remains unaccounted for.

[image: image3.jpg]




Meanwhile others, chief among them Colin, were fishing for bream. With conventional tactics proving all too deadly for the fabled brown bream instead of the more conventional black variety, Colin decided it was time for a change, and time for an astonishing attempt at the Colin Pearce Rig Master Award, named after the wizard of riggardry himself. Eschewing normal leger or paternoster tactics and, some would say, completely losing his grip on reality, Colin decided that what the bream really needed to get them going was a huge turbine, churning through the water and generating about 250kW/h.

The brilliantly engineered piece of kit consisted of a roughly six foot by three foot piece of chromed steel or shiny aluminium, attached to the rig in such a way as to allow it to rotate along its long axis. This rotation was the key to its success, allowing it to act as a fish attractor.

This might work very well for the 200lb Pacific salmon for which it was intended, but since it would literally dwarf even a 6lb bream, it was likely to prove attractive in the same way that lions are attractive to gazelles or that stamping your feet attracts bunnies. (Is it bad luck to mention these in a newsletter about boat fishing by the way? Are there any Cornishmen reading this who can let me know?)

And so it turned out. For some unfathomable reason the spinning knives of death failed to tempt a single bream on to Colin’s hook. But this rig didn’t just frighten off any fish that happened to come near, it had another superb design plus. Something so massive and so carefully designed to spin in any current is bound to be fairly responsive to the tide. When I say ‘responsive’, I mean it is bound to catch any sort of tide whatsoever like a vast windsock, dragging lead, rig and line downtide with it. I am not exaggerating in the least when I say that if this little baby had been attached to the anchor warp, we’d never had been able to get the hook down. So this was not only a contender for rig of the year, but also helped put Colin firmly in the frame for the Seaford Tangler Trophy.

What followed is something that will live long in my memory – a little bit of joy in a world filled with misery. A fish of a lifetime – the biggest fish you have ever caught, the kind of fish you’d always dreamed of catching but never thought you would. The kind of fish you’d have happily watched another club member catch just to see it caught, only this time, the club member was you. 

After hours of nothing but pouting, I finally got a proper bite. I gave a little line. The fish took more insistently, pulling line off the reel faster than I could give it. I wound down (carefully Rab, no snap-offs required) and suddenly I was into a conger, and a big one too. This fish did not pull back gamely while being led away from the wreck. Oh no. This fish would not move an inch.

Petrified of snapping off, after what had happened in Weymouth, I didn’t want to pile on too much pressure. But I had to shift it away from the wreck. I applied more and more pressure. It moved, but barely.

Stu wandered over, recognising that something interesting was going on. “That looks a better fish,” he smiled cheerily. “I reckon this one could even go three pounds.”

I gritted my teeth and tried to say something funny back but all that came out was “t-theuurgh”. I gained a few feet but then the eel refused to budge.

“Go on, give it some stick,” said Stu a little more anxiously.

I tried, and gained another couple of feet. But the eel decided it didn’t like the game and backed away taking all the line I’d gained and more.

“Don’t let it take line. It’ll get back in the wreck,” said Stu, not all that happy with my performance.

I clamped my thumb on the spool to prevent it taking any more line and waited for the inevitable “ping!” But miraculously the line didn’t snap and I was able to pump the eel back up a couple of feet.

“Keep him moving,” said Stu encouragingly.

But I couldn’t and again the fish backed away, taking line. This time I was quicker and clamped down before Stu could say anything, and I started it back up. This had taken about four or five minutes and I had gained maybe ten feet of line.

I began to pump the fish and gradually it came up. About another twenty feet of line went on the reel and I decided it was time for low gear – to bring the fish up slowly but surely.

It came more easily in low gear and I began to feel the battle was turning my way. About this time I noticed that Chris, who was next to me, had started winding in too. He looked like he was going to rebait.

The fight got a lot easier. I began to wonder if I hadn’t caught a 50lb bass, which was swimming up towards the boat. I wound hard to keep in touch, then realised that this was not really a job for the low gear on my reel. This part had taken perhaps ten seconds. Stu then noticed Chris.

“You’re tangled with Ben,” said Stu to Chris as he wound.

“No I’m no,” replied Chris, stubbornly winding some more. 

“Yes you are. Stop winding.”

“No I’m no. It’s no goin’ light. It still feels heavy”

“That’s because you’re winding in. Stop winding.”

At this point Stu flashed the “I’m serious” look (which Two Dogs ignores so well) at Chris, causing Chris to pause his winding.

“Oh aye,” said the burly Scot. “It’s gone light.”

I could then see that our two lines pointed inwards towards each other, in distinctly tangle-like fashion. Ignoring this, I carried on, and at first the fish came easily. Then suddenly it made a break for it, bouncing the rod tip like mad, but just as suddenly it gave up and I could bring it upwards again. It tried this once more but then it was on the surface, a very fat eel indeed.

Stu looked at it and pronounced it around the 55-60lb mark. Then he looked again as it came closer. “No, it could be bigger, maybe 65lb.”

I asked to have it weighed, on the off chance that it might just beat our oldest club record. Stu got the gaff and neatly chin gaffed the monster, which luckily was lying on the surface as quiet as a lamb, making no attempt to return to the depths. As he struggled to haul the fish over the stern he revised his estimate again. “It might even be bigger than that, you know.”
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It was not a long eel, and its head was not that large, but it was portly, and it took some getting in. The attempts to weigh the fish were quite comic, and if the eel had not been so placid, there might have been serious loss of life. As it was Clive did manage to make himself useful and generally acted like the helpful person we know he is not.

Eventually Stu managed to weigh the eel and proclaimed it to be a fantastic 72lb, making me the happiest man on the South Coast. So shaky were my arms that it took me twenty minutes to light a cigarette and another twenty to rebait.

Later on, I did hear another version of this sequence of events, which went something like this…

Chris felt the pull of a large fish and began to wind. The fish fought hard and Chris battled back. Ben meanwhile, was in the cabin reading the Sun with his trousers round his ankles.

Chris hauled as hard as his mighty frame permitted, manfully heaving the eel into midwater. Ben ambled out from the cabin, smoking a post-coital cigarette. He picked up his rod and, noticing the line has gone slack, wound it in.

Just as Chris’s eel neared the surface Ben caught up with his line, which was tangled with Chris’, and realised a fish was involved. As the eel was brought aboard, Ben noticed it was his hook in the fish’s mouth and claimed the fish.

In order to distract Chris and prevent him disputing Ben’s fraudulent claim, Stu Arnold, that well known criminal, savagely hacked at Chris’ braid, consigning about 200 yards of it to the briny, before snapping Chris’s rod over his knee and tossing the pieces overboard. Like a gentleman, Chris decided not to say anything at the time but has since set up a helpline for anglers who can’t catch their own conger. You’ll find details at http://www.reallywrecked.com/forums 

The slightly protracted battle to weigh the fish highlighted a definite omission from club kit. To weigh and return conger easily, you really need something to weigh them in. Adam suggests a sturdy mail sack into which he can sew some strong rings. To weigh an eel, Stu simply chin gaffs the fish, drops it in the sack (held open by two helpful club members) where it is unhooked, weighed and then tipped out overboard. All we need now is the sack. Anyone got one, or any bright ideas on how to get hold of one?

Anyway, back to the boat. I didn’t really start to fish properly again until after the eels had stopped feeding, but I didn’t care, I’d caught enough eel for one day. By then a few bream were feeding and we enjoyed a late flurry (well, four) of these hard-fighting fish. Colin, having abandoned his attempts to pick up free satellite porn on his flashing radar dish rig, also managed to catch a bream. Coincidence? I don’t think so.

As we steamed back in, we reflected on another mainly unsatisfactory day. We caught a few fish, and it was nice to get out, but once again the wind had prevented us from doing plan A. Those who had caught were happy, and Jonathan made me take about 300 pictures of him, his cod and his left-handed Penn reel, in a transparent attempt to persuade whichever sugar daddy bought him this item of tackle to buy him another.
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And one angler couldn’t stop smiling all the way back in, and even bought a round of drinks without complaining. Who could that be? Hint. It wasn’t Chris. 

Tight lines,

Ben
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Me and my lovely fat conger. My thanks must go to my ghillie Chris for landing the fish before handing it to me for the photos.





Chris with a nice double-figure cod. The fish was actually caught by someone else, but Chris claimed it on the perfectly reasonable grounds that he had once tangled with the angler in question.





Kim uses an unsuspecting passing cod to demonstrate that some members of the Hodges clan do know to smile while posing with fish.





Mick’s PB conger – only his second ever and a mighty beast at 18lb.





Jonathan shows off a cod caught with his Penn reel. That’s the Penn reel highlighted to the left of the strange-looking bloke with the fish.





Jonathan’s reel in case you missed it before…
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