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 ou’d think, wouldn’t you, that with a hardcore name like the Really Wrecked Sea Angling Club, that we’d be a pretty hard core crew of no-nonsense anglers and piss-heads with an “if-it-moves-fight-it” attitude to a night out drinking, and frankly, fuck the rest of them.

But, and this is a bit of a recurring theme in recent newsletters, we’ve been letting this slip a bit of late. What with Adam’s new aversion to staying up late, beer and eating anything other than fruit and vegetables, Jari’s new approach to drinking, which appears no longer to involve becoming temporarily blind and breaking as many limbs (of his own) as possible, and an all-round preference for a night in watching UK Gold, we’re not the force for evil we once were.

But things have recently got worse. Much worse. I always thought we were a fairly down-to-earth bunch, ordinary, hard working, decent, normal, average blokes. With the odd airline pilot thrown in. I’d assumed that for our skippers etc. a day out with us was pretty run of the mill – a few excellent anglers (modesty forbids me from mentioning any names), a few muppets (Adam, Stevie, Chris etc) and a bunch of others who know roughly which end of a rod to point at a fish – a lot of ordinary guys going about their ordinary fishing business just like any other bunch of normal blokes on a day off from work.

I now find out that the fuckers in the Weymouth Angling Centre, the shop, let me remind you, that thinks that a string of rotting protoplasm, which was, at some point in the previous 6 months, a ragworm, can be classed as live bait (presumably because the mould growing on it is still alive), call us “Andy’s posh mates” behind our backs! What a load of total bollocks! 

Firstly, no way are we Andy’s mates. For the record, the man is a nightmare. We only fish with him because we need someone for Ken and Richard to hate more than us.

Secondly, you couldn’t find a more earthy, normal gang than us. We like all the normal things, that ordinary working folk like, such as “ale” and “television” and “association football” (“up the Hotspurs” and “Let’s go cottaging” as my pals from Fulham often remark). I remember saying as much to my valet just the other day, while soundly thrashing him with a birch. Champagne on board boat is positively frowned on, before luncheon at any rate, and we strictly limit all anglers to one manservant per person per trip. I hope that has cleared that up once and for all. Now on with the trip reports.

Weymouth 16th and 17th July

As usual we gathered in the Sailor’s Return, where Becky has hung up her postmix and passed the baton on to Helen. She wasted no time in introducing herself, passing round a head-tossed-back, coquettish-glance-to-the-camera photograph of herself from a few years ago. This tactic worked brilliantly with Stevie, who pocketed said photo and stayed up until 3am trying to persuade Helen to retrieve it herself.

Day One – The A team

Day one was rough, as it always is, so while the A Team braved the waves and headed for France aboard One for his Nob, we B Teamers stayed inshore with Ken. Sadly the waves were too much to attempt the Kidney Bank blondes, so for the fifth year running, we were forced to look to plan B and fish where we could.

The A Team filled their boots. No really. They came back with tales of so many eels, and ling and bass that you wouldn’t believe it. And bass, did I mention the bass? Twenty three bass they caught! They must have miscounted.

A particular high point of the day came when Richard’s shoddy anchor work meant that the boat drifted off the wreck, if it had ever been on one – some of Richard’s “marks” are a bit dodgy, if you know what I mean. And while the boat was happily sat over a featureless expanse of sand in the middle of the channel, there came a great Scottish roar.

The Channel, being English, quavered in her boots, feeling the raw Celtic power of the primordial scream, and sensing the pent up Pictish strength coursing mightily from the rod as Nikki bent into a beast.

The battle raged back and forth, as Nikki used all his strength and cunning to subdue his adversary. Finally it lay beaten on the surface, a huge undulate ray of 151/2lb. This ray is among the best fish taken on a club trip, ranking along with the likes of my poor cod and goldsinney bests. Eschewing NFSA medals, Nikki returned the fish to depths, like the sportsman he is.
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Another great achievement was Smed’s new red gurnard best. At 1lb 4oz it beat the current record by a full 3oz. Maybe not a lung-busting monster, but a nice fish and a record to boot.

Later in the pub, Adam confided in me that the bass seemed drawn to him that day. No matter what rig he used or how he fished it, he would hook and land bass after bass. The other anglers performed satisfactorily, but none had the same success as our boy wonder. “Indeed,” he declared loftily. “I got rather bored of it after a while. You know, drop down, bang, wind in another bass. I think I had at least eight, and probably ten. No, bass do nothing for me. Silly silver fish.”

It’s the kind of talk that gets the god of fishing hot under the collar, and I wouldn’t be surprised if Adam were to come in for a bit of punishment at some later date. No-one deserves it more.

Best bass of the day, and of the year so far, belonged to Stevie – a nice fish of 51/2lb. Other than that, there were 21 conger to about 50lb (nothing big enough to tear the Really Eely trophy from Phil Pepper’s grasp), cod, a ling, and a few small pollack; enough fish to keep even a crew as miserable as the A Team happy all day.

Day One – The B Team

Over on the other channel, the B Team began their day in high style, drifting the Shambles for turbot and brill. The tranquillity of the peaceful scene was only broken by Tom’s incessant dark muttering about the lack of turbot and what a waste of time it all was.

Five minutes later and he was forced to eat his words, as Neil “Voodoo” Cook boated a fine brill of 3lb 12oz. While not over the official existing 4lb record, that weight had only been an estimate, and we were desperate to force Neil to buy a round, so we decided that the record was his.

A short while later, Cook was at it again with another superb new record – our first seabird, fairly hooked, played, landed and released. The 12oz manx shearwater took a small strip of mackerel and dived for freedom. Neil later described the fight as disappointing, but then he was fishing too heavy for such a small bird. 

This great start did not open the floodgates however, and after a few fruitless drifts we made a move to the mussel beds, there to drift for plaice and bream. Again we made a great start, Tom coming up trumps with a plaice of 3lb, while others got stuck into bream of about the same size. But again things tailed off and we headed off over slack water to anchor off the borstal.

This is one of Andy’s all time favourite marks and he was delighted to be fishing it again. Dom meanwhile looked rather twitchy to be this close to Portland Borstal, leading the rest of us to speculate that he must have spent the best part of his youth in such places.

Andy dropped down with a drilled bullet and mackerel strip. As he was telling us how much he loved this mark, the rod was almost torn from his effeminate grasp by something truly enormous. He was using light gear and could do nothing with the fish. For five minutes he grunted and strained, but eventually the inevitable happened and the line snapped. We were almost as disappointed as Andy, being very keen to get at least a glimpse of whatever it was he had hooked.

We dropped down hoping for smoothies and huss, and we did manage one small huss and two smoothies, so that part went well. But we also made good friends with another, altogether more common species of dogfish.

Tiring of the excellent doggie sport, and seeing a red gurnard come on board, Andy broke out one of his specialist rigs, tied up for him by some dodgy Italian during one of his “World Championship” trips, and announced he was going all out for gurnard. 

The rig consisted, if my memory serves me correctly, of a four-hook paternoster rig, with small wire booms holding the hooklengths off from the mainline. The wire of the booms was white-plastic-coated and the whole thing was very white looking. There were also a number of small white attractor lures, a bit like Mepps, which clearly marked this out as a “special” rig. 

The fish obliged, and within minutes Andy had hit a rich vein of pouting which no-one else seemed able to contact. The benefits of superior bait presentation were clear for all to see. This was then proved in spades when he battled and beat a hard fighting seven foot piece of cling film which, even when wrung dry, weighed a full 10 ounces, and which fought like a demon in the tide.

Rather to my surprise, Andy did eventually hit a red gurnard, but closer inspection revealed that he had changed to a more conventional set-up. Indeed, to give him his due, Andy did then proceed to catch more of the red grunters than anyone else. He topped this off with a lovely 1lb 8oz record specimen. Sometimes it’s almost like he knows what he was doing.

However, all this took place shortly after Simon Smewing took his record red gurnard on the A Boat. Coincidence? I don’t think so. It is often said that Andy has the personality of Uri Geller, and now it seems we have proof of his psychic abilities. Are they not, in fact, the same person? Has anyone ever seen them in the same room?

Day Two –  The A Team

The second day turned out to be, surprise, surprise, calmer than day one, which meant that, for the fifth year running, the A Team were able to head straight over to the Kidney Bank for the blonde rays.

The ray fishing was mixed, with plenty of dogfish providing bites and keeping everyone interested. The rays, on the other hand, we proving a little more reluctant to feed, and it was looking bleak for the A Team until Jari bent into a decent specimen, which went 131/2lb. Ten minutes later Nikki, clearly now a ray specialist, hooked a second, which was even larger, proving to be a record-equalling 14lb 10oz.

With blondes proving elusive, Ken took the boys to a rough ground mark where the action was somewhat slower. Stevie did attempt to alleviate the boredom with a splendid piece of quick thinking. On engaging the freespool prior to releasing his rig to the bottom, he found that his reel had helpfully jammed. While he attempted the repair, a seagull took a fancy to the mackerel strip waggling enticingly around on the surface.

It dived, Stevie yelped and jerked his bait from its beak. With only a few feet of line out, this had the unintended and hilarious result of sending the deadly payload – 12oz of lead and a wickedly sharp 6/0 hook – flying across the boat. The lead whistled inches from Ken’s left ear, and the hook nearly gave Adam a splendid new nose piercing to go with his Prince Albert. This splendid attempt at double murder was worthy of Two Dogs in his heyday, and will be recognised by the club in some fitting manner. 

Some good fish were taken. Adam landed another new club record; a tope of, though it pains me to say it, almost respectable proportions, at 33lb. This has the unique distinction, pointed out to me at great length by Adam, of being the largest non-eel fish taken on a club trip. He didn’t say, but it was also the largest fish taken on a Saturday by an angler with a beard and long hair.

Jari had a small rough ground strap of perhaps 20lb and snatched another of Stevie’s cherished records, when he beat and boated a splendid 12oz dab. Well done Jari! There was also one solitary black bream taken on light gear, possibly by Stevie, though no-one seemed to care that much. Apart from that, the famous Weymouth dogfish were in fine fettle, and as keen as ever to snaffle whatever bait was dropped to the bottom.
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Day Two –  The B Team

Obviously Richard had reserved his better wrecks for the A Team, so while the B Team managed a couple of bass at our first stop, there were nothing like the numbers of the previous day. We swiftly moved to a second wreck and when drifting produced nothing, Richard dropped the hook and we broke out the heavy tackle to fish into the teeth of a roaring tide.

About a minute after we had dropped our rigs over the side, weighted with 3lb of lead to cope with the tide and deep water, there came a plaintive cry. “This reel’s jammed.” 

We turned to look at the speaker, one Phillip Cook, a notorious troublemaker. He demonstrated the reels’ reluctance to wind – it resolutely refused to move forwards.

Then like one of those “What is wrong with this picture?”  photos, the pieces of the puzzle clicked into place. “Why is the handle on the left hand side?” he asked.

Why indeed. The answer being that, believing Phillip Cook to be more sensible than his inbred looks and blank expression would suggest, we’d let him tackle up his own rod and he, naturally, had put the reel on backwards.

This was, some might say, a fairly basic error, and it was compounded by the fact that there was now 150 yards of line out, with a 3lb lead on the other end, and a big tide screaming through. Oh what fun Phillip had as he struggled manfully to recover the line, reeling backwards left-handed, until, exhausted, he brought the lead back on board. Only then did we tell him that if he’d turned the rod over, he’d have been able to retrieve it reeling forwards with his right hand. How we all laughed; all, strangely, except Phillip. I expect he sees the funny side now.

With a bigger tide than the previous day we only had a short window during which we could realistically fish at anchor. Despite this, we gave the A team a damn good thrashing with 25 eels to their 21. Okay, so theirs were larger, but you can’t have everything. We also had three ling to 20lb, making it a very hectic couple of hours. 

When the tide started pushing though, we returned to the first wreck to drift for bass, and picked up several more, along with a few pollack and some nice cod, include a 171/2lb specimen for Neil and an eighteen-pounder for Tom. Neil also bagged his first club record, in the form of a fat two-pound mackerel taken on a shad. Phillip made it a record double for the Cook family by smashing Clive Hodge’s three year old kelp record out of sight with a superb 1lb 12oz frond.

I had the biggest bass, which Vera, Richard’s willing (male) assistant and part-time sex slave estimated to be “about four or five pounds”. I then weighed this fish some 24 hours later, gutted. It came out at 6lb – the biggest of the year so far. Who knows what it would have gone if I’d weighed it when I caught it. Which just goes to prove that I am an extraordinarily stupid twat.

Amazingly enough, the trip took another feathery turn when Andy returned from a visit to the prow of the boat carrying a pigeon which he had caught with his bare hands and native cunning. Actually it was a very tired homing pigeon which probably considered being forced to have unnatural relations with “Uncle” Andy in One for his Nob’s head was preferable to an unmarked watery grave some 20 miles offshore.

The poor chap spent the rest of the trip in that head, and was then released by Andy on our return to shore. The pigeon seemed strangely unimpressed with Weymouth when liberated. Perhaps it was actually a French homing pigeon, contemplating the extra 25 miles we had added to its journey.

As usual, the dinner was a great success, although not as hot as the Chinese meal we had had the night before, when certain club members had taken it in turns to pretend they were really enjoying the chillies which had been pickled in nitric acid and then stuffed with lava before being served to the gullible fools at table 12. If the drinking was not quite as enthusiastic as in previous years, it was only because there was an interesting documentary about 2nd Century BC Etruscan pottery on BBC2 at 10pm. Stevie, bless him, did do his best to maintain our proud record of Wreckery by drinking until after 2am, but with Jari totally failing to end up in intensive care, it can hardly be called a wild night.

Newhaven 27th July

This re-arranged trip did not go the way of most of our other re-arranged trips, as the day dawned bright and clear, and most unusually, flat calm. Remember those days when the sea is oily and laps gently against the side of the boat, it’s easy to stand up without strapping yourself to something, and you don’t end up with bruises from wedging yourself up against the gunwale rail to avoid falling over? This was one of those. 

As luck would have it, I was missing from the trip, which is just as well, as I hate it when it’s all hot and calm and lovely. In my stead we had three new members. There was Kim, not he of clan Hodges, but some unsavoury friend of Les. He turned out to be less of a tosser than Les, and a far better angler to boot, so no surprises there.

We also welcomed Nick Coster to our ranks – another one of our new members who found us through the web site. To make up the full crew of eight, Nick brought along his dad. Adam, being the perfect host, omitted to find out Nick’s dad’s name, so he shall henceforth be known only as Nick’s dad.

Dave took Ocean Warrior some 20 miles offshore to a wreck that held both cod and conger. Or at least that’s what it said in the brochure. Unfortunately, someone had forgotten to invite the fish, and after an hour of sitting fruitlessly at anchor, Dave made a move to another wreck about 3 miles further offshore. This they anchored for most of the rest of the day, fishing cuttle and mackerel into the hulk on big boys tackle. In the new location, the tactic paid off, with eels and cod coming with reasonable frequency.

The conger fed steadily, but never got carried away, and, as they frequently are, were finicky all day, resulting in a lot of missed bites and dropped fish. The general consensus is that it’s better to give the fish plenty of time with the bait under these circumstances, but there’s nothing more frustrating than spending 10 minutes feeding line and waiting for a good hard pull, only for the bites to dry up. 

As is traditional, Adam hooked into “a monster” which he “couldn’t budge” but which “felt like a really good fish”. One of these days Adam will land a really good fish, but don’t hold your breath.

Colin toyed with conger fishing, before reverting to type and tying up a succession of silly small fish rigs in an attempt to get in touch with an early season bream. All he succeeded in doing was getting in touch with the local pouting rotary club, which obliged by rotating all the way to the surface. 

Les, on the other hand, showed that you can teach an old dog new tricks, by becoming an eel-fiend, showing all aboard how it should be done. I don’t know what caused this change of heart in the lily-livered gurnard basher, but I can’t wait to see the new eel-crazy Les in action for myself.

When Dave upped anchor, the tally stood at 23 eels to about 45lb and six cod to just under 20lb, with four in double figures. A stop off at the Mira in on the way in to drift for bass was disappointing, but overall it was a decent day’s wrecking.

Weymouth 1st October

The forecast looked grim. Westerly backing South-westerly four to five, occasionally six in west later, sea state, slight to moderate, becoming moderate later. And let’s face it, Richard English is a big poof, with his fancy dan jet-propelled Kew gardens tribute, he’s reluctant to go out in a force 2.

So to a man, the entire crew had arranged that it would in fact be all right to go in to work the next day, as the fishing would obviously be cancelled. I say “to a man”, clearly using “man” in its loosest sense, but in fact we were rather undermanned in any case, as we had been repeatedly let down by club members with feeble excuses like “I do not have the use of my legs.” (Scoop) “My wife has been kidnapped by aliens, so I’ve got to look after the kids.” (big Chris) “My name is Jari Vanhatalo.” (Jari) and “I’m much too important to come fishing with the likes of you, I’ve got to supply the entire field of the World Shore Fishing Championships with dead ragworm.” (Andy “Sell-by”).

Luckily Tom Fowler was man enough to volunteer for a fishing trip he knew would be cancelled, making us a merry fivesome awaiting the news of the cancellation. It was with much raising of eyebrows therefore that we greeted the news that Richard “no sea too calm to cancel” English was keen to brave the elements and to get out there and fish. Somewhat surprised, we found ourselves in Weymouth drinking beer and talking about fishing.

Next morning we awoke to the familiar clanking of rigging on mast, indicating that our friend, the god of wind , was up to his usual tricks. Like a well oiled machine, we sprang out of bed with fully ten minutes to spare before the off. So keen were we to get out there that we even tried to delay Richard so he would miss the 8am bridge and we’d have to cancel. Seeing through our clever ruse, he simply moved One for his Nob below the bridge so we had to carry our gear an extra 200 yards. For some reason this seemed to make him happy.

With all five us on board, we set off for the Kidney Bank. First stop was to fish for mackerel where, frankly, we struggled because of Richard’s pig-headed refusal to adopt Ken’s clearly superior tactic of maintaining a steady 12 knots while mackerel fishing in order to avoid tangles and confuse and bemuse the fish into taking.

Luckily, such was the skill factor on board that we managed to overcome this obstacle and caught enough bait to last the morning’s fishing. Indeed, so skilled were we, that we even managed a new record when with great skill and aplomb I managed to lasso a garfish by the tail and haul it aboard. They go quite well when tailed hooked. This beast weighed in at a massive 1lb and set me up for a tremendous day’s fishing.

The first drop for proper fish set the tone for the rest of the day. Clive was first to get his bait in the water and fifteen minutes later while Adam was just tying the last knot in his line before dropping down, Clive was retrieving something quite large, but unraylike. Up it came – a lovely silver bass weighing 7lb. Large enough to snatch the Bass Cup from my sticky paws, but not quite big enough for a club record.

We should have headed home there and then, as the rest of the day turned into a Clive Hodges testimonial. To start with, things didn’t look so bad. We had nothing further at that mark, so Richard upped anchor to put us on another spot, identical in its lack of blondes.

The tide was fairly ripping through and we all enjoyed the tremendous fun of the 3lb of lead challenge. Down, strain, grit teeth. Grunt and wheeze and up comes a dogfish. What jolly fun.

Richard’s move came good as the tide began to slacken, when Tom hauled in a blonde ray of about 8-10lb, followed, wouldn’t you know it, by Clive with a ray, this one scaling the heady heights of 16lb – a new club record.

With the tide tailing off, Richard took us up onto the Shambles to see if he could find us any of the brill and turbot which had been putting in an appearance over the preceding weeks. Armed with sandeel and a garfish, we set off. There should have been some mackerel as bait too, but for some reason Richard preferred to spend his time in his nice warm cabin rather than catching us more bait like he’d promised.

I love turbot fishing. Not because we catch anything, nor indeed because it is relatively peaceful and non-strenuous, but because Tom hates it. He has vowed several times that he is never coming turbot fishing with us again, because we never catch. So I keep getting him down to Weymouth on the promise of all sorts of fishing, which magically turns into turbot fishing.
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And so it was today, with Tom grumping around the boat as through we’d begged him to come fishing. Well, actually we did, but that’s no excuse for not loving the Shambles and its elusive inhabitants.

Anyway, as luck would have it, second drift we did have a turbot – a beast of 7lb 14oz – another superb new club record. The lucky angler? Clive again. The muttering had started.

Luckily another, more popular, angler demonstrated his skill by fishing a freelined mackerel strip and landing his second garfish – this one hooked properly in the mouth. This was followed by another record as I then hooked, played and landed a fine juvenile herring gull on the same gear. They go well on light tackle. Richard showed great skill and bravery in unhooking the hissing, spitting devil while I cowered further down the boat on the pretext of “keeping the trace taut for you, Richard”. This fine specimen was given an estimated weight of 2lb by the skipper and is another glorious chapter in our glorious history. Amazingly that’s our third bird this year, having never previously caught any.

These magnificent achievements were overshadowed by Clive landing another bloody flatfish – this one a brill of 7lb 2oz and, you’ve guessed it, another club record. Three records in a day, plus the magnificent achievement of the “holy trinity” of sandbank species: bass, brill and turbot. It almost makes me wish that Clive had broken my bass record, just to make the score perfect. Almost, but not quite. What it definitely did is make everyone wish that Clive fuck off and join another club, one where tackle boffins and flukey no-hopers could mingle without fear or prejudice.
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Now it would be fair to say that it wasn’t the nicest of days, with a stiff force 6 putting a nice ripple on the water and slowing our drifts considerably, to between 1-2 knots. This had the peculiar effect of making your lead drift ahead of the boat instead of behind it, as the tide was flowing faster than the boat was moving.

In fact it was a bit like Ken’s technique of dropping the anchor over the side to slow the drift, except that we weren’t fishing heavy leads straight down. Instead we were letting plenty of line off as though fishing normally on the drift, which might have meant that some of us were fishing off the bottom at least some of the time. However, Clive had a good deal of line out and landed two fish. It was also generally possible to feel the lead bumping on the bottom as usual.

I experimented with even more line out, as in a lot more, and while feeling bites was I would say, almost impossible, I did catch two fish – one turbot of 3lb 12oz and one brill of 3lb 2oz. While not in the league of Clive’s they put a smile on my face. This smile was only broadened by Tom’s lack of any turbot. “He who believeth not shall catcheth not” Book of John Wilson 1, verse 2986. 

We also caught several cuttlefish, which were on the Shambles in numbers and were probably responsible for many bites and mauled baits. And Stevie had a nice schoolie of around 2lb, which he sportingly returned.

On our triumphant return, with Clive in a post-coital-like state of satisfaction and gutting everything that looked vaguely fishy, the weather performed its last trick on us. Despite a keen wind and grey skies all day, there had been no rain. No rain, that is, until it was time to unload our gear from the boat. At which point the skies opened to say “Welcome back boys!” with a tropical downpour. Adam in particular appreciated this, as he had to wait outside guarding Stevie’s fishing kit while Stevie fetched the car and embarked on a tour of the Weymouth rush hour. After the day he had endured (not exactly brimming with fish), it looked like the god of fishing had exacted his revenge on the “bored with bass” angler.

Back in the pub we all agreed that we’d had a day’s fishing and that Clive was a cunt. The non-anglers among us, Adam chiefly, were hard pressed to say they’d enjoyed themselves, having a large hollow space where his heart should be after being battered by better anglers all day.

Club Notices

Fishing trips

I’ve booked up the trips for next year, so here they are. They’re listed chronologically. Newhaven trips have an “N” and Weymouth trips have a “W” and are in a kind of maroon colour. 

Remaining 2004 dates

N Tuesday November 9th Wrecking for conger or inshore rough ground codding

N Monday November 22nd As above

N Monday 13th December Inshore cod and whiting

New 2005 dates

N Friday 28th January Inshore cod/whiting or offshore pollack

N Friday 18th February As above

N Friday 4th March As above

W Friday 8th April Plaice

N Monday 25th April Offshore pollack/cod

W Friday 20th May Turbot

N Monday 30th May Offshore cod/conger

N Monday 27th June Tope/conger/bass 

N Friday 15th July Conger/bream/cod/bass

W Fri/Sat 29th/30th July Summer trip

N Monday 29th August Bass/cod/bream/conger

N Friday 30th September Conger/bream/bass

W Friday 21st October Rays/turbot/bass/tope

N Monday 31st October Conger/bream/bass

N Monday 14th November Offshore conger/inshore cod

N Monday 5th December Inshore cod/whiting

There are four Weymouth trips this year, with three single day trips in addition to the two-day summer special. The single day trips now involve only ONE night in the Sailor’s Return (the night before), as most people felt that two nights made the trip harder to justify to families/work colleagues. The cost of accommodation has gone up for the first time in 3 years to £20 a night.

Annual Dinner

The date for this year’s feast is Saturday the 29th of January. Please note the fishing trip booked for the day before for those of you who have to travel for the dinner and want to make a couple of days of it. If you were lucky enough to win a trophy last year, please can you return it to Adam for engraving with this year’s winner? If, like Sean, you didn’t bother to collect your trophy from me all this year, you can expect bugger all in the way of prizes at this particular dinner.

Wind and weather

Oh and chin up everyone. The wind will have to stop blowing eventually. And when it does, we will be there, waiting on the pontoon, tackle in hand, ready to empty the seas of fish (figuratively of course, as we are a responsible club and return everything we can).


I know it has been a crap year for wind with few outings actually going ahead, but things even themselves out eventually and we are due a good run, there’s no doubt about that. So don’t despair, just book yourselves on next year’s trips, happy in the knowledge that it can’t possibly be as bad as this year. See you all soon, I hope.

Cheers,
Ben

P.S. One last thing. To cheer you all up, here’s a picture of Adam waiting in the rain for Stevie.
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Clive actually manages to look quite pleased with his new record brill and new record turbot.





Adam looks briefly happy as he shows off his 33lb tope – the new club best





Nikki and Smed find that undulate rays now come with jokes printed on the reverse





The famous Hodges smile has another rare outing when called into action by the new record blonde ray





Adam is delighted to have a few extra minutes in the fresh air rather than in that stuffy, smoky pub





Andy shows off one of his successful small fish rigs that have made him such a force in world fishing
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