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                                   Website: http://wwffg.tripod.com/
20th January – Guild Meeting.           Many Thanks,  Richard and John for a most

 Splendid Quiz Evening, You obviously took time and planning to devise the quiz, bringing in some interesting old artefacts to do with fishing and the countryside as part of the Quiz. Three to a team, ‘The Buzzers’ won with 46 pts and ‘Bobs Bits’ a close second with 44pts. ‘The Barristers came 3rd with 43 pts.    A great laugh and most enjoyable!
Wednesday February 10th 2010 Meeting – AGM - followed by a Tackle Auction. 
If you happen to have any items to do with fishing - tackle, books etc that are surplus to your requirements then please bring them along to the meeting. You could  donate the item for the Guilds funds or keep the amount gained but offer 10% or more to the fund !
John Williams, our own expert Auctioneer, will be in charge of proceedings and is making a list of the lots. Would you please send a description of the items to John by the end of January so he can add them to his auction list. We have over 80 items already, including books that belonged to the Late John Lewis.  We can accept lots on the night but John would prefer to know about them in advance - jwilliams11@talktalk.net,  or 01666 822612
A list of the items for auction will be put on our Website’s ‘activities’ page. 
THE MEANING OF LIFE
As one is wont to do, I was sitting at the dining room table Sunday morning last, watching the birds come down to the bread and sunflower seeds I had put out minutes before on the lawn. And as sometimes happens, just gazing there (brain on automatic pilot) ’one’ starts to get reflective. In a nut-shell, thinking around, skirting around, the meaning of Life.  That sort of thing. The great enigma.

Now don’t worry, this is not going to get morbidly serious; but I guess we all stop sometimes and ask similar things. You know; What the damn am I doing here?  What’s it all about?  Don’t we?….  For if we don’t, I fear I shall shortly hear, and see, the men in little white coats at the front door; and outside the discreet get [him] away van. Off to the Funny Farm, pills and Ga Ga.  God, life’s a constant risk isn’t it.

     And then I mused, as, hopefully, you do. What if Fishing is the ‘Meaning of Life’. 
     Or if it is not the complete works, the whole shooting match, what if it were one 
     of the absolute essential and crucial elements to a richer fulfilment and enjoyment of life.
     Whatever that means.

I hope I am carrying you with me at this point. You know, on this subject. [Was that a knock at the door?]  Because if I am not ,…then best sling your hook!  Sorry, that was rude and unnecessary. I apologise unreservedly, and since I have now apologised in the accustomed, superficial way, I fully intend to resume my seat in the House [Commons of course] next week. (As soon as I’ve put my appeal in.) Picking up a handsome salary - we’ll not mention the perks - money that a steel-worker in the North East would give his right arm for.

I suppose this is a thing that comes from age.  You reach a certain stage in life perhaps, a point where work or business is more on the back-burner; the kids and family have come of age, are off your hands. You have more time on your hands. And there’s the rub. More time for the remaining grey matter to dwell on things. To worry at, rather like a dog does with a bone.

With this as a back-cloth, and amongst all events and circumstances, I know that fly-fishing has been a salvation for me. A salvation and a great joy. It has given me great comfort in difficult times. In perhaps less difficult times, it has given me a few special, even mercurial moments. Times when fishing the dry; and the trout, undeservedly and quite unaccountably, started throwing themselves on the hook. A bit like Les Dawson’s famous mice throwing themselves on the traps when the mother-in-law visited. I should add this has not happened very often! Or at other times, whilst nymph fishing afloat; having a degree of success when ’fishing properly’, as Rob Eadie puts it, with a team of tiny buzzers or Diawl Bachs on a sublime Chew drift. Drifts down-wind that you hoped would never end. 

Such treasured snapshots in time have been immensely rewarding. Almost life-changing. Feelings experienced at such times can not be adequately captured or described with words. These moments transcend the written word.  Sat there in a boat, often amongst a big wave, like a miniature sea, you can feel the cold, raw edge of Nature and imagine that you are folding  within it. Within its spell. You feel that you are at least part of it. This is the stuff of exhilaration. There is a constant, or at least a hint of the element of danger. You are not in full control, which is uncomfortable. The elements rule the sway. The bitter coldness of the wind-whipped spray on your face, a constant reminder of this. But with this rare brand of masochism comes rewards. Rewards, not in measures of fish to the net, there may often have been two or three only, but in terms of occasion. Capturing the moment. Securing unfettered, child-like joy out of a space in time, a few precious moments of relaxation, where, if you had not been fishing, life would have been vacuous, humdrum and boring. Here endeth the lesson.

But as well as reflecting; looking back on old times, there is the ‘looking forward‘. As always there is a new season to prepare for, and to wish it were here already. There’s also the fascination of ‘the future‘. What it may possibly hold; what it may disclose to us as we make it the present. How this present may read when Old Father Time makes it the past. And what sort of platform this ‘past’ will be as the whole inevitable cycle spring-boards itself ever forward.  Thank God for Christmas. It gives us time to reflect. Reflect on the meaning of Life. For we are as nothing.  Mere dust particles in a desert-storm of matter. What, Who, gives us the right to have such blissful moments?

Holding my hands up, I admit I have pushed the envelope to  an extreme, you know, enjoying life through fishing. Half my living hours have seemed to be spent fishing, or musing about fishing matters.  My wife is a saint, for obvious reasons. As are all other wives of fishermen, saints and angels….. Inspires a thought that!  The thought that Fishing is safe. A safe sport. Tell me if I am wrong, but I have yet to see an enraged wife smash a car windscreen with a seven weight? Call me picky, but the only thing wrong with that story, was the fact that the car was not a Golf. Though he did end up in a hole.

However; and to continue. Essentially, what intrigues me about fly-fishing, and ever will, is the concept of drawing fish from a vast emptiness - a barren plain called water. You look out over a bland expanse of surface ripple. An obscure medium, into which you can rarely see a few feet. A hidden plane of existence. No signs of life are visible. Yet, still you repeatedly prospect your line and fly through this void, and then, after an absolute eternity of nothingness, comes a thunderbolt.  A life-force called ‘Galvinism‘. Galvanizing, raw power from an unseen force. A mighty unseen hand pulling - no, wrenching - from the opposite direction! You have of course prepared a thin thread of a leader, a mere few thousands of an inch in diameter to prepare for this?  Maybe 15 feet in length, so imperfections will surely be present. To this you have carefully knotted a small piece of shaped wire, bedecked with sparse quantities of fur or feather. And this gossamer-thin, fragile life-line so prepared, you then subject to a hawser-scale life force of power. Irresistible, raw power. To resist, or enter into a tug-of-war with this unseen power means a complete smash-up. And to lose the prize - the beautiful finned creature at the other end of the line - means utter, numbing disappointment. And so the game commences. Fate unfolds; the cards are to be played. The adrenalin flows.

It is addictive as it is arm-wrenching.  At the point of contact, you tap into a vein called Nature. Maybe even contacting your caveman/hunter roots.  And you can not get enough of this, this whole intriguing process. Life has prepared you for this. It part-justifies your existence on Earth. It is somehow fundamental. Fishing the dry fly is much the same but you get a subliminal pip of time before you feel the power.

The Good Lord was a fisherman - still is. You know the Sea of Gallilee; Christianity, the sign of the fish and all that. We are in exalted company.  But lest you think this is elevating the subject all too much, take a moment to examine the following :- 

Look at the word Life more closely. It contains, and is elementarily made up by the first two letters of what word? Yes, Fishing! I cry. Fishing is integral; vital and dramatically, nay expressly, important to Life. It is at least half the meaning of Life. Life would not be meaningful without it. In that Etrange Euro place across the Channel , they say ‘aller a la peche’ when they go fishing. In Franglais, this translates as Le Fishing - or Le ‘Fi’ for short, if you like. Therefore, ‘Le Fi’ is 100% (entirely) elementary to the constitution and meaning of Life.  Particularly if you like anagrams?

Q.E.D.  I rest my case.
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Was that a knock at the door ?  I’m sure that was a knock at the door….?       Courteney
BOBS BITS…..
Devon Rivers Mole and Yeo – a report from John W.
I visited the rivers shortly before Christmas. Despite the recent rains, the water levels were at a comfortable level, colouration was slight and the flows were sufficient to clear unwanted vegetation. Had the season not been over, I would have been happy to try a fly but I might have hesitated to wade.

Bob Spain of Gorton Hill Farm reported the presence of at least two pairs of otters and two pairs of dippers – all good news.

After a long time on the market, Bish Mill has been sold. The new owners (from the 1st December 2009) are Mr & Mrs Jeremy Walding. Their telephone number is 077 128 601 51. They are very pleasant people. I had a long talk with them. Now, this is very important, Mr & Mrs Walding keep horses, I think that they are valuable animals and it is essential that anyone wishing to fish the water upstream of Bish Mill Bridge speaks to the owners before going on to their land. Fishing and access will not be restricted but Mr & Mrs Walding must be informed in the interests of both their livestock and your own safety. Please make sure that you comply with this; a brief telephone call is all that is needed.   

                                                                                                                                 J. W.
Mole and Yeo report 2009 

No fishing days recorded in March, April and July. Fishing took place in all other months.

About 30  fisherman-days fished in the season.
Total catch about 155 brown trout

                                 4 salmon parr

                                 3 sea trout to about 1.75 lbs                                

A webcam has been installed at Umberleigh. www.therisingsunfc.co.uk   This is downstream of our water but it can give an indication of the likely state of our water. For example, if it has been high and brown for several days at Umberleigh conditions are likely to be difficult at South Molton  -  and vice versa.  Rain on Exmoor is a guide to the likely conditions. NB: the water levels rise very quickly after heavy rain on the moor.

In September a report was received of algae infestation on the lower Yeo.  
This was reported to the local EA representative and we await his findings.

The Wild Trout Trust offered us a Practical Visit in the autumn of this year by way of red-cleaning. The WTT’s field officer looked at our water in September and reported that our breeding gravels are in good order. The subject of the Practical Visit now will be a demonstration of half-felling and pinning bankside trees. I have to check with the landowners and the EA before this can be arranged. Members are encouraged to attend, they will be advised of dates in due course.

                                                                                                          John Williams   

These are the winners of our Guild Fishing Competitions and Outings for the 2009 Season.

 The Cups and Trophies will be presented at the AGM Meeting on February 10th.
BILL AVON SHIELD         Heaviest rainbow trout caught during the year 2009. 

 26th March '09 - A fishery near MERE - a 12lbs. 4ozs Rainbow was captured by Colin Burbedge. (Witnessed by Robert E.)
SPINNAKER CUP    Heaviest bag caught during a Guild  outing at Sutton Bingham.  
(19.04.09)  5 fish ticket.  
Robert Eadie. - 5 fish - 13lbs10ozs. Also caught largest fish, a rainbow of 3lbs13ozs. & wins the bottle of wine.  
 

 

J.TURK SHIELD               Winner of the annual bank competition for the best 3 fish ticket.bag at Avon Springs Fishery, Durrington. (17.05.09). 
Colin Burbedge....3 Fish for 14lbs. wins the shield.  Robert Eadie. Wins the fishing plonk with the heaviest trout of 5lbs.9ozs.  
 

 
CHEW BOAT CUP           Heaviest bag caught at the Guilds Annual Boat Outing on 31st May '09
Jon Jonik wins the cup with 2 trout weighing 5lbs.14ozs. 
Jon wins wine for heaviest fish of 3lbs.5ozs.
An extra prize donated by Gerry B. of 2 bottles of good quality wine for the 'boat with the most fish caught' also goes to Jon and boat partner William Arney.
Maurice D. and Stan J. were joint second with one fish of 2lbs.
Congratulations to the winners on an enjoyable but difficult days fishing.
 

.BLAGDON MUG  & a Bottle of wine        Heaviest fish from Blagdon on our Social Day - September 20th 2009 
 Chris Holt won the Mug and bottle of plonk with a cracking fish of 4lbs.
Ten Members fished at North Shore but as last year we found the fishing very slow on such a beautiful day.  
 

.RIVER BROWN TROPHY    Heaviest river brown caught during season.
 None recorded
 

.The Chairmans VIC WILLCOX MEMORIAL TROPHY  Awarded to the  member who, in the Chairman's opinion, has done most in the past year to benefit the Guild -  
Robert Eadie.
WILF SLEIGHTHOLME TELLISFORD SHIELD    Awarded for the largest catch for the River Frome for 2009 seasonal.    Nigel Jonik
CHRISTMAS HAMPER COMPETITION -  Sunday October 25th 2009.
Mike Harris wins the Hamper with the three trout weighing in at a staggering 14lbs.8ozs!  Gerry Barnes wins the wine for heaviest fish of 6lbs.11ozs.
BRISTOL WATER FISHERIES
2010 FISHING DETAILS AND PRICES
 

Trout Fishing 
With the majority of the fishing returns completed for 2009, final results show that 2009 was generally a very successful season with excellent catches from Blagdon and Barrows and reasonable catches from Chew Valley. The Barrow Tanks produced their second best ever result with over 8,000 fish taken at an average weight of 1.09. Blagdon also fared well with a catch of more than 17,000 averaging 2.06. Chew fished very well early on but was disappointing after July but still returned 18,000 plus fish. 

The 2010 trout fishing season will commence on Tuesday 16th March at Chew Valley and Barrows with a special Season Permit holders day on Monday 15th March. Blagdon will begin one week later on Tuesday 23rd with their special day for Season permits on Monday 22nd. As previously the season will end for boat fishing at the end of October whilst bank anglers can continue to fish until 30th November. Litton will remain open throughout the year.

Boat permit prices at Chew Valley and Blagdon will increase by 50p per rod. Bank permits at Blagdon and Barrows will increase by the same amount with season permits increasing by around 2.0%. Bank and Season permits at Chew will remain the same price as 2009. Any angler who purchased a Chew Valley season permit last year will qualify for a discount off any 2010 season permit.
2010 prices (per rod)

Boats;           Chew Valley £32.50,   Blagdon £27.00,   Litton £60.00

Bank;            Chew Valley £15.50,    Blagdon £18.00,   Barrows £13.50
Season Permits; All Waters £635.00,           Chew & Barrows £520.00, Barrows £410.00. 
After much debate and a season permit survey it has been decided that for next year Barrow 1 & 2 will become ‘mouse free’. This means that there will be no static sinking line fishing. With any line other than a floater the line must be retrieved constantly with the rod held.
WWFFG Subscritions

To finish up, just a note to say that traditionally we pay our annual subscriptions after the AGM for the new seasons Membership.
 Our Chairman has decided to keep them at 2009 levels.

So £35 for a Guild Social Member ( add £65 for Frome and Devon Rivers Membership) £45 for a joint Guild Social Member, and £60 for a Coarse Fishing Member. 

Thank You. 
Have a Pleasant & Healthy New Year and wishing you Tight Lines for the new season 
Happy Fishing......BOB.
PS....
Several men are in the locker room of a golf club. A cell phone on a bench rings and a man engages the hands free speaker function and begins to talk. Everyone else in the room stops to listen: 
MAN: "Hello."
WOMAN: "Honey, it's me. Are you at the club?"
MAN: "Yes."
WOMAN: "I am at the mall now and found this beautiful leather coat. It's only $1,000... Is it OK if I buy it?"
MAN: "Sure, go ahead if you like it that much."
WOMAN: "I also stopped by the Mercedes dealership and saw the new 2010 models. I saw one I really liked.."
MAN: "How much?"
WOMAN: "$90,000."
MAN: "OK, but for that price I want it with all the options."
WOMAN: "Great! Oh, and one more thing . . . the house I wanted last year is back on the market. They're asking $950,000."
MAN: "Well, then go ahead and give them an offer of $900,000. They will probably take it. If not, we can go the extra 50 thousand because it's really what you want."
WOMAN: "OK. I'll see you later! I love you so much!"
MAN: "Bye! I love you, too."
The man hangs up.
The other men in the locker room are staring at him in astonishment, mouths agape.
Then he turns and asks:
"Does anyone know who this phone belongs to?"
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