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Wednesday October 13th – Guild Meeting – A Forum chaired by Andy Moore.
A useful informal chat about fishing, tackle, lines and knots. 
Great opportunity to learn new skills, Thanks Andy for your input, especially on Fluorocarbon knots. This was an interesting evening and will hold a Forum again next year.    Thanks Andy for standing in for Colin.
Next Meeting – Wednesday November 10th. The Speaker will be Doug Tilley informing us on ‘Environment Agency’ matters.
CALLING ALL CUPS…

Would Guild Members who were presented with their winning Cups or Trophies

in February please return them to Robert at the next Guild Meeting. 
They will then be engraved for the 2010 Winners and will be presented at the AGM.                                      Thanks.

RIP. The Guild has learned, with sadness, of the death of Tam Pearce on 1st October, this year. Tam was a popular member of the WWFFG,  A long standing Committee Member and Secretary who supported the Guild wholeheartedly.  Even after Tam suffered a debilitating stroke, he still kept in touch, attending the ‘Ladies Dinner’ evening Reception just to meet and ‘catch up’ with old friends and wish all a pleasant evening.
BOBS BITS……
Rivers Meeting - Thursday 4th November 2010 – 7:30pm Shaw Hotel.
Please note that all river members are required to submit their season returns in good time for the analysis to be presented at the Rivers Meeting. 
As a minimum we need to know the number of outings (if possible by month) and the number of fish caught - plus any kept. You don’t need to submit this information on a form, an email or telephone message will be sufficient. 
Please send the River Frome returns to Jon Jonik and the returns for the Rivers Mole & Yeo to John Williams. 
It is also very important to let us know if you haven’t found the time to fish at all.
There will be a discussion as to whether we wish to continue to support the fishing on the River Frome.
‘LADIES NIGHT’ DINNER
If you are very quick, it’s not too late to book for Dinner on Friday the 29th of this month. There is room for a few more. So if you haven’t booked then please contact Mike Harris as soon as possible on : 01225 315523. For those already attending, please can you remember to bring along a small prize for the General Raffle. Thank You.

The Grand Raffle Draw… 

The information was given on the 1st Prize of a GREYS GS2 ROD  last month…..

As we all know, Courteney Fish is a great all round cultural fisherman. As he has great experience and knowledge of fishing reels, he has set out below, details of the 2nd Prize  -  The ORVIS REEL………

PRIZE REEL - £100 OF ELEGANT DESIGN

One of the ‘reely’ great prizes chosen by your Committee for the Ladies Night special raffle is an elegant Orvis Mid Arbor II reel in gold anodised finish. Guaranteed to catch its lucky possessor more fish  than ‘Billingsgate Betty‘, it will greatly enhance the winner’s next year fishing outfit, and charm the fish from the ripples.  Upon re-reading the Times New Roman, I said r iffle r ipples! In its larger versions, it is said to be so effective that Chew and Blagdon  Reservoirs have considered banning its use on their banks for fear of drastically dropping the water levels to Bristol’s drinking water reserves. It is machined from top quality, grade 6061 aircraft bar-stock aluminium. Designed to take anything from a 3 to 5 Weight line, this Mid Arbor II reel has a diameter of 3 inches, and one of the smoothest drags it is possible to engineer. Its corrosion resistant, stainless steel gearing, and hard anodised finish makes it low maintenance, durable, and scratch-resistant to protect its good looks and livery. Needless to say, it is an absolute delight to use on tiny brooks and rivers, should this be its future designated venue. Indeed, it is the pleasure of fishing smaller, more intimate waters that it has primarily been designed for.  

Its makers say its supreme durability; performance; price [£100]; and looks make it the best value reel they have ever made. It is quality, and quality comes at a price. But not to the lucky winner!!  

The reel will be displayed for all to see at every opportunity (meetings) before the draw is made at our Ladies Night event. Please, please secure your chance to win this and the rod etc. by buying fistfuls of draw-tickets from Gerry B.
3rd Prize is a telescopic handle landing net. 
4th Prize - A small barbeque set, ideal for the fisherman and 2 reels of 7lb
fluorocarbon.        In It to Win It!
A FISHING WEEK IN IRELAND by Charles Freemantle
September in Ireland is WET especially in County Mayo, where I was headed to try to catch a salmon in the River Moy. My hosts have a cottage on Furnace Lough near Newport, which has the NW Fisheries Research Station. They reported few salmon on their fish counter, and Ballina reported the Moy in flood with our beats unfishable except possibly with the worm! It looked as if we had wasted 240 Euros for our 2 days of fishing on the famous Ridge and Ash Tree Pools.

However we kept to Plan, and I was lucky enough to have a bonus of fishing the splendid County Laois Angling Centre 90 minutes drive from Dublin on the way North. It belongs to my daughter-in-law's Aunt and Uncle, John and Enda Phelan, and is stocked with rainbow up to 20 lbs. and browns. I had 3 nice rainbow on a well hackled Black Hopper, 2 of which came North with me to provide a supper with my hosts. John, who is an accomplished salmon fisherman, said my chance of catching a salmon in the Moy was Nil!  

We arrived in Ballina on the 21st to see a torrent of brown water, and a gloomy Declan Hughes, the duty Ghillie. Nevertheless we paid up 46 Euros each for a 2 day licence, and decided to try our luck on the Ridge and Freshwater Beats. Not a local to be seen. My luck was in and within an hour of casting in Freshwater I was into a 4lb. Grilse on a black and gold spinner lure. Only one per day can be taken, so I registered my catch, and wondered what to do next. I was allowed to try for a sea trout, so assembled fly rod with a size 12 Peter Ross, to fish the slightly slower water near the footbridge. Bingo! I was into a hard fighting fish, which my friend Guy finally brought to net for me. Identified as another salmon of 2 1/2 lbs. by the stiffer tail. By this time the pigeon post had brought locals from all around! But mine were the only salmon caught, both quite fresh run. The following day was blank for everyone and we decided to go trouting the next day to the remote Lough Gall recommended by O'Reilly. Not a sign of a fish, so we went to the lovely Lough Bunaveila in the hills above Furnace Lough which we knew held little brownies. It was blowing a NW gale with showers and we sought the sheltered shores to find the fish taking a Butcher or Peter Ross. Chest waders were needed, and the occasional sea trout showed further out. I caught a breakfast, and then headed back to Dublin with a pause at John and Enda's on the way. This time a black and brown well hackled fly worked in the stiff breeze. Two of 5lbs had to be returned, and a large brownie, but two more of 2lbs found their way to my son's smoker in Dublin, and one of the salmon to my freezer back home, a souvenir of a most memorable week!
ENGLAND NATIONAL FINAL

CHEW VALLEY LAKE 25th SEPTEMBER 2010 

Chew Valley welcomed 100 of the best fly fishermen in England for two days of practice and the National Competition last week. The lake had been fishing very well previously and many thought the competition might be a little too easy. Day one saw everyone catching plenty of fish in almost ideal conditions. The fish were very high in the water taking dries and nymphs fished on or just below the surface. Various methods and patterns seemed to be working, as anglers enjoyed some exceptional sport from Chew’s hard fighting rainbows from the Dam to Villice Bay.

But things changed drastically overnight. The wind went from south to north and increased to fresh at times. The mild temperatures enjoyed on Thursday fell by more than six degrees and the fish became much harder to tempt. Anglers struggled to come to terms with the change but some still managed to catch well using similar flies and methods.

Competition day dawned with a localised ground frost. The forecast proved correct - clear skies and bright sunshine with a moderate northerly breeze, never ideal conditions for fishing. The competitors knew they were in for a hard day. Fish were reluctant to feed and previously successful flies were ignored. After eight hours many remained fishless but 219 fish were caught and for those who took four or more, a place in the England team for 2011 awaited.  Home water seemed to give an advantage as 11 southwest qualifiers booked places in the 28 man England squad. And Bodmin angler Paul Jones completed the only limit bag of eight fish to become National Champion 2010. 

Although a hard competition everyone agreed it had been a very fair contest spoiled a little by the severe change in the weather conditions. Even so over the three days nearly 1000 fish had been caught and the quality and condition of the fish were excellent. Managers and staff were thanked by many for the hospitality shown and for the standard of sport enjoyed. 
o0o0o0o0o
BLAGDON SOCIAL DAY  -  26th September ‘10

Weather & Water Reports: 
A mild start to the week saw warm, cloudy conditions with southerly winds and temperatures as high as 20(C.  But things changed by the weekend with the wind going north, becoming much colder (12(C) and clear and sunny skies. The levels are falling fast at Blagdon and water quality remains good at the lake.  The water temperature is now around 15(C.  Fish catches are improving, last weeks average was 5.4 fish per rod.
WHERE IS EVERYONE?
Only 5 stalwart Members turned up for the Guilds Social Day’s fishing at Blagdon. They were Maurice D., Gerry T., Tim P., Trevor J. and Robert E.
The five of us met at The Seymour Arms in the village of Blagdon and devoured a very tasty breakfast cooked by the friendly Landlord and wife.

After the Ranger’s assurance and recommendation, we decided to fish the North Shore.  We were amazed at the low level of water at the lake and instead of relaxing on the grassy bank, we were at ‘low tide’ among gravel, snail shells and mud!

According to reports the fishing had been good for the past few days, light westerly breezes with intermittent sun and cloud. It looked perfect for fishing, the surface looked fishy. There was an added bonus too, that fish would be more concentrated in the low levels of the lake.

We all fished from the point off North Shore with the trees behind us.

Wading in the shallow water on solid ground was fine and soon, after tying on a green fly and a red Diall Bach, I had the first of nine rainbow stockies, all around the 2lbs. mark in the bag (one released)!

 I had a great sporting day and was feeling very pleased with myself when in the distance here came Trevor walking slowly along the foreshore with something big in his net!  Trevor had caught a very nice Brown Trout, weighing in at 3lbs.4ozs.  The killer fly was a gold-head Daddy-Long-Legs.

              Here’s Tim with a fine perch 
            (Sorry Tim, not the winning fish! )                   Trevor with his winning Brownie
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The day ended with Trevor’s heaviest fish winning the Blagdon Mug AND that very nice bottle of wine.

For some it turned out to be a difficult and frustrating day’s fishing but 11 trout (and a perch) were caught and certainly this was a lot better than previous lean years on the shores of Blagdon Lake. 
All agreed it was a pleasant and sociable day out.

WWFFG Matters….
When a 6lb Brown comes as part of a Failure?

Went to Chew Reservoir (18 Sept) with ‘my fishing buddy what fishes a bit‘.  Normally, and certainly of late, we have found it pretty difficult fishing here. No change there then. And surprise, surprise! we found things had not changed. At all!

However, to the point of things. We started off from the landing stage, and motored downwind a little, then started a drift towards the mouth of Villice Bay.  We were fairly upbeat about our chances. The fishery report, as ever, promised great things. An average catch rate of over 3 fish per rod, and 26 limit bags taken the previous week, boosted our confidence. So an hour into our fishing, and no takes or offers, meant we needed something to happen quickly. A further hour or so elapsed, our boat and backs feeling the keen NE breeze, and still nothing. A big Zilch. The big question mark loomed. Without words being said, the very real  and tangible prospect of failure started to invade the mind.

An encouraging sign from the outset, had been the presence of big fish, which were possibly browns, or large over-wintered rainbows.  Huge swirls and an explosion of small-fry only feet away, had startled us as we loaded our gear into the moored boat. A few more of these were seen as we crossed the lake and arrived at out destination drift. Rob had a sharp take as he figure-of-eighted the line back to the boat, perhaps for the 400th time that day.  The fish did very little at first, but then rocketed off diving underneath the keel and in no time at all surfaced for a brief moment some 15 yards behind the boat. An exciting and extended time followed as we waited for line to be recovered.  Albeit painfully slowly, as we realised pretty early on this was a large fish. In the net it looked even larger. An absolute picture of magenta, brown and claret spots and camouflage black splodges, rather like those on the big Irish lough fish. A perfect brownie of six pounds. It was duly and reverently returned. But not before it had tried to take a chunk out of Rob’s unhooking finger, leaving him with a sore and bloody wound. Ah!.. no pain no gain [‘Dodgy-knees‘].

Then more nothingness. Other boats were faring no better. We resolved to search around a bit and eventually found fish rising just off Denny island.  A small cluster of boats told the story. Rob took and returned another fine brown of just over three pounds on the dry. But try as we might, we could not tempt them further to our flies. Daddy-longlegs were poked around a little, but then dismissed with contempt. Small nymphs were equally ignored. This proved the pattern of the day. Fish would rise, often once only, but occasionally two or three times before disappearing. The spacing of these rises showed that many of the fish were moving fast. And of course usually away from the boat. Gleaning items on the surface? Apparently so, but we never did find out properly. Typically Catch 22. We did not spoon the brown trout, obviously, because Rob returned them. But we needed to examine stomach contents to see what ‘they were on’. But we could not catch any further fish to do so. Catch 22. It really ought to be a term of pure fishing origin.

Only much later in the afternoon was a rainbow taken. A shade over two pounds. This revealed the fish had been taking buzzers, mostly olive and dark green. You may have guessed it; we had tried buzzer patterns extensively before this. A green bodied hopper went on in response, only to be promptly ripped off at the dropper knot by a reasonable [some would say unreasonable] fish. If you think this goes on to talk about huge catches afterwards, you may be pleased to hear that, for these customers at least, the fish shut up shop at that last offering. Two fish fingers up to the occupants of our boat. It’s fair to say we had a little misfortune that day, but in general the fish defeated us. We could not tempt the little blighters to our flies. Very frustrating, challenging fishing we thought as we fired the motor for the last time to motor back to the Lodge. But what a way to encounter ‘failure’. The memory of two superb browns in the net, and a nice rainbow to take home for tea.

                                                                                                           Courteney.
Thanks for this tale, Courteney.  We seem to be writing a lot about Stillwater fishings. Has anybody got a story we could read revolving around fishing streams, rivers or even the sea? If so please send it to me!
HAPPY FISHING…..BOB

PS.
 

A FISHERMAN AT THE DENTIST

A man and his wife walked into a dentist's surgery.
The man said to the dentist, "Doc, I'm in one heck of a hurry.  I have two buddies sitting out in my car waiting for us to go fishing, so forget about the anaesthetic, I don't have time for the gums to get numb. I just want you to pull the tooth, and be done with it! 
 We have a 10:00AM boat start at Chew Valley Lake and it’s 9:30 already... I don't have time to wait for the anaesthetic to work!'
The dentist thought to himself, ”My goodness, this is surely a very brave man asking to have  his tooth pulled without using anything to kill the  pain."
So the dentist asks him, "Which tooth is it, sir?"
The man turned to his wife and said,

 "Open your mouth Dear, and show him."
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