


Hello and welcome…
To another edition of Talking Carp. First things first…. it’s carp 
spawning time and lakes up and down the country are seeing their carp 
smashing about in the reeds and mangroves and anywhere else they can 
find to do their natural business…so, please please please, if you see this 
happening, leave your baited rods in the rod bag! Use the time wisely. 
Go map out a swim elsewhere, climb a tree or two looking for future 
spots, but leave the carp alone. They will soon be back on the feed and 
pulling your strings so use this chance to your advantage. 
Now, how are you all enjoying the magazine? We would like to hear 
from you with any ideas you may have for future issues. Is there 
anything you would like to see? If so, drop us an email with your 
thoughts to brian.dixon@talkingcarp.co.uk or buggy@talkingcarp.co.uk 

Competition time !!
Here’s a quickie for you to win this pair of custom bobbins courtesy of 
Kudos Tackle…. Simply email us the answer to this question, and put 
“Kudos comp” in the subject box.

Bobbins are used for: A) Bite detection B)Checking wind direction or C)
Just to look pretty hanging off the line? 

Yes… it’s that easy. Get your answers in to win. Winner picked at 
random and Kudos will be notified and will get the prize out to you post 
haste. Good luck!  Till next time…tight lines!! 

     Team Talking Carp.
** Winner of last months competition to win 
5 kilos of boilie from Galaxy baits is………. 
Brian Swainston. Congratulations Brian. 
Get in touch to claim your prize.
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Angels Paradise 
by Scott Geezer Grant



 Angels 
Paradise

A couple of years ago 
I was asked if I wanted 
to fish a lake in France, 
it was a lake owned by 
Martin a good friend and 
its invite only. Due to work 
and other commitments I 
just never got the chance 
to fish it, but last winter 
I sat down with him and 
arranged to spend a week 
at his lake with a few 
other mates, the date was 
set for mid-April.
Before I knew it, the 
trip was upon us and I 
was busy getting all my 
gear ready, covering 
every eventuality I could 
possibly encounter. One 
of my mates had fished 
the lake a few times and 
had caught a few of the 
bigguns, which wet my 
appetite no end. Martin 
called me the week 
before and said he had 
moved our booking on 
the train to the Friday due 
to the bank holiday which 
was fine by me as it gave 
me an extra night.

I was picked up at 03:00 
in the morning and was 
the designated driver my 
co-pilot and navigator 
was Gary aka Gollum, 

being a lorry driver I had 
no doubt he would know 
the route to the tunnel, 
but boy was I wrong he 
got us lost twice and 
the best part was when 
I finally pulled into the 
tunnel and he said, 
“Geeze I haven’t got a 
clue where I’m going from 
here”!! No shit Sherlock 
all I have to do is follow 
the signs!! Funny as fook.

Once on the train it only 
took 35 minutes and we 
were out the other side 
heading for the lake. 
With only one pitstop 
we arrived at the lake in 
just over 4 ½ hours. But 
remember I was driving 
a double cab transit with 
3 passengers plus all our 
gear and towing a twin 
axle trailer!! Normally you 
can do it in 3hr 45min.
What a place, the lake is 
5 acres in total, split into 2 
x 2 ½ acre squares joined 
at the top by a channel 
20ft wide which links both 
lakes together, giving 
the fish the freedom to 
swim between both lakes. 
Depths up to 9ft with 
both lakes completely 
tree lined. There is two 
double swims one for 
each side so a maximum 
of 4 anglers can fish 

comfortably and have 
enough water each.
I couldn’t wait to get 
started but before we 
done anything a draw had 
to be made. Gollum came 
out first, Martin second, 
Chris third and me last. 
Gollum chose the swim 
closest to the channel 
on the front left, Martin 
chose back right, Chris 
chose front right, so I got 
the last swim that was 
left. I wasn’t that bothered 
to be honest as I have 
never fished here before 
and didn’t know what to 
expect, but one things for 
sure I’m going to enjoy 
myself.

With everyone knowing 
where they were fishing it 
was time to relax, it was 
around midday so we had 
plenty of daytime left to have 
a look round have a coffee 
and soak up the atmosphere. 
After walking round, I got 
my gear to the swim and 
started setting everything 
up. I had a chat with Martin 
and listened to the advice he 
gave me. 

The water our side of the 
lake was a little murky 
compared to the other side

of the lake which was gin 
clear. Hopefully this was a 
sign that there were more 
fish on our side.
I decided to bait boat my 
rods out to the chosen 
areas rather than take 
them out in the row boat, 
which would surely cause 
more disturbance. As 
with any fishing under 
overhanging trees a bait 
boat is a god send, so 
easy and stealthy with 
pinpoint precision. Within 
a couple of hours, I had 
all the rods out and the 
house was setup ready 
for the week ahead. 

I decided to fish 2 rods 
with a KD rig and the 
other 2 on the Ronnie 
rig, all rigs were finished 
off with a size 6 curve 

hook, majorly sharp and 
strong. I kept the baiting 
to a minimum with only 
a handful of Nut Job and 
Blackcurrant as freebies, 
both in mixed sizes, with 
a little helping of the Blitz. 
Gary who was fishing the 
other side with Chris had 
two 30lbers up to 39lb 
within the first couple of 
hours!! He was fishing the 
other part of the lake on 
the channel side he was 
surely going to have it 
right off.

With everyone now setup 
and fishing the banter 
started and the coffee 
was flowing. Martin made 
us all lunch which was 
very much appreciated, 
the evening meal was yet 
to be decided but was a 

good bet it was going to 
be kebab. 

Two of our other mates 
Ben and Jake were due 
to pop in to us and stay 
over for the night, on their 
way to another lake a few 
more hours further south. 
Later that afternoon they 
both turned up and got a 
warm welcome along with 
a lorry load of abuse. 

The weather wasn’t too 
bad and with the forecast 
for 12oc in the daytime 
and night temps of 
around 7 it looked bang 
on. 

The sun was due to make 
an appearance from 
Monday so that should



fish we all wanted to 
catch the “Two Tone 
Common” a proper unit 
of a fish, the weight 
was 37lb 12oz but to be 
honest the weight was 
irrelevant the fish looked 
awesome. Gollum had 
lost a couple during 
the night but was still 
determined to catch a 
40lber. Chris also lost a 
fish so it seemed that the 
fish are starting to move 
about and venture from 
the safety of 
the channel. 
That left me 
still to catch, 
but one things 
for sure I 
never give 
up, I watched 
the water 
as much 
as possible 
hoping to see 
a sign. I didn’t 
put anymore 
bait in I was 
simply just 
fishing singles over the 
bait that was already 
there. As the day wore 
on the sun made a brief 
appearance, a fish poked 
its head out, half way out. 
I kept watching and the 
fish showed again, I could 
see a large weed bed and 
I was sure the fish were 

held up in it. I reeled 2 
rods in put a couple of 
bright Nut Job pop ups on 
and cast them both in the 
weedbed. 
I didn’t touch the rods 
for the rest of the day. 
Monday morning just 
as dawn was breaking 
Martins rods went mental 
in the space of a couple 
of hours he banked 
mirrors of 35lb, 40lb, 46lb 
4oz, totally mental stuff, 
Gollum lost another 2 fish 

(Noddy) and that only left 
me and Chris to catch.
Later that afternoon 
Martin had to go off on a 
business trip and would 
be gone for a few nights! 
I was rubbing my hands 
together as it now meant 
I have this whole side to 
myself. 

I decided to move the 
rods to new areas and 
by 8pm all the rods were 
in position, I baited very 
lightly as the fish weren’t 
really on the munch yet, 
but more like grazing. 
With only the three of 
us on site it seemed 
very quiet and just into 
darkness my right-hand 
rod burst into life, I was 
on it like a flash and after 
a few minutes landed a 
mirror of 31lb 12oz, after 

a couple of 
pics the fish 
was treated 
and returned. 
The rod was 
boated out 
to the same 
area and i 
was back in 
the bag. An 
hour later 
the middle 
rod bleeped 
a couple of 
times followed 
by a one 

toner after a short time a 
mirror of 30lb 10oz was 
laying in the net. I was 
now much more relaxed 
and after waiting 72hrs 
the fish were starting to 
fall to my rods. Tuesday 
morning was beautiful 
the sun was shining, the 
weather had finally

help somewhat. As the 
afternoon wore on the 
tiredness was setting in 
and Gollum bless him had 
to have a nap. 
That evening we had 
French kebabs which 
were to my surprise 
very nice and not full of 
gristle or horse. We all 
had an early night with 
Jake sneaking a rod into 
Gollums swim. Low and 
behold at around 02:00 in 
the morning head torches 
were lighting 
up the bank 
as Golden 
Balls Jake had 
only gone and 
banked himself 
a 46lb 8oz 
mirror! Good 
angling mate.. 
Gollum wasn’t 
best pleased, 
but still 
congratulated 
him on his 
beast of a 
mirror. 

With the photos 
completed and the fish 
treated and returned we 
all went back to bed. 
I woke up bright as a 
button, coffee on the go, 
then I just sat watching 
the water for these pigs 
to show themselves. Jake 

and Ben were up early 
getting ready to depart for 
the rest of their journey 
to their special venue. 
By 08:00 everyone was 
up and round the table 
drinking coffee except the 
Gollumski, he was still 
asleep no change there. 
The lads left just after 
09:00, Martin was sorting 
out his unit where all the 
tools are kept and I went 
for a walk around my side 
of the lake to see if any 

of the spots had been 
visited. The bait was still 
there and there were no 
other signs the fish had 
visited the areas. For the 
rest of the morning I sat 
tying up some rigs and 
just chilling out waiting for 
one of the rods to scream 
off. 

That evening Martin 
prepared a lovely BBQ 
with marinated pork strips 
which were absolutely 
delicious. Just as we 
finished eating one of 
Martins rods screamed off 
he made the short dash 
and lifted the rod and the 
fight was on, after only a 
few minutes a low 20lb 
mirror was laying in the 
net. He treated the fish 
and quickly returned it 
then went about replacing 

the rig and 
getting it back 
out on the 
spot. It was 
nice to see 
his attention 
to detail and 
application, 
usually the 
owner would 
be telling you 
to fill it in, but 
not Martin 
being an 
angler himself 

he wants everyone to 
have a good time and 
catch, he will give you 
all the advice you ask 
for. Sunday the weather 
was still overcast with 
the odd sunny spell 
Martin continued to catch 
with one of the A team 
members a



towards the fish. As I 
was now above the fish 
it kicked and a mass of 
weed hit the surface, the 
fish took more line and 
weeded me yet again 
in another weed bed, 
after an epic boat battle 
Gollum slipped the net 
under a large common, 
once in the net I peered 
in and to my surprise I 
had caught the “Two Tone 
Common”. Once on the 
bank Gollum helped with 
the weighing and I knew 
it would be around the 
same weight as when 
Martin caught it 2 days 
previous. On the scales, 
she went 37lb 8oz and 
what a fish she is, Gollum 
took some cracking shots 
then she was treated 
again then returned. 

What a trip this is 

turning out to be 72hrs 
of blanking to now 
nonstop catching simply 
awesome. The rod was 
recast again straight into 
the weed bed, then it was 
just a case of waiting. I 
started to get liners on 
the other rod cast into the 
weed bed and a few were 
savage. 
Two hours passed and 
the rod burst into life, 
again the fish weeded me 
up and I had to take to 
the boat to land it. After a 
hectic battle, I managed 
to slip the net under a 
large framed mirror. Once 
back at the swim Gollum 
assisted and she went 
36lb 2oz, again he took 
some cracking photos. 
Gollum himself had been 
catching steady but was 
still yet to catch a 40lber 
a target he set himself on 

the way out here.
There’s still plenty more 
to come and as the 
saying goes I’m saving 
the best until last.

I would like to thank the 
following companies for 
their products of which I 
use in my fishing.
Www.galaxybaits.co.uk 
Www.sharptackle.co.uk
Www.kudostackle.co.uk
Www.moochclothing.
co.uk 
Www.hookedonbaits.
co.uk 
www.ridgemonkey.co.uk 

If you’re out on the bank 
be safe and remember its 
only fishing.
All the best 

Geezer

turned for the better, fish 
were starting to show 
more. I sat watching the 
water and could see 
bubbles appearing over 
the large weed bed, I 
walked round the lake 
and could see the fish 
were clearly in the weed. 
I went straight back to the 
rods, wound them in and 
cast 2 rods straight into 
the weed.

Twenty minutes later 
the middle rod roared 
off and after a real scrap 
a slipped the net under 
a plump common of 
26lb 8oz. With the fish 
returned the rod was cast 
back into the weed bed. 
Liners were coming thick 
and fast and surely it 
was only a matter of time 
before the rods were off 
again. A couple of hours 
passed and the liners had 
stopped so I feared the 
fish had moved out, then 
all of a sudden, the other 
rod went off and a 24lb 
mirror was banked.
It was still mid-morning 
and we hadn’t even had 
breakfast yet, I was so 
confident and knew that 
more fish were going to 
hit the spreader block. 
The fish were surely 
foraging in the weed so I 

decided to put 20 boilies 
out with the stick to keep 
them interested, with the 
hope they will get on the 
bait. 

Chris cooked us all bacon 
baguettes which went 
down a treat, but I just 
didn’t want to leave the 
rods, all I wanted to do 
was watch the water and 
try and put the puzzle 
together.

Come midday the 
bubbling stopped and 
there were no signs of 
any activity. I decided 
to wind the rods in for a 
couple of hours and rest 
the swim. I walked around 
the lake and watched 
a few fish just milling 
about, they seemed in 
an odd mood and not 
really feeding more like 
sunbathing!! 

I sat with Chris and 
Gollum just having a 
laugh and chilling out, 
Chris had also wound 
his rods in and we went 
out in the boat looking 
at the areas he fished 
and could see the bait 
was still there. The fish 
were definitely in the 
weed preoccupied on 
something. 

Due to the weather, still 
being cold for the time 
of year there were no 
naturals evident, if there 
was I could understand 
the fish not having the 
bait. Chris chose a couple 
of different areas but was 
only going to put single 
hook baits out with no 
freebies, but wasn’t going 
to put his rods out until an 
hour before dark.

It was now 1400 in the 
afternoon and a unit 
of a fish crashed out 
in my swim right over 
the weed bed 70 yards 
out. I decided to take 
advantage and cast 
2 rods out with fluoro 
pop ups right into the 
weed bed. As I sat 
watching the water a 
huge mirror crashed out 
again, the adrenalin was 
pumping and I knew I 
was definitely in with a 
chance. 

Ten minutes later the left-
hand rod ripped off and 
I knew from the moment 
I lifted the rod it was a 
good fish. It stayed deep 
and weeded me up solid, 
I jumped in the boat with 
the help of Gollum we 
made our way
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Forgotten Carp 
by 

Darren Davies



Never stop pedalling 
to power your 

dreams.
The early morning sun 
penetrated the silent 
mist which was creeping 
majestically across the still 
surface of the lake.  A patch 
of tiny bubbles fizzed over 
my baited area revealing the 
presence of a dawn feeding 
fish.
I was alone on this secluded 
pretty venue which boasted 
mature over hanging trees, 
rich weed beds and a 
handful of forgotten carp.  
This was a venue that was 
not dominated by carp, the 
stocking history was hazy, 
I had been lucky enough to 
observe maybe half a dozen 
different fish on a couple 
of early morning recces in 
the Spring, which is when I 
decided to target them.
They were forgotten carp 
that had not been angled 
for, stocked at some point 
in history, left to grow in this 
ancient weedy lake.  Tales 
of such venues excite the 
imagination and it would 
not be the first time I had 
followed up on such rumours.  
I wanted to turn the invisible 
into the visible, that is the 
charm of fishing, it is the 
pursuit of what is elusive 
but also attainable giving 
perpetual hope to all anglers.
Deep in the heart of the 
rolling countryside this was 
a lake that time forgot.  As 
I stood on the banks during 
that majestic dawn I had just 

returned my first forgotten 
carp to the water.  It was 
the first day into my short 
campaign and as the dawn 
chorus enveloped around 
me, the sky illuminated with 
faintly gold and soft pink and 
my thoughts were filled with 
the secrets I hoped to unlock 
from this peaceful mature 
venue.
I experienced my first sunrise 
on the venue and I was not 
disappointed.  The bright sun 
rose beyond the luscious 
hills, illuminating the lake in a 
warmly orange glow and the 
reeds took on a fiery hue.  I 
paused, took a breath and 
enjoyed the present moment.

Right now, I was feeling 
jubilant however during 
the past 24 hours I had 
experienced excitement, 
frustration, doubt and panic.  
The night had brought my 
first forgotten carp, here’s 
how the events unfolded.  
It was late May and I arrived 
at the lake early in the 
afternoon with the intention 
of fishing the night for which 
I had been given special 
permission by the land owner 
and with it being a bank 
holiday I half expected to be 
sharing the lake with other 
anglers however it turned out 
I was alone, at least for now 
anyway.  On arrival, I walked 
past the shallows and spotted 
a decent carp, certainly a 
double, cruising between 
the weed beds, I quietly 
crept along and dumped my 
gear further up the lake and 

returned to the shallows with 
a handful of boilies.  The carp 
was still mooching about 
so I flicked in a few broken 
boilies in its direction, the 
carp did not bolt neither did 
she drop down to inspect the 
freebies.  The fish carried 
on cruising amidst the weed 
then returned to the area 
the boilies had settled and 
stopped directly above them, 
for a second I thought she 
may even inspect the fruit 
flavoured offerings when all 
of a sudden I heard snapping 
twigs and approaching 
footsteps.  
As I stepped back from the 
water I noticed the cause 
of the rustling noise, it was 
another member, a regular 
on the lake who targeted the 
perch and tench.  There was 
no denying I was throwing 
in bait, the handful of boilies 
giving me away!  He asked 
if there were many carp 
present in the lake, I gave an 
honest answer and said I did 
not know but if I had to guess 
“10, maybe a dozen tops!” 
“Life’s too short” was his 
reply. 
Out of the corner of my eye 
I saw the carp slowly drift off 
towards the deeper water, 
clearly disturbed by our 
voices just yards away, with 
that the member left to fish 
his usual swim
I threw the remaining boilies 
into the water, gathered my 
rods and headed for the 
shallows of Tench Bay.  Due 
to the day

being warm I fancied a 
bit of stalking hoping the 
carp would visit this area in 
the afternoon sun.  I crept 
through the long grass and 
immediately noticed a cloud 
of mud dispersing in the 
water towards the island, 
a sign of feeding fish, then 
through the polaroid’s the 
unmistakable dark back of 
a common carp gliding into 
the bay, dropping down as it 
approached the island.
Both rods were already 
made up with helicopter rigs 
to combat the soft mud on 
the lake bed and bait was 
a single boilie tipped with 
plastic corn fished snowman 
style to slow its decent.  

This time location was easy, 
one rod cast towards the 
island amongst the cloud of 
mud and the second in the 
entrance to the bay both 
accompanied with half a 
dozen boilies.  The couple 
of hours that passed were 
frustrating as two carp 
regularly cruised in and out 
the bay but rarely stayed in 
my baited areas, once or 
twice I lost sight of the carp 
as they drifted down and 
sent up plumes of mud as 
they fed near my hook bait.  
The reality of the challenge 
started to dawn on me, I was 
the first angler to introduce 
boilies into the venue and 
with the abundance of natural 
food in the lake they had no 
reason to feed on my bait, 
perhaps life was too short!



was almost in front of me as 
it made another determined 
deep run, suddenly the bite 
alarm on the other rod started 
bleeping.  Due to the thick 
weed bed directly in front of 
the swim it was impossible 
to use back leads and as 
the fish rose to the surface 
I caught my first glimpse 
of a forgotten carp in the 
moonlight. Panic set in as I 
realised the carp had picked 
up my second line which 
looked to be tangled around it 
pectoral fins, it soon became 
apparent that I would not be 
able to get the required angle 
to net the fish.  I dropped the 
net and picked up the second 
rod, raising it high into the air 
to try and force some slack 
line required to guide the 
carp closer to the bank, it 
was heart in the mouth stuff 
as I dropped the second rod 
and made a lunge with the 
net towards the fish, with the 
rod at full curve I had just 
enough angle to net the fish, 
I was overwhelmed with relief 

as the carp safely nestled in 
the mesh.
I bit through the lines and 
put the tangled rigs to one 
side until I had safely dealt 
with my first carp from the 
venue, it was long, lean and 
powerful with an immense 
tail and vivid colours, a truly 
wild fish.  I guessed it would 
fall short of a double and 
the scales confirmed it at 
9lb 10oz however it did not 
matter, it was an uncaught 
carp and a special capture on 
my first night session.  It was 
impossible to say if it was 
one of the fish I observed 
swimming the previous day 
however I had spotted a 
couple of fish which were 
bigger than this so that was 
an exciting thought.  It was 
a massive confidence boost 
landing that first carp from 
such a low stocked venue.  I 
was pleased that my swim 
choice and tactics had come 
to fruition.
Shortly after a few photos the 
carp was safely returned to 

the water, the dawn began, I 
stood there and savoured the 
moment.
Following my success, I 
had only managed one-day 
session which resulted in a 
few tench since my opening 
night and I was itching to be 
back on the water.  A week 
later I suddenly found myself 
with a free night, there was 
only one thing on my mind 
and that was to get back to 
the lake.  This was going to 
be a very impromptu session 
it was already lunchtime so I 
wouldn’t arrive much before 
mid-afternoon, my son also 
had an appointment the 
following morning so I would 
have to be back reasonably 
early however my gut feeling 
was to go fishing and I often 
go with my gut!  The van 
was loaded up in record time 
and I was soon on the road. 
It was a warm summers 
day accompanied with a 
strong wind blowing into the 
north bank and as I stood at 
the water’s edge I noticed 
the dragonflies battling the 
breeze like helicopters caught 
in an updraft and the reed 
mace rustling with every gust.  
I felt my best opportunity was 
to fish the same swim as 
before and bait up ready for 
the night ahead.  The rods 
were soon cast out, one into 
open water and the other 
slightly further towards the 
weed bed near the far bank 
and again baited up with 
around 20 boilies over each 
hook bait. 

The next best thing to 
catching carp is observing 
them in their natural 
environment and I always try 
and learn something about 
my quarry.  That afternoon 
after watching those fish I 
learnt their patrol routes in 
and out of the bay and made 
a note of it, this may come in 
useful later in the season. 

 The other member started 
to pack up after a successful 
day perch fishing with several 
fish including a few over 
the 2lb barrier and as there 
was only around an hour of 
daylight left I decided to give 
it another 10 minutes before 
moving in to my night pitch. 
As I turned my attention back 
to my rods I noticed the tip 
on the rod positioned near 
the island slowly tighten as 
the bobbin rose.  As I lifted 
into the fish I knew it was 
not my intended target and 
as suspected a plucky tench 
around 4lb soon graced 
the bank. The disturbance 

of that fish meant the carp 
had moved out of the bay 
so it was time to settle into 
my swim for night on the 
opposite bank.  I had chosen 
to spend my first night fishing 
to a clear area towards the 
middle of the lake which had 
weed beds behind and either 
side.  I had prebaited this 
area over the last couple of 
weeks hoping to entice the 
carp in with plenty of 14mm 
boilies although from what I 
saw this afternoon the carp 
were in no rush to take them.  
The hook baits were fished 
close together with about 
40 boilies going in over a 
large area to get the carp 
searching for a meal.  The 
brolly was soon set up and 
I sat back and enjoyed the 
lingering light as the glowing 
orb sank beneath the horizon. 
Due to the arduous trek 
through the woods to reach 
this secluded venue I had 
to travel light, no bedchair, 
just a reclining chair, no 
sleeping bag, instead a 

thermal cover, sandwiches 
and bottle of squash as the 
kettle and stove had to be 
left at home, there wouldn’t 
be many creature comforts 
during these sessions.  As 
the darkness fell, I was 
becoming impatient the rods 
remained motionless and 
doubt was starting to set 
in, had I chosen the correct 
swim, had I fed too much or 
not enough bait?  This was 
intensified around midnight 
when I heard a fish crash in 
the shallows.

As the clouds departed and 
the moon shone brightly I 
drifted off only to be awoken 
by an absolute screamer 
at half 3.  I leapt from my 
chair and lifted into what 
was obviously not a tench!  
The fish headed for the reed 
bed on the far bank I had no 
choice but to apply strong 
pressure and hope I could 
persuade the fish to change 
direction, I managed to gain 
some line back as the fish 
kited to my left powering 
towards the jetty in the far 
corner. 
 Due to the overhanging 
branches, I had to stand 
in the water to attain the 
necessary angle to stay in in 
contact with the fish which 
felt athletic and strong.  The 
line started grating on what 
was probably a weed bed or 
submerged branches as I felt 
my chances of landing the 
fish diminishing.  The carp felt 
as if it was tiring and the runs 
became less vigorous and



On my sixth attempt, I finally 
slipped the cord under her 
as she graced the soft mesh 
where I left her to rest for a 
few minutes to regain her 
strength.  It looked larger 
and bulkier than my first and 
I was certain it would be my 
first double from the venue.  I 
weighed her twice, both times 
the scales read 10lb 9oz, 
confirmation indeed it was my 
first double from the venue.  
It was not a big fish by 
today’s standards however 
it was deeply satisfying 
knowing that I had been the 
only one to target these wild 
fish and that these carp had 
never been caught before.  
So far, the lake had been kind 
to me and as I knelt in the 
wet grass droplets cascaded 
from the branches above in 
the aftermath of the storm it 
was all worth it as the vivid 
colours of the carp presented 
themselves in the torch light.  
She boasted a dark back and 
scales of saffron, the head 
could have been carved from 
oak and the tail fin glowed 
a burnt orange.  I returned 
her to the lake and with an 
effortless flick of her tail she 
glided through the weed and 
into deeper water.  
The rest of the night was 
calm as the wind eased 
and the clouds departed 
leaving a clear night which 
brought a stunning dawn full 
of colour and a triumphant 
atmosphere.
My time on the venue was 
short and although the carp 
will not make the angling 

headlines, until I decided 
to fish for them, they were 
forgotten and uncaught.  
It was some of the most 
enjoyable and pleasurable 
carp fishing I have embarked 
on, it was an adventure, 
fishing for the unknown, a 
pioneering campaign that 
promised little yet rewarded 
me greatly.

Until next time…
Darren

The lake was becoming my 
retreat, far from the fast-
paced overcrowded world 
we live in and I was enjoying 
these halcyon days.  Just 
being by the water gave 
me pleasure, the secluded 
serenity, the nature, the 
unknowing what the lake 
holds gave it a mysterious 
atmosphere which was 
slowly gripping me tighter 
with every visit, this was a 
unique venue.  With the rise 
of commercial fisheries, it 
is very rare to find such a 
beautiful serene utopia and 
I planned on spending as 
much time here as I could 
spare in the short period I 
had available.
As the afternoon drew on the 
wind lessoned to reveal a 
pleasant summers evening 
which rewarded me with 
a brace of tench in the 4lb 
bracket.  As the evening 
drew on the clouds thickened 
and turned dark, the wind 
returned stronger than 
before and it felt as if a storm 
were approaching.  These 
conditions did 
not deter my 
enthusiasm as 
I have caught 
many times in 
the past during 
strong winds 
and quite 
welcome them 
when fishing 
for carp.  All 
of a sudden, 
the heavens 
opened 
bringing a 

torrent of rain and darkness 
fell sooner than it should of.  
My brolly started to creak like 
an out of tune violin in the 
relentless wind and all I could 
do was to sit tight as the 
storm hopefully passed over 
me.  The shriek of a barn owl 
taking cover in the woods 
was apt on such a night as 
ghoulish as this.  
The rain lasted a couple of 
hours before it eased off then 
completely stopped, drops 
hung from the branches 
overhead only to be released 
when the wind persuaded 
them to fall downwards.  
The ground around me was 
saturated, no moonlight 
penetrated the clouds 
creating a very dark night.  An 
hour after the storm, around 
midnight the right-hand bite 
alarm signalled a taking fish 
and screamed louder than 
the barn owl in the pitch 
dark, I was on the rod within 
seconds.
The fish had taken sufficient 
line to reach the weed bed 
that I was fishing close to and 

as the rod took on a healthy 
curve I looked skyward, the 
clouds looked so low that 
the rod tip would touch them.  
There was no mistaking it 
was another carp, the sheer 
power giving it away and 
I leant into the rod hoping 
to turn the carp into open 
water.  The line went solid 
as my heart sank, I knew 
opportunities would not 
come along very often when 
chasing these elusive fish 
and for now I hung on with 
steady pressure.  A couple of 
minutes passed then I felt a 
kick transmit through the taut 
line, the carp was still there 
and felt as if it had turned, 
with a rotation of the reel 
handle I gained some line 
but the fish still felt weeded 
up.  I pumped again this 
time I managed a couple of 
turns of the reel handle and 
the fight was back on as the 
fish headed to my left taking 
line away from the weed 
bed.  These forgotten carp 
had been raised on natural 
food and every day was a 

fight for survival and 
it showed as they 
fought with every 
muscle and ounce 
of strength.  The 
carp drew closer, 
however my first 
attempts to net the 
fish only saw her 
power away with 
an almighty flick 
of her tail and the 
water boiled as she 
disappeared into the 
dark depths. 



‘MAKING MEMORIES’ 
by Rich Austin



our chances of her 
catching some stunning 
fish so we headed 
to the Front Lake on 
the complex where it 
holds a fair amount of 
immaculate Mirrors and 
Commons ranging from 
6-18lb with a few 20’s 
and a purported 30+ so 
that was the mission to 
get amongst a few.
On arrival, we parked 
up the car and went 
for a walk around the 
water which took about 
40 minutes watching 
for signs of movement or 
bubbles, we saw a few fish 
cruising as it was a bright 
day with little wind and we 
decided to fish a swim at the 
gate end so we could fish 
a bay to our left and some 
open water in front.  Scarlett 
helped make very light work 
of the already easy Tempest 
that would be our home for 
the next 48hrs, then it was 
on to the tools, we set up the 
rods pod and alarms.

With a bit of a dabble on my 
last visit to the back lake 
I knew what bait we were 
going to use on this session, 
and that was to be CC Moore 
Washed Pink Dairy Supreme 
Pop Ups and Yellow NS1 Pop 
Ups they would be attached 
to the only thing Scarlett 
is not allowed to touch on 
the bank and that’s hooks, 
we were going to use the 
awesome Ronnie Rigs from J 
Precision Hooks the sharpest 
hooks in the UK bar none, 

OK so I am a Consultant 
for JP so a little biased but 
I defy you to find any hand 
sharpened hook that comes 
close to the range.  So, with 
that, our pre tied bags of 
mixed pellet and pre tied pva 
mesh sticks were attached to 
the rigs, we fished differing 
bags at first on different 
pop ups to see what would 
go first and then switch if 
consistent.  It didn’t take long 
after Scarlett cast out the 
first rod for it to scream off 
but unfortunately, she lost 
it and a huge sulk ensued - 
we have all been there, she 
stormed off red faced laid 
down on the bed arms folded 
and sulked I couldn’t believe 
it, ha-ha, she’s only 5 and to 
have an effect like that just 
showed how passionate she 
really is and a part of me 
laughed, and the other part of 
me was so very proud.  After 
she got that out of her system 
she was back on form and 
making some more sticks 

up as that is what took off 
first.  We were not tempted 
to start spodding in the lake 
as I know from experience 
that it can have an adverse 
effect so not wanting to risk 
it we just fished with the pva 
sticks and it was proving to 
be the correct decision as the 
guys who arrived over the 
other side were smashing the 
water to bit in to the evening 
and Scarlett had banked 3 
fish to her tactics whilst the 4 
guys had none.  So, we got 
ready for the evening had 
some dinner of which she 
cooked burgers in the Ridge 
Monkey washed down with a 
nice hot chocolate and it was 
soon time for her to have a 
sleep.
The objective on this trip 
was to get Scarlett’s season 
off to a good start and 
hopefully beat her near 9lb 
PB, at around 1am the rod 
screamed off and I tried in all 
my might to wake her but to 
no avail and I had to land

There is nothing I repeat 
nothing more special than 
spending time with my 
daughter Scarlett making 
fishing memories.  I am a 
very lucky dad in the fact that 
Scarlett at only aged 5 has 
taken to fishing like a duck 
does to water, the excitement 
when I tell her I have to get 
ready for a 24 or 48hr trip or 
a competition is priceless, 
and when it’s time for her 
to don her fishing attire for 
a bankside session herself, 
well the excitement goes 
through the roof, not only is 
she preparing boilies in glug 
or making up some bag mix 
she is making it for her own 
use.  Scarlett gets involved 
with all the pre-planning, 
getting her hands dirty with 
the CC Moore Live System 
Boilies, glugging them with 
the awesome Response + 
Cream from CC Moore with 
a dash of Amino 365.  We do 
this a couple of days before 
the trip turning the defrosted 
bait every now and then in 
the bucket to re coat them 
so all the additives are taken 
in with the rehydrating food 
source.  That’s the first thing 
we will do in our session 
prep, followed by creating a 
bag mix which in most cases 
for us will be the Live System 
Boilie crushed down, and 
various ingredients added 
such as crushed hemp, whole 
hemp, micro water snails - 
we find those a great edge 
and give the fish needed 
nutrients that perhaps are 
missing from their diets if 

the water doesn’t hold a lot 
of naturals, and they love 
the crunch factor with their 
pharyngeal teeth making 
light work of the molluscs.  
Also added in to the bag mix 
will be crushed tigers that 
have been pre-glugged in 
a cheeky brine, and some 
micro pellets - Skretting and 
Milkimin, one more ingredient 
completes the Live System 
Bag Mix and I never go 
without Krill Micromass, it 
is rich in Omega 3 oil and 
Astaxanthin which is a 
powerful anti-oxidant, its 
high in protein and amino 
acids which are essential to 
a healthy fish diet.  You may 
think it’s a strange contrast 
to have a fishy additive in to 
what is predominantly a Milk 
Protein base mix with CSL 
undertones but in fact I truly 
believe that the attractors 
in all the ingredients work 
so well that whatever mood 
the carp are in their feeding 
receptors will be switched 
on to one or more of the 
elements incorporated in the 

free offering to stimulate a 
feeding response.

Bait and free offerings I 
believe are one of the most 
important parts of pre-
planning if you’re going to 
spend hours/days trying to 
catch fish then making the 
effort before you go is a must 
to maximise your chances 
of banking those sometimes 
very fussy Carp. So where 
were we heading?....... well 
a good friend of mine Ryan 
King from Xcel Baits has 
jumped in with both feet and 
committed to taking over a 
couple of lakes on a secure 
complex in Windsor, the lakes 
named aptly Windsor View 
Lakes are old pits Front Lake 
(day ticket) and Back Lake 
(syndicate), the Back Lake I 
featured in a previous issue 
of Talking Carp so feel free to 
browse the back catalogue 
of issues if you are interested 
in old English strain carp and 
a challenging water BUT this 
time it was Scarlett’s session 
and we wanted to maximise



 it myself shame as it was 
a stunning little Common of 
around 12lb. I told her the 
next morning and the words 
that followed were fantastic 
“ohhhh daaaaad…. why 
didn’t you wake me up I 
wanted that one” hahahhaa.  
After breakfast, it was a bit of 
casting practice of which she 
really does well, we are not 
fishing far out at all I’d say 
about 6 rod lengths due to 
the steep slopping margins to 
16 feet out towards the centre 
so a short chuck was our 
tactic and proved to be on the 
mark as the guys opposite 
still had not had a fish I still 
believe it was because they 
smashed the water to bits.  
Next to cross the spreader 
block was the slimer! 
“Scarlett can daddy unhook 
that in the water please” “No 
dad I want to see it” “Grrrrrrrrr 

OK!” so we netted a nice size 
Bream for her entertainment 
and to the disgust of all my 
by now dry clean gear God 
love her.  We took a pic and 
off it went back to the abyss. 
This was followed quickly 
by a stunning little Mirror of 
which Scarlett played all the 
way to the net and I pulled 
the rod tip high to get it over 
the block that was another 
proud moment. 

A few more fish followed 
and I could see she was 
getting tired so we did a few 
product shots, and made 
some pellet bags and some 
more pva sticks which she 
has now mastered I reckon 
I had only about 3kg on the 
bivvy floor this session not 
bad getting better!!!  We 
wound in and did a lap of 
the lake just to change the 

scenery up a bit so 
she didn’t get tunnel 
vision and bored, at 
that age it is a little 
bit of a challenge 
to keep them 
engaged but I was 
pleasantly surprised 
on her maturity and 
willingness to learn 
this trip, it took me 
back a bit and I felt 
a huge proudness 
flood over me the 
bond we had just 
became stronger.  
We then went off to 
the Tesco Express 
to stock up on some 
supplies and a little 
drive round Windsor 

Castle as she kept on about 
it, once that was out the way 
back out went the rods, over 
the next few hours a couple 
more commons graced the 
bank which culminated in 
to a great session and in 
which she learned so much 
on the bank, even looking at 
the water telling me that a 
fish had jumped or swirled, 
I was very proud of this little 
girl, not once have I pushed 
her in to helping me at home 
in my prep or pushed her 
to come with me, she has 
designs of her own and that 
is the proudest thing, the 
bond we have is so strong, 
and I can’t help but think that 
fishing together is a major 
part of it, in fact I know it is, 
it’s a bond that I hope we will 
never lose, but even if one 
day the trips do end, nobody, 
NOBODY, can take away 
these priceless memories.

I am so proud of you Scarlett 
Austin and Love You More 
Than Millions.  

Daddy x X x

See you next time folks

Rich 



Beauty And The Beasts 
by 

Linz Paskin



Beauty And 
The Beasts

First article for Talking 
Carp… 

WOW let’s do this...

There’s nothing worse than 
sitting at home or at work 
CRAVING bank time, 
staring out my window, 
weather was bleak and 
looked bostin to nick a few 
bites. Miserable, I walked 
out my front door to my 
mates where they were all 
working on poxy cars again, 
eerrgghh!! Don’t get me 
wrong, I love mechanics, but 
I was bored and NEEDED to 
get on that bank! After a bit 
of moping my mate rang and 
said he was going fishing, 
meh I thought! Then I heard 
them words that fill me with 
as much joy as the day I 
had my daughter “WANNA 
COME FISHING FOR 48 
HOURS?” Aaaarrrggghh… 
I dropped everything and 
legged it home. I’ve never 
got changed so fast in my 
whole life, threw all my 
crap in a Tesco carrier bag, 
got my rods, rucksack and 
everything else and flew out 
my front door like Linford 
Christie failing to realise I 

couldn’t actually get there 
because I don’t poxy drive. 
My mate turned around and 
said “So when you leaving?” 
I stood there and glared 
over at his sarcastic face, he 
smiled and said, “I’ll take 
ya.” 

BOOOOOOOOOOOM, 

Linz is back in the race! 
With time ticking and swims 
to feed and carp to catch I 
just wanted to get gone it 
was already 4 o’clock in the 
afternoon, thank God for 
these light nights ay! Now 
I’m sat in the car like a kid 
in a sweet shop GO GO GO! 
Soon as I’m in the car I’m 
back out, ahhhh the sweet 
smell of the outdoors, giving 
my head a wobble I needed 
to work fast, scout the lake, 
pick a swim & get my ass 
set up for what I’m hoping 
to be a BOSS session! With 
my mate already there set 
up on the side of the bank 
I’ve NEVER caught from, 
I was a little bit pissed off 
really. See, what it is, I’m 
a bit of a fanny when it 
comes to overnighters and 
constantly think I’m actually 
going to get murdered 
or the walkers from the 
Walking Dead will come 
and they WILL find me 
and eat me! Hhhmmmm, 

this film watching has gotta 
stop! So anyway, I decided 
to carry on being that 
pathetic fanny and fish the 
same side as him EVEN 
THOUGH I HAVE NEVER 
CAUGHT FROM THAT 
SIDE I took my chances & 
prayed the carp gods would 
be with me, ahhhh who 
am I kidding carp gods?? 
That’s just me trying to 
sound carpy. Ultimate FAIL! 
Looked out in front of me 
and gazed across the lake 
sun beaming down, sounds 
nice, doesn’t it?? Well yeah it 
was nice apart from the fact 
there were 100mph winds 
sweeping the lake, so I crack 
on and start catapulting 
some bait out to the right of 
me under a broken tree, yep 
perfect for the carp to hide, 
nice and snaggy and tucked 
away nicely in the shade… 
Booooooom... I’m onto a 
winner I thought! Then I 
start TRYING to wang some 
bait out in front of me but 
with the wind blowing me 
round like I’m a size 8, 9 
stone female and the bait 
flying down to the left in 
my mates swim, I give up 
chucked my catapult down 
and cracked on with setting 
up my bivvy! Turn around 
and the lads already had my 
bivvy up, ahhhh they’re a 
good bunch, but sod that

I need a coffee lads. Whilst 
they crack on setting 
me up I crack on getting 
my rods set up and out, 
I was dreading casting 
in this wind. First rod, 
hhhmmmm??? Tactics??? 
Yep still humming?? Ok 
ok ok let’s not mess about 
make a decision! Snowman 
rig, size 8 anti-eject barbless 
hook tied to 20lb WTF 
fluoro hook link all courtesy 
of #thelastyard14, I slammed 
on a Nash citrus bottom 
bait and some pop up I 
found floating round in my 
bucket, don’t even know 
what it was, but yeah wacked 
it on and dropped it in the 
margin pretending I knew 
what I was looking for, ha-
ha, just kidding checked it 
was critically balanced blah 
blah blah yep sound, tight 
pva mesh with a few Nash 
citrus crushed up boilies and 
a sprinkle of pellets I was 
ready to place my first rod 
kind of precisely. But with 
me anything is possible and 
trying to punch a 12ft rod 
tightly under a tree doesn’t 
always go to plan but hey 
ho close your eyes and hope 
for the best ay? Ok first rod 
out and yesssssss! I missed 
the tree and actually landed 
it where I wanted it, there 
is hope. Ok, next rod Linz, 
now the past few times I 

have fished my syndicate 
the Ronnie rig has worked 
well landing me a couple of 
fish, but I needed a game 
changer, I wanted more I 
wanted constant action, 
right I’ll make a KD rig, 
don’t ask why coz I don’t 
even know why! Bait was a 
hard choice as I wanted a 
completely opposite bait to 
my snowman rig and what 
I’d got in my bait bag was a 
crock of crap and I’d never 
caught on. I could feel a 
paddy coming on, angrily 

stormed to the lads and 
explained harshly that my 
bait was shit and I’m going 
home because I’m a spoilt 
brat and didn’t want to blank 
AGAIN! Me? A nightmare 
to fish with? HELL YEAH! 
So, my good buddy old pal 
who we all call Bobby baby, 
coz he’s awesome, roots 
through my bucket and pulls 
out a tub I brought from 
NAS5. Now this bait I was 
weary of using because the 
geezer I brought them off 
explained that I need to go



careful when putting the bait 
needle through as they can 
crumble. Well, stone me, 
I’m like a bull in a China 
shop so these don’t stand a 
chance in my man hands! 
Welllllll looks like I’m gonna 
have to bite the bullet and 
try and be careful! This bait, 
I didn’t know what to make 
of it to start with, but I’ve 
never seen a bait quite like 
it! Brown in colour shaped 
to look EXACTLY like a 
grub, I thought this would 
be perfect as it looks like a 
natural creature, now to get 
it on my hair in one piece, 
if emoji’s could be used 
right now I’ve got a perfect 
middle finger one! OK I’m 
impressed I got it on first 
time, no mesh bag just a 
single grub hook bait let’s 
give that a whirl ay! POWER 
UP I’m gonna cast, straight 
out in front of me over the 
other side of the bank is 
a tree I LOVE fishing and 
because the situation with 
my mate not fishing where 
I wanted to I had no choice 
but to slam a heavier weight 
on and cast right the way 
over, after all there was only 
me and my one mate on the 
whole lake! This time I didn’t 
use my “eyes closed & pray” 
technique thought I best 
do it properly for a change 
ha! OK breathing it to out I 

threw my best cast out there, 
watching my little grub fly 
through the air I could feel 
this was gonna be an epic 
shot! Booooom I landed it 
EXACTLY where I wanted 
it, where’s my photographer 
when it need him for an 
action shot, MEH! Anyway, 
feeling pleased with myself I 
placed my rods on my bank 
sticks (coz they are carpier 
than a pod apparently) I 
put my swingers on, turned 
round and everything was 
set up for me apart from my 
bed! Cheers lads. Set my 
bed up put my girly crap all 
in order then banged the 
kettle on, half hour after my 
epic cast to my tree I was 
just about to kick back and 
relax with a well-earned 
cuppa when my alarm starts 
throwing a couple of beeps 
out, me thinking it’s just a 
teaser sat back down then 
BOOOOOOOOOOOM 

Alarms thrashing a screech 
only a carp angler could 
handle, the fight is on. 
When I’m playing a fish, 
I can hear the dramatic 
music in my head like the 
music on Mark Pitchers 
DVDs, EPIC! I gripped 
my rod firmly in my hand 
and struck, hhhmmmm 
hardly any fight, with one 
hand over my face could 
this be a carp anglers worst 
nightmare, please please 
please nooooooooo, 

I took my time hoping it 
might have a splurge of 
anxiety or something and 
spaz of into a fit of rage, 
nope still coming in like an 
Aldi carrier bag... 

My mate comes over “want 
me to land it” “don’t look at 
me” I said me not looking at

the water I kept reeling 
“ooh, he’s at chunk Linz” 
I looked down and 
BOOOOOOOOOOOM a 
fat bar of gold cruising in 
my way, jumping up and 
down “get the net, get the 
net” as soon as he put the 
net in the water the fight 
was on, kicking his tail out 
whipping the water like 
he’s auditioning for a Jaws 
movie he spun into a whirl 
of rage! Taking me back out 
to where I hooked him from 
knowing where the snags 
are, I locked up, not today 
thank you, you’re coming 
home to momma! After an 
epic battle of keeping the 
chunk away from the snags 
the beast finally kissed my 
spreader block weighing in 
at 21lb. What a stunning 
bar of gold, let’s get some 
pictures and get this stunner 
back to his larger siblings! 
Smashed it within half hour 
on my bespoke baits grub 
style boilie, feeling good 
and positive got it back out 
still fishing singles with no 
freebies! Within minutes 
of casting back out onto 
the same spot I’m being 
screamed at, rraaahhhh let’s 
do this! As the day went on 
and on that one rod had 
been producing into the 
night while the other rod 
was clearly having technical 

issues. I thought I’d give it 
the benefit of the doubt and 
throw some more bait out 
just coz I’ve seen other carp 
anglers do it so thought I’d 
copy ha-ha! Left it overnight 
and still nothing! Come 
first light I was up after a 
long night pondering on my 
nonproductive rod I couldn’t 
leave it any longer! Reeling 
in when I hit a stop, oh here 
we go, SNAGGED!! Bad 
angling by me. I should’ve 
checked my rod sooner but 
hey ho you live and learn 
I suppose! Trying to find 
a way out without losing 
all my end tackle, it wasn’t 
having any of it, so I began 
walking back ready to snap, 
but felt the line loosen. 
Reeling in and boom didn’t 
lose a single item not even 
my hook bait, thanks to 
THE LAST YARD end 
tackle I kept everything, just 
what I expect from my end 
tackle strong and durable in 

ANY situation! Checked my 
hook hadn’t been blunted 
or bent in the process but 
still as sharp as it came 
fresh out the pack, quickly 
changed my bait to the good 
old grub I slammed it out 
in a different fresh spot as 
that margin isn’t producing 
so I rest the swim and try 
again later! Casting out 3 
rod lengths out I felt positive 
with my choice! Literally 
before I’d even put it down 
my reels going on a mad 
one strike and play Linz! 
Another one in the net, by 
this point I’m shattered I’d 
had nothing to eat hardly 
anything to drink in the 
whole time I’d been there, 
no time for that crap when 
you’re on the fish! Rods were 
going of literally every 15 
minutes. Roll on when Carl 
gets here to make me food 
and water me! Eventually he 
turned up, but first thing he 
did was get in my



bivvy and lie down. I’m 
fuming absolutely fuming 
so I do what I do best and 
throw a paddy and boom 
it worked, so to speed the 
process up of him cooking 
me some food and in 
between catching all the fish 
I helped him set up! Carp 
were going wild on these 
grubs, double takes, the lot! 
After a long hauling session 
I kind of prayed that Sunday 
night would be kind of slow 
so I could have at least an 
hours sleep! Happy to say 
I got at least 4 hours! With 
me absolutely thrashing 
the lads AGAIN think it’s 
time for some proper scran! 
Weathers bleak and the 
wind was so wild I actually 
thought my bivvy was gonna 
take off! Monday comes 
and it’s home time, I start 
the slow pack up and dry 
off as the fishing slowed 
down, they must have 
become wise to the grub! I 

have got to say that had to 
be one of best sessions I’ve 
had in a long time! Taking 5 
minutes to myself and catch 
up on my hectic lifestyle on 
social media and fire some 
pics out there I counted 
how many carp I’d had that 
session and I was shocked! 
With Carl only catching 1 
and Bobby landing a tidy 
7, not bragging or anything 
but I netted in at 19! 
Boooooooom!! Absolutely 
smashing session. Average 
between 12-15lb heaviest 
21lb smallest 6lb... plenty of 
laughter good food, good 
company, and most of all 
plenty of action on the rods. 

All in all, a top top weekend! 
Drawing my session to a 
close and already thinking of 
my next... bank life = happy 
Linz. 

Thanks for taking the time 
to read my article and if 

you didn’t then it’s your loss 
ha-ha. Thanks for tuning in 
tight lines & PEACE OUT!

Linz. 



The Secret Lake 
by 

Gary Milky Lowe



The Secret 
Lake

Well after the success 
of the last trip down on 
the secret lake I couldn’t 
wait to get back down 
there, during the week 
I kept in contact with 
a few of the lads about 
what was coming out and 
there had been nothing 
out of the lake since the 
big common at 49lb. 
I was happy with that 
and hoped they would 
feed when i get down 
there on Wednesday. Up 
until then i had to get 
the bait prepared and 
boilies cut up so they sat 
on top of the silt, as this 
lake is really silty. The 
Tuesday came quick and 
I loaded the van late that 
night ready to get to the 
lake early Wednesday 
morning,
The alarm was set for 4 
and i was up and down 
stairs, I had a quick cup 
of tea and I was in the 
car and off down the lane 
towards the lake. I drove 
down the muddy lane 

towards the car park in 
between the large trees 
that made the lane even 
darker, and as I turned 
into the car park and to 
my surprise there was no 
cars there which gave me 
the option of the whole 
lake to choose from. 
After locking the car I set 
off to have a look around 
as it was just getting light, 
I could see if anything 
was moving at first light, 
and after a good look 
round on the side of the 
lake that you have access 
to I had seen nothing, 
no signs of a carp at all, 
a few tench that’s all, 
so I thought I would sit 
on the boat house as 
from there I could see 
and watch most of the 
lake and see if anything 
moved.
After a good hour or so I 
still hadn’t seen anything 
but the wind had picked 
up and started to blow 
down the other end to 
where I was last week. 
Down that end there is 
a massive reed bed and 
two islands right at the 
end so I thought I would 

start down that end as 
I had nothing else to 
go on. Well, back to the 
car and the barrow was 
loaded and I set off to get 
to my swim but on the 
long walk to my swim I 
was stopping and looking 
for any signs of fish, 
but seeing no signs of 
anything I started to set 
up in my chosen swim. 
The bivvy was up and 
rods ready but I decided 
to not cast out for a bit 
and just watch the water, 
well after a few brews I 
saw my first show, so one 
road was cast out near 
the one of the islands, so 
that was one rod sorted 
the other two I would put 
close to the reeds. 

All three rods had my 
ever faithful chods with 
pineapple pop ups on 
and these were critically 
balanced by pushing 
some of the new Taska 
lead wire into the bait so 
there is no putty on the 
swivel which I think gives 
it more room to move 
and spin.

Well I decided to not go 
heavy on the bait just 
yet so i just scattered 
50 baits round each rod 
then if I get a bite I’ll put 
more out. It was early 
afternoon and I had seen 
a few more shows down 
my end so there was a 
few fish in the area , a 
couple more people had 
turned up but they had 
decided to go up the 
other end of the lake so I 
was left alone down this 
end so if any fish moved 
down this end I could 
move on them as long 
as no one else turned 
up. It was getting dark 

until I see the next show 
and it was right over the 
rod that was near the 
big reed bed so i was 
well confident of a bite 
at some stage. I went to 
bed about an hour later 
as I wanted to be up for 
first light but hoping I 
would be up before then 
as there was fish in the 
area. Well how wrong 
was I? I woke up just as 
it was getting light and 
was really surprised that 
the rods hadn’t gone. I 
put the kettle on and sat 
at the front of the swim 
watching the water and 
if anything moved up the 

back i was going to move 
on it.

Well morning came and 
went, I had seen nothing 
the wind had stopped so 
the water was flat calm 
and the sun was out so I 
thought I would reel in 
and have a walk about 
to see if I could spot any 
fish, I climbed all the big 
trees all the way up to 
the boat house and I had 
seen nothing, I carried 
on down into the other 
bay were the two anglers 
were and as soon as I 
turned the corner I could 
see a sling hanging up so



I knew one of them 
had had something. 
I had messed up they 
had caught from the 
area I had caught the 
week before, oh well 
you live and learn, well 
after a chat with them I 
had learn that they had 
had 2 fish last night, a 
stockie and one of the big 
mirrors at 44LB. I was 
well chuffed for him as 
he had been fishing here 
for two years and had 
only had 3 fish and they 
were only stockies. Now 
I had to think had the 
fish moved in the night 
up the other end so do I 
stay or move, I decided 

to have a good look 
round for a few hours 
then make my mind up. 
I climbed up every tree 
I could and looked in 
every hole and bay that 
was along this back and 
the only place I found 
some fish was near to 
where I was fishing so 
I thought I would stay 
where I was.
I sat back in my swim 
thinking that the fish 
must have been over 
me all the time so was 
it my rigs? I don’t think 
so as I’ve always caught 
on them so I thought I 
would change the colour 
of the hook bait, I went 

for a pink salty squid 
flavour pop up to see 
if that would make a 
difference, I put all three 
rods back on the same 
spots and only put 20 
free offerings over the 
top of each rod. It was 
late evening before I 
saw a carp show itself 
and it looked a very big 
common... that would do 
I thought so I went into 
the night hoping that the 
rod that it showed over 
would go. How wrong 
was I again?? I woke up 
at first light to nothing 
and the wind had picked 
up and was blowing 
down the other end

which didn’t fill me with 
confidence, so I was 
going to have a move at 
some stage today. I had 
some breakfast then 
started to pack down 
my gear when the other 
two blokes came walking 
down to say they were off 
and I should get myself 
down the other end as 
they have been watching 
fish all morning over on 
the far back to where 
they were, so that would 
be in front of the swim 
that I fished last week.
After they had gone I 
packed the rest of my 
gear up quickly and 
made my way to the boat 
house and was soon in 
the boat and on my way 
to the swim I was in the 
previous week as I was 
on my way to it I could 
see a few fish jumping 
in the area I fished so I 
was well up for it. After 
about an hour I had 
everything set up and I 
was ready to cast out, I 
kept my pink Mainline 
salty squid hookbaits 
on and cast two rods 
to roughly where the 

fish were showing and 
the other on the spot 
were I had the common 
from last week, after I 
had sorted everything 
out and made myself a 
brew I sat on a bucket 
at the front of the swim 
watching the water and 
watching the odd fish roll 
out in front of me as the 
sun went down, the fish 
seemed to move down 
the lake which I was not 
happy with but I hopped 
they would move back in 
the morning as this was 
the shallow end of the 
lake. I settled down for 
the night as I was going 
to be up early as was not 
that confident of a take 
at night as the fish had 
moved off. It seemed like 
I had only just closed 
my eyes when I was 
woken by a screamer 
on my right hand rod, 
as I picked up the rod 
the middle rod started 
to bleep the fish had 
moved so quick I think it 
had picked up that line, 
well as I played the fish 
it started to go left and 
it felt like it was grating 

on the line… I was in 
trouble here as there was 
a small weed bed in front 
of me and if the lead 
from the other rod gets 
caught up in that i would 
lose the fish. I didn’t have 
to worry about that as 
the hook pulled and I 
was left with a right mess 
both rods tangled.
After about an hour I had 
both rods redone and 
ready to go back on the 
spots tired and unhappy 
that I had lost a fish I 
cast them back onto the 
spots and settled down 
to gets some sleep before 
it got light. The alarm 
went off and I laid there 
in my bag thinking of 
what could have been if I 
landed the one last night. 
The steam was coming 
from the kettle on the 
first brew of the day and 
I saw the first show of the 
day about 50 yards away 
from my right-hand rod, 
I am hoping that they are 
moving back down of the 
slight trickle of wind that 
is here, well several cups 
of tea later I was up and 
sitting on my bucket



watching for signs of carp 
when I started to get a 
few liners on the middle 
rod so there must be fish 
moving about near my 
baited area. About 5 mins 
later I saw a big common 
launch its self out right 
over the middle rod then 
more liners on the rod I 
was sitting on my hand 
and hoping that it would 
go. After about an hour 
the liners stopped and 
I didn’t see any more 
fish show so I thought I 
had been done and they 
had moved off when the 
left-hand rod burst into 
life. Now all I had in my 
mind was please don’t 
pick up the middle rod 
as the line on it would 
be going over the top of 
the weed bed so I did all 
I could to keep the fish 
left but it was going mad 
and soon made its way to 
the right but after a few 
minutes the fish was well 
right and past the other 
two rods and clear of the 
weed bed, this fish was 
going mad charging up 
and down the margins 
and as soon as I gained 

line it would take it back! 
Well a few minutes later 
I saw a glimpse of it 
and it was quite a large 
common so now I had 
seen it I started to panic 
and eased of on the 
pressure, so it took me 
longer to get it closer to 
the net, I finally managed 
to get its head up and 
guide it over the cord 
of the net and she was 
mine!
Well I took a glimpse 
in the net and it was 
definitely a big common 
so I made sure it was safe 
in the edge and started 
to get my self take gear 
ready and find a nice 
spot for some good shots. 
Once I had sorted this 
out it was time to have 
a good look and weigh 
my prize, well once on 
the mat it looked big 
and on a closer look it 
looked like the fish i had 
last week, if it was then it 
must like this area? Once 
I weighed her I put her 
back in the water for a 
few minutes so it could 
get some rest, I got my 
camera and looked at the 

picture of last week fish 
and it looked the same, 
it had a few marks that 
looked the same. As I 
started to sort myself 
out I got a call off Dave 
the bailiff who had just 
turned up and asked 
where I was, and I told 
him what I had in the 
net and he got a boat 
over to do the shots to 
save me from doing self 
takes. We both looked at 
the common on the mat 
and Dave confirmed that 
it was the one I had last 
week. I couldn’t believe 
that… I had caught the 
same 40lb common twice 
in two weeks! After a 
few shots, we released 
her back to her home, 
he shook my hand and 
then we sat down with a 
brew and put the world 
to rights. Then Dave 
went on his rounds to 
check the lake, I sat back 
thinking what are the 
odds on that the amount 
of big fish in this lake 
and I catch the same one 
twice??!! I had one more 
night left so there might 
be a chance of another

 fish.
I sat there during the day 
looking at the pictures 
of all the fish that are in 
the lake and thinking 
what ones I would like 
to catch. Since the fish 
this morning i haven’t 
seen any fish in the area, 
so I decided to take a 
look along the bank to 
see if I could find any 
fish but after a few hours 
of looking and chatting 
to another angler that 
had turned up in this 
time and had gone in 
a swim just around the 
corner as he had been 
baiting there, so I went 
back to my swim and 
got the rods back out in 
case there still there or 
come back to the area. 
I decided to put out 
another 50 18mm Cell 
bottom baits just in case 
they had all been eaten. 
I sat there chilling for 
the rest of the day and 
watching the water but 
I did not see anything. 
That evening I had a 
nice Chinese and settled 
down to a nice evening 
listen to the radio. I 

finally gave in and got in 
the bag for the night not 
confident at all. The night 
went uneventful, and I 
was soon having a brew 
watching the sun come 
up over the trees. I had to 
be off in a few hours so 
I started to pack most of 
my stuff away I had my 
back to the water when 
I heard a fish crash out, 
when I looked round it 
was bang over my middle 
rod. That was the first 
fish I had seen since the 
morning before so I was 
still in with a chance??!! 
I didn’t get that chance, 
I said my goodbyes to 
the other angler and told 
him to keep an eye on the 
swim as one just showed. 
I made my way across 

the lake back to the boat 
house, and unloaded 
my stuff and loaded 
the car. I made my way 
down the dirt track and 
out on to the road and 
home. Once I was home 
I looked at the photos 
on the computer of the 
commons just to make 
sure they were the same 
and they were. I couldn’t 
wait to get back down but 
it will have to be in a few 
weeks as I am going to 
have a go at another lake 
with a mate next week. 
I’ll let you know how i 
get on next month. 

Tight lines 

Milky    





Sam and Cam go 

LARGE at Farlows 

by Sa
m Kelse

y

Sam and Cam 
go LARGE at 

Farlows

Okay, where to start?  
The time was just 
past 8pm on Sunday. 
Cameron had just 
told me he was setting 
off from “The Shire” 
(Ayrshire, Scotland) to 
pick me up from my 
home in the Scottish 
borders. The plan was 
to try fit everything in 
his motor, drive down 
through the night to 
arrive at Farlows first in 
line to get a decent swim 
on the Monday morning. 
 A Farlows trip had been 
on the cards since last 
September. Originally 
four of us from our local 
syndicate were meant to 
have been going, but due 
to a mishap with holidays 
it was now only Cameron 
and myself heading 
down for the five days 
originally scheduled. The 
two other lads had gone 
a few days earlier for a 
forty-eight hour and had 
a twenty between them. 

Good stuff! 
As I heard Cameron’s 
new motor pull in 
outside my house, a wee 
jolt of apprehension/
excitement hit me. This 
wasn’t the first time I’d 
been traveling a fair 
few miles in search 
of breaking my PB, 
which stood at massive 
*Cough* 15lb 6oz (I live 
in Scotland, not Essex). 
Cameron’s, respectively 
stood at just over 20lb. 
So, with regards to 
catching Farlows fish, 
lower end of the carp in 
there would have seen 
us conquering this with 
ease. Hence Farlows as 
our choice of lake. 
 For those of you not 
familiar with Farlows, it’s 
a site with three lakes. 
The first (lake three) a 
small half acre for kids/
leisure anglers. A 5-acre 
intermediate lake (lake 
two) with beautiful fish 
from big pasty size up 
to thirties. Finally, lake 
one, 25 acre with islands 
galore and around 1300 
stunning carp up to low 
forties both mirror and 

commons. The original 
plan was to fish lake one, 
then possibly switch to 
lake two mid-week if the 
fishing was slow.
Driving down flew by as 
we were both excited to 
say the least, throwing 
ideas of swim choice, 
rigs, bait etc backwards 
and forwards. As you do. 
But ultimately knowing 
full well that when you 
arrive, all that goes out 
the window. And it did. 
6.20am, Monday. Charlie 
the bailiff opens the gates 
and we are the first ones 
to pay. He tells us that 
we want to get ourselves 
round onto pegs 43 and 
44 on the ‘smelly bank’, 
as a few fish had been 
coming from those two 
pegs in the past week and 
seeing as we have driven 
a good 7 hrs., we deserve 
a decent swim. Without 
hesitation, we quickly 
jumped back in the car 
and went around to that 
bank unloaded enough 
gear to bag those swims. 
Cam was on peg 43 and 
I was on peg 44. Now, at 
this point Cam and I



We took all the pics, and 
slipped her back in the 
warm morning sunlight. 
Only to find out that the 
pics were slightly blurred 
due to me switching the 
auto focus off on the 
camera the day before! 
Dough! Not to worry 
though, I managed to 
play around with the 
pictures and sharpen one 
or two of the not so bad 
ones to give me a decent 
image or two. I was elated 
with the fish, not only 
smashed my PB, but off 
the mark with one of the 
biggest carp I had seen in 
the flesh, and a Farlows 
stunner to boot. We had 
definitely found them, 
and with our rigs coming 
back clean every time 
now that we had pushed 
that bit further out of the 
weed and into the silt. 

Disco disco, we’re on the 
dancefloor!! Let’s party!
 The rest of that sunny 
second day passed 
without another fish, we 
had a few bleeps and lifts 
here and there but no 
takes sadly. Cameron was 
fishing solely on Ronnie 
rigs with the essential 
pops which he had been 
using in his fishing for 
some time, and I (now a 
convert to the efficiency 
of the Ronnie) was 
on two Ronnie’s and a 
snowman at that point 
all size 4 hooks and just 
using a throwing stick to 
chuck between 80-100 
18mm Essential Cell in 
the area every half day 
or so to try keep them 
grubbing. So very similar 
tactics for the both of us.
 Cameron was now going 
through the motions 

of why he’d not had 
anything yet and still 
contemplating a move 
to lake two the following 
morning. Wow, are we 
glad we didn’t… 
 During the day, we 
played about with rigs 
and talked through the 
technical side of things. 
Questioning everything 
to ensure we were fishing 
as efficiently as we could. 
We noticed that cams 
rigs were prone to tangles 
even with tubing and 
the like, so I suggested 
he switch to ring swivels 
straight off the lead-clip. 
With this change, he 
minimized the tangling 
and was a lot happier 
that they were going out 
untangled every time. 
I also showed that if he 
was to dip his cast before 
he lunged, he could

looked at each other 
if only to confirm that 
we were actually here 
and that it was actually 
happening. With massive 
bags under our eyes we 
went about trying to 
catch some stunning 
monsters from this 
beautiful looking lake. 
The marker rod was out, 
and with a bare lead I 
managed to find a gravel 
bar at about 13 wraps, 
Cameron was fishing a 
little shallower at about 
10 wraps but on a smaller 
bar. We had agreed 
with the pressure being 
relatively high for the 
first couple of days to fish 
single hookbaits for the 
first 24 hours. So, got two 
rods on the bars and one 

rover somewhere else. 
The first arduous and 
lethargic day had passed 
uneventful, a lot of tea 
and coffee was drank to 
keep us awake, but no 
fish prevailed. Right, 
Tuesday. Now time to 
pull it together and get 
our game faces on. Cam 
was up at the crack of 
dawn to see many a fish 
topping at about 120-140 
yards off the west side 
of the island to our left. 
He’d already got his rigs 
as far as he thought he 
could go with his casts 
and with this in mind I 
skyrocketed a borrowed 
Ronnie rig with a bright 
Essential Cell pop up (as 
we’d heard that essential 
had been doing a fair few 

bites) about 120 yards 
to that point. As I was 
getting my other rigs 
sorted and ready to go, 
my bobbin smashes up 
and line starts to peel. 
Lifted the rod to feel 
something heavier than 
I’d ever felt attached 
to the end, even at 120 
yards I could tell she was 
a biggun. 
 The fight ensued for 
about ten minutes, 
coming in relatively easy 
then holding its ground 
under the rod tip for 
another five. I remember 
my leg shaking like a 
sh*****g dog and feeling 
sick to my stomach. But, 
when she rolled over the 
net cord there was no 
denying that it was over 
that magical 20lb barrier 
that had eluded me for so 
long. Sat in the net was 
a bang on 27lb beautiful 
Farlows mirror carp. 
Happy days! “Can go 
home now a happy man, 
eh?” I said. Cam and I 
gave each other a good 
old hug n a slap on the 
back. “That is what we 
came for.”



achieve a much better 
distance, which he did, 
and was elated to find 
that it worked well. We 
bounced a few other 
ideas around during that 
day and by the end of the 
afternoon were happy as 
a “pig in silt” with our 
conclusions. 
 Wednesday morning, 
6am. I wake to the sweet 
song of Cam’s right hand 
rod whizzing off line. Up 
and out of the bivvy like 
a shot, Cam was leant 
into his first fish. Ensuing 
leg wobble and panic, me 
throwing in comments 
like “looks a decent one” 

shortly followed by a 
“shut the f*** up” from 
Cam as the line pinged 
a couple of times of the 
fish’s fins. But the panic 
was quashed when I 
lifted the net under a 
lovely two tone golden 
common of 18lb. Hooray! 
The pictures (not blurry) 
were taken and Cam 
slipped her back. Get in 
matey!
 On the build up to the 
trip we said that one fish 
would suffice, but now 
we had both caught, we 
really wanted another 
fish a piece if we were 
being honest. This, we 

thought, wasn’t too much 
to ask as we still had 
over 72 hours remaining. 
A fact we both kept 
repeating to each other 
throughout the morning, 
smiling to ourselves like 
idiots. 
 Move on to around 9am 
and it was tackle shop/
toilet time. I lifted my 
right-hand rod to reel in 
for the toilet break and 
immediately felt a bit of 
weight. I thought this 
was strange as we were 
fishing spots over the 
back of the weed now, 
and when it gave a kick I 
was even more surprised.

I shouted over to Cam 
that I had a fish on. It 
must have picked the 
rig up at exactly the 
same time as I had lifted 
it to reel in. Anyway, 
about halfway in I feel 
it come off, bugger! I 
reel in to find the stiff 
clear boom had been cut 
close to the hook. Zebra 
mussel possibly? Slightly 
dejected, reeled in the 
rest of the rods and went 
to the shop.
 We did a trip to the 
shop every morning 
to stock up on bait 
and generally treat 
ourselves to any terminal 
tackle we fancied, but 
unsurprisingly all the 
wee bits needed for the 
Ronnie rigs were sold out 
until our last morning.  
This was THE rig to be 
using apparently. We 
managed to get all the 
bits needed, minus the 
quick link ring swivels, 
so I had to improvise 
that section with some 
braid, which worked. I’d 
also noticed that the pop 
ups we were using were 
not buoyant enough to 

hold up the rigs 
for longer than 
about 6-10 hours 
so treated myself 
to some northern 
specials which 
appeared to have 
a better longevity, 
but still washed out 
and smelt great. 
Now back round 
at camp Sam and 
Cam. Got all the 
rods back out, now 
with stiff coated 
braid as the boom 
and got some much-
needed breakfast 
on the stove. From 
then through till about 
2pm passed uneventful. 
We had droves of folk 
walking the lake with 
buckets trying to find a 
decent peg to reserve as 

it was now starting to get 
busier as it was coming 
up to the Easter weekend 
and carpers from far and 
wide were trying to get 
the jump on the holiday 
weekend crowds. From 
what the lovely locals 
were saying, we were in



some of the best swims 
on the lake, and the fact 
we had had a couple of 
fish cemented the fact 
that we were definitely 
not moving. 
 Midafternoon and we 
were chatting away in 
Cams swim and my left-
hand bobbin pulls up. I 
lift into it to feel a decent 
enough weight behind 
it. Let battle commence. 
Few minutes later and 
Cam has lifted the net 
over a stunning wood 
colored 21 lber. Cheers 
mate! Pat on the back, 
man hug. Things are 
starting to fall into place 
rather nicely we said. 
With hook sharpened, 
sailed it back out. Few 
more baits around and 
about, “lavleeey” as they 
say down there...
 Had a couple beers 
to celebrate the “non 
blank” and settled down 
for the night. At 3am 
I was awoken to the 
sound of my middle rod 
ripping. I didn’t enjoy 
this fight if I’m being 
honest, was pitch black 
and with no head torch 

(so not to spook the 
fish). I felt as though it 
was going to tangle me 
in my other lines but 
luckily it managed not 
to. I battled on for a good 
fifteen minutes and was 
rewarded with a 25lb 
10oz golden common. 
Went back to sleep a 
contented carper.
The next morning I was 
woken by the abundant 
cars driving round to see 
if any of the swims were 
free. I got up and in one 
of the cars was Cameron’s 
mate Peter who had 
come around to see us 
and bring fresh bacon 
and milk as he lived not 
too far good mouth and 
scale perfect. Well in 
Cameron lad, very well 

deserved. I remember 
Cam saying he’d quite 
like a break now so we 
could finally drink our 
morning coffee and get 
some bacon butties into 
us. So, with smiles from 
ear to ear we sat down 
and did just that.  The 
rest of the day was quiet 
for us. We must have 
been glowing as nothing 
was getting us down now. 
We both have had 3 fish 
so far and sizes we could 
have only dreamed about. 
Perfect! All quiet on the 
western front. We played 
about with a few zigs 
during that day as they 
seemed to have moved 
up in the water, but we 
ultimately decided to get 
everything ready for the

evenings and mornings 
as these definitely seemed 
to be the “bite times”. We 
had to wait till the gulls 
had gone to roost before 
applying anymore bait. 
Then hunkered down in 
our happy shacks and 
waited for the night’s 
action. 
 3am rolls round and 
my left-hand rod starts 
ticking. I didn’t wake 
Cam till it was in the 
net and tried to be as 
quiet as possible. Ten or 
so minutes later and a 
18lb common was sat in 
front of me. Magic. Cam 
did the photos and we 
slipped it back. Pat on the 
back, hug. Ha-ha!
Last full day. Friday was 
a torrent of cars and 

prospective anglers all 
wanting in our swims 
not surprisingly. Weather 
had turned overcast 
and definitely felt like 
a more “carpier” day 
but strangely, nothing 
transpired. In hindsight, 
I think resting the swims 
during the day would 
have done wonders, but 
it’s hard to convince 
yourself that it was the 
right thing to do having 
travelled all that way you 
kind of want to maximise 
your time in the water. 
Hey ho, that’s food for 
thought. 
 We sat up till about 
10pm discussing what 
had gone on in the 
past five days’ events, 
and generally patting 

ourselves on the back. 
When we did decide to 
take our final rest, my 
left-hand bobbin pulled 
up then slowly rested 
back down and that 
was enough to keep me 
staring at my isotopes, 
restless, for the next three 
bloody hours willing it 
to go. But alas, it never 
happened.  Instead, one 
of Cam’s rod was away. 
We surfaced to see his 
rod bent double, a very 
calm and quiet fight 
ensued. It was another 
biggy. Cam’s farewell 
Farlows fish topped 
the scales at 33lb dead 
which was caught on a 
slightly longer choddy. 
All the way through the 
fight he kept thinking it 
was bound to come off 
as it wasn’t the “good 
old Ronnie”. But she 
was nailed, smack in 
the bottom lip, not a 
chance of losing it. We 
got our snaps done and 
migrated back to our 
bivvies for the final time. 
Cam decided not to put 
that rod back out as he 
needed his beauty sleep



for the long drive back to 
Scotland in the morning.
 “Could we have asked 
for more from a session?”
“No, not at all. That was 
the dogs danglers mate.”
 We said to each other as 
we ate our full English 
baguettes in the tackle 
shop cafe on the final 
morning. Two PB’s 
obliterated and consistent 
catching from the both of 
us. Thank you for being 
there and suggesting 
Farlows Cameron. You 
diamond. ;) 
 Now full and content 
we thanked the bailiff 
one last time and left the 
Farlows gates.
What a blinding session 
we learnt loads and 
would feel a lot more 
confident fishing waters 
similar to Farlows again. 
Now back to hunting 
northern stunners!

Until the next time my 
carpy friends, 

Sam and Cam over and 
out.  :)



The deeper I delve 
into this topic the more 
obvious it becomes that 
I can, in reality, only 
ever hope to be able 
to comprehend a tiny 
fraction of what is such 
a massive and incredibly 
complex subject. 
Individuals have spent 
years trying to understand 
even the most common of 
species, their life cycles 
and individual traits 
yet still so much of the 
subject matter is under 
researched and therefore 
not fully understood. It 
would be naïve for me 
to think I can try to study 
and grasp anything but 
the basics, but the fact 
is I would be foolish to 
believe otherwise. Yet 
every cloud has a silver 
lining and the positive of 
this personal ‘confession’ 
is that there is much to 
learn and so much will 
have a real relevance to 
our angling and, for me 
especially, future bait 
development under our 
‘Naturals’ banner.
There is no denying 
that the further I have 
immersed myself into the 
‘naturals factor’ the more I 

must admit to myself that 
my knowledge is far short 
from where I want it to be 
and to get anywhere near 
to that level is not going 
to be easy. I’d be unwise 
to deny that my limited 
knowledge to date hasn’t 
been both an angling 
and bait development 
advantage – it has, but 
there is so much further 
for me to go and I really 
believe that the more I 
focus, the more I learn, 
and that can only bring 
other benefits especially 
within bait development 
thus resulting in further 
unique and genuine 
edges.
It’s really exciting for me 
to be able to say with 
total confidence that what 
I have developed to date 
has been in many ways 
a real revelation to many 
anglers with so many 
positive examples of 
Naturals blitzing waters 
and catching carp whilst 
others have blanked. 
Before I progress further 
- one of the major factors 
for covering these 
features is that they are 
not contrived and full 
of product placement 

but one recent case in 
point is difficult for me to 
ignore being so relevant 
to the theme. Those 
who do know me cannot 
have failed to be aware 
of my now obsessional 
drive to attempt to 
develop successful baits 
that incorporate both 
man-made and natural 
elements and sometimes 
my workshop has looked 
like something out of a 
horror film with all kinds 
of ‘creepy crawlies’ being 
considered. This has 
resulted in a whole rake 
of baits being developed 
over the past six years 
and more recently in the 
release of the Multiworm 
Cocktail range, a 
‘crossbreed’ bait which is 
stuffed with, as the name 
suggests, different worms 
all of which contain high 
levels of natural proteins 
and essential nutrients – 
Earthworm, Mealworm, 
Bloodworm and Silkworm, 
are now proving to be 
a deadly combination. 
This bait was initially put 
through its paces by two 
of Team Pallatrax’s more 
experienced anglers; 
Tony Miles and Gary

Naturals pt 2 
by 
Simon Pomeroy

Naturals pt 2



Emperor Pallatrax – the 
catch reports just keep 
coming in with fish into 
the mid-forties, new 
personal bests and, for 
many new users, instant 
success. No cheat, no 
gimmick just loads of carp 
on the bank and the true 
guide to a successful 
session - but why? In 
my humble opinion carp 
will always seek out 
naturals and in many 
cases, ignore offerings 
that do not give them 
the nutritional values 
that their diets require 
– simply put, they are 
feeding on what they 
need to feed on and not 
what you are hoping they 
will feed on!
Bloodworm:
This has to be one of, if 
not the most, identified 
of the naturals that carp 
anglers relate to and 
to be fair has been a 

highly-regarded fishing 
bait for centuries. I first 
came across bloodworm 
on the match scene in 
Derbyshire as a mere 
pup some thirty-five years 
ago.  It was a killer bait on 
the circuit and those who 
fished with it properly, 
well they just won – some 
even classed it as a cheat 
tactic which resulted in 
a number of fisheries 
banning this devastating 
bait! No fish seemed to 
ever turn its nose up to 
these tasty morsels and 
for me it was a case of 
tying spade end size 
28 bloodworm hooks, 
tiny little red hooks, to 
line as fine as spider 
web for my fellow team 
members who suffered 
from fat fingers and failing 
eyesight – something 
which I can very much 
relate to now!!
My next real exposure 

to this miniscule worm 
was in the late 90’s 
when it opened up to the 
carp scene and literally 
became a phenomenon 
overnight. As is the 
norm in the industry 
everybody jumped on 
the bandwagon (me 
included) and for the 
following few years it was 
the market leader with 
boilies, pellets, ground 
baits, flavours and dips 
– the whole nine yards. 
I must admit to being 
somewhat sceptical about 
some of the products, 
especially the pellets, 
actually having ever been 
in the same room as a 
real bloodworm but the 
bloodworm revolution 
was here and is still going 
strong today. Now for 
me there lies a mystery 
– how can so many carp 
anglers completely ‘get’ 
bloodworm as a natural 
bait but then ignore all 
of the other naturals on 
offer? Very strange and to 
this day no one I discuss 
this with has a real 
answer to that question!
So, what are bloodworm? 
In short, they are the 
aquatic larvae of non-
biting midges which to the 
vast majority of us looks 
like, and is often mistaken

Newman, who tested 
the bait for over twelve 
months, fishing for all 
manner of species in both 
still waters and rivers.  
The results were nothing 
short of remarkable and 
it was in all honesty a 
real job to get them off 
the bait after the trials 
had concluded! But that 
is where the fairy tale 
ended, and why? In a 
nutshell, and one of the 
many frustrations I have 
suffered in this game, is 
the bait failed the ‘smell 
test’ and to fail one of 
the most factually, and 
obviously flawed aspects 
of this area of our sport is 
more than just annoying! 
You tell me why is it that 
just about every angler I 
have met somehow has 
the ability to smell a bait 
and pass judgement! 
Come on, we all do it! 
We get a new bait and 
the first thing we do is 
smell it and then break 
it open, some will even 
take it to the next stage 
– the ‘eat test’. Please, 
how does any of this 
have any relevance and 
to make a conclusion that 
a bait is good because it 
smells nice is a massive 
mistake. Firstly, we are 
not a fish and secondly, 

if this is a true test 
how come natural food 
sources, in comparison, 
don’t smell of anything? 
Rant over and back to 
Multiworm! So, it failed 
the smell test with certain 
anglers just dismissing its 
catch rate as irrelevant 
and surmising as it 
doesn’t smell right to 
them it wasn’t a good 
bait! How far have we 
removed ourselves 
from reality to make 
these kinds of verdicts? 
I could have taken the 
easy option and shelved 
the crossbreed product 
range I have developed, 
that included Multiworm 
Cocktail, and bought out 
a Strawberry Sherbet 
Special with a Coconut 
Twist – smells so good 
the fish must want to eat 
it!!! But consistent fish 
captures will only ever 
be the only true indicator 
for me and I’m certainly 
not going to pamper, 
or fold, to the defective 
practices I’ve highlighted! 
It really is a challenge 
to change a mind-set 
within most areas of life 
and angling is certainly 
no different. The bait 
arena has proved to be 
a difficult nut to crack 
especially when I’ve 

gone against the grain, 
in a number of areas, of 
what has been promoted 
over many years as the 
correct approach to carp 
baits. But I have set 
myself the task to at the 
very least grab hold of 
the microphone and let 
you, the anglers, have 
an opportunity to make 
your own choices and 
decisions by making you 
aware of other options 
and to consider that 
you need to question 
elements within fishing 
that to me appear to be 
more about catching the 
angler and not the fish!
By slowly chipping away 
at the reservations over 
Multiworm Cocktail 
its worth is now really 
gaining momentum as 
more and more anglers 
have started to admit 
areas like the ‘smell test’ 
are dysfunctional at the 
very least and basically 
have no relevance other 
than the fact the smell 
to them is nice or nasty! 
This has resulted in 
Multiworm Cocktail being 
able to actually end up on 
the end of a hair rig and, 
as some would say, the 
rest is history! Just look 
at the impact it has at our 
sponsored fishery



birdlife!). 
5. Continuation of cycle 
– side stepping the swifts 
and swallows the female 
will then lay her eggs 
and the cycle starts once 
more but unfortunately 
for the Midge there is no 
happy ending – unable 
to eat, the best they 
can hope for (unless 
something else eats them 
first) is a life span of only 
a few days before their 
time is up!! 
In the real scheme of 
things, how this affects 
our angling is that literally 
tons of bloodworm are 
born within our waterways 
and when they are in any 
of the first three stages 
they become an easy 
target and, therefore, 
can be a large part of the 
carp, and other fishes, 
diet. Our problem will 
always be how can we 
compete with something 
so difficult to replicate? 
I don’t think we can. 
What we do have is the 
opportunity to realise the 
importance of bloodworm 
and understand that they 
have to have a dramatic 
impact on our angling at 
certain times. What I try 
and do now is attempt to 
locate the areas where 
the larvae are living 

as common ‘angling’ 
sense suggests that this 
is where you may find 
carp either holding up or 
certainly visiting. Careful 
scrutiny of the water may 
also reveal when the 
pupae are surfacing and 
surely that is the time to 
consider the zig rig or 
surface tactics? 
Undoubtedly, I could have 
gone far deeper into this 
highly regarded angling 
bait but in all honesty I’ve 
been unable to relate 
anything else I’ve learnt 
as being truly important 
to the fishing community. 
If you take anything from 
this offering it surely has 

to be that just the basic 
appreciation of these 
incredible life forms has 
the ability to change 
how many anglers will 
approach certain angling 
situations and over the 
following months I hope 
to share with you other 
‘naturals’ which are as 
important and in some 
cases even more so than 
bloodworm to our quarry 
– the carp.

Catch big and just 
remember: every day can 
be a learning day!        

for, a mosquito. Incredibly 
there are over 130 
groups divided into over 
600 individual species 
within the UK! Suddenly 
just saying there’s a 
hatch and believing 
we can comprehend 
what is occurring within 
nature on that given day 
becomes somewhat 
more complicated and 
when you further realise 
there are in excess of 
24,000 species of insects 
that inhabit our tiny isle 
the whole prospect of 
understanding becomes 
somewhat daunting. 
Obviously, there are 
groups and species 
within groups that have 
little, or no bearing, to 
aquatic life cycles but 
you would be shocked to 
see how many gravitate 
to or are born within the 
angling environment and 
consequently become 
part of the food chain 
within that habitat and, 
therefore, fish food. On 
top of this we shouldn’t 
forget all the other natural 
food sources that fish 
devour ‘365’, from snails 
to molluscs and fry to 
frogspawn – it really is 
mind blowing!
Bloodworm are red 
due to the content of 

haemoglobin, which is 
a transporter of oxygen 
within the blood, but the 
relevance to us is that 
it allows them to live in 
substrate with very low 
oxygen levels, so in 
essence they are hardy 
little chaps who will thrive 
in conditions that other 
larvae wouldn’t survive – 
at least we now know why 
they are red and where 
they get their name from!
Like so many of these 
types of life forms in truth 
they will never ‘live the 
dream’ and life to them 
isn’t something to be 
envied! Put it another 
way I certainly wouldn’t 
want to come back as 
one – to say their lives 
are miserable is an 
understatement and 
they’ve got less chance of 
survival than a kamikaze 
pilot! There are four 
stages to their life cycle:
1. Eggs – the 
mature female 
Midge will lay a 
mass of eggs (@ 
3,000) onto the 
water surface which 
then break through 
the surface tension 
and fall to the 
bottom.
2. Larvae – over 
the next seven days 

the larvae will emerge 
from their egg and in the 
majority of cases burrow 
into the substrate. This 
is the form in which they 
spend the majority of their 
life cycle and the odds of 
them surviving are slim 
with just about everything 
else within the biomass 
wanting to munch on 
what is nothing short of 
protein packed ready 
meal! 
3. Pupae – Over the 
next several weeks, 
at some stage, the 
bloodworm enters the 
pupae phase and then 
having ‘turned’ will swim 
to the water’s surface and 
within literally hours will 
go into stage four.
4. Mature Midge – 
the Midge will leave the 
surface and also the 
dangers of the depths to 
swarm and mate (now 
they have to dodge



Four hopefulls go into battle for a place on Carp Wars 2

FishingTV, the company behind the head-to-head fishing show Carp Wars, has received so many
strong applications to take part in the next series of the show that they can’t choose between them. 

Instead, they have chosen the four strongest hopefuls and are going to pit them against one another in a
four-way contest for the final spot in the series. They’ll be hoping to follow in the footsteps of last year’s
rookie Harry Pratt, who surprised everyone with his giant killing win. The four hopefuls are, in no particular
order:

 - Mitchell Marsh, 23, from Birmingham who's first rod rod was made from his mum’s curtain rail. 
 - Luke Gilvrey, 22, from Maldon in Essex, who started fishing at the tender age of four. 
 - Cafer Gunay, 27, a self-taught angler with Turkish Cyrpriot heritage from Hornchurch in Essex . 
 - Steven Coe, 17, who is currently studying fisheries management at Sparsholt College.  

The eventual winner will join two titans of the carp fishing world, Dave Levy and Iain Macmillan. They’re
stepping in to replace Mark Bryant, who is still nursing his wounds after narrowly missing out on a place in
the final last year, and Jerry Hammond who may never recover from his failure to win a single match in
series one.  

Returning to the fray for season two are the three wise men [stooges, surely? Ed.] of carp fishing Dave Lane,
Ian Russell and Ian Chillcott. Those three are so fed up at having been beaten last time out that they’re out
for revenge this time, especially finalist Dave Lane, who was convincingly beaten in the final by Pratt’s
unusual method feeder tactics. Legendary boxing commentator Steve Bunce also returns on mic duties. 

The deciding contest, dubbed THE ELIMINATOR, will be held in May, and aired on Sky Sports on Wednesday
2nd August 2017 at 8pm as an hour-long special (Channel TBC). 

The second series of Carp Wars comes to Sky Sports 3 on 30th November 2017 with a permanent 7:30pm
time slot.  

For more information please contact George Browne: george@fishingtv.com

Chapter Ten - Even 
More Learning Needed

by Keith Moors



We came in to 2011 with a considerable amount of excitement about the 
possibilities of our fish growth rates and the early spring showed us just how 
irregular these can be. 

We saw fish which we expected to smash the lake record get landed at lower 
weights than they had been in autumn 2010 while others were way above what 
we had expected. 

We also had to endure family illnesses and the breakdown of my Daughter’s 
marriage so, all in all, a very confused year.

The year began as a continuation of the long winter which had started back at 
the end of November 2010. 

The temperatures didn’t drop as low as we normally experience and, in fact, it 
appeared that the France had swapped winters with the UK. 
We only got down to the minus five’s whilst we watched reports of minus 
fourteen’s in England. The biggest set back was that we seemed to keep an ice lid 
on the lake for three months and feeding the fish became impossible. 
Even as the winter ebbed away I was already concerned that the fish may not 
have been able to maintain their pre-winter weights.
We realised that we needed help with the upkeep of the land and general 
bailiffing work and Robin Eden explained that his life in England was a mess 
and he would like the opportunity to work with us. 
This did lead to a brief embarrassment as I had already offered the position to 
someone else. I immediately phoned and explained the situation to Neil and got 
the response of “You’ve got to give your mate a chance to turn his life around but 
I am gutted.” 

With that sorted we started the season with Robin as bailiff and with the 
agreement between all parties that it would be given a full season to see how well 
we all gelled and worked together before any future plans were made. 
It was also obviously essential for our regular customers to feel at ease with 
the “new” member of the crew and for the “soul” of Moorlands to remain as it 
always has been and the only way to find out was to run for the full season and 
listen to the feedback. 

Early March started very slowly, and it wasn’t until mid and late March that we 
started to see the awaited movements of carp and these soon started to lead to 
captures of numbers of big fish.

We sailed into April with several fifties banked and the knowledge that there 
were many more to come, when we were suddenly faced with a nightmare.
Lewis and Jessica, two of my grandchildren were suffering with chickenpox, 
so it was no real surprise when my daughter Sharon arrived with a very 
poorly looking Emma. At 18 months old and Sharon’s youngest child, she was 
‘obviously’ feeling the effects of the impending illness, but Sharon noticed two 
‘spots’ on her stomach. Very small, unimpressive spots which she showed my 
wife, and Jan was immediately concerned.

 Jan grabbed a glass and rolled it across the spots 
and they didn’t disappear.
“ She needs to see the doctor straight away “ she 
said and Sharon’s suggestion that she would take 
Emma in after work brought the response, “ No, she needs to see him now “. 

A phone call to Dr. Arguess found him already in the village and he arrived 
within 5 minutes. He carried out some tests in the dining lodge, and initially 
came up with the diagnosis that it was indeed chicken pox.
I gave a massive sigh of relief, but barely had time to turn around when he 
changed his mind and told Sharon to get Emma straight to A&E at Chalon-sur-
Saone.
He had carried out another test which had eliminated chicken pox and he then 
made a very important decision, and gave little Emma an adults sized injection 
of antibiotics. This was really a very risky move as it could have been very 
dangerous for a child so young. 
When Sharon arrived at the hospital, there was an intensive care team waiting 
for her, and Emma was rushed off to be put on all sorts of life support systems, 
and had to endure the pain of a lumbar punch to boot.
Obviously, it was meningitis, and we now know that it was the deadly bacterial 
strain. In fact, we found that they fed oxygen into her fingers and toes, to keep 
her from losing her limbs, completely changed her blood, and connected her 
heart and lungs directly to the necessary pumps, bell and whistles.



of good forties landed so not all was gloom but it’s fair to say that I was disappointed 
with the top weights. 
It was slightly reassuring to find that a lot of the other lake owners across France were 
suffering similar problems so it was more to do with the weather than our lake. It 
was this disappointment that led to a plan being hatched. We needed a stock pond so 
that we could remove the small carp and give the big girls room to grow, after all you 
don’t come all the way to France, set the traps for your new PB only to have the traps 
sprung by a double. 

We also needed to drastically reduce the numbers of catfish so that, if you did hook 
one it was worth hooking.
In the midst of all this planning came the next twist to our personal lives. Sharon 
began arriving for work looking absolutely shattered and very edgy.
Gradually she began to explain that her husband had begun to bully her and she had 
taken to sleeping on the couch with her children because she was simply frightened 
to go to bed. 
We persuaded her to stay with us for a couple of nights and within a few days her 
husband had left and driven back to England to return to his mother. I have no 
comments to make about relationships breaking down. 
Unfortunately that is a fact of life and more marriages end in divorce than last the 
distance, however, I find it totally unacceptable for a father to desert his four children 
and then tell them that he doesn’t want anymore to do with them and that he is not 
prepared to pay a penny towards their upkeep or future which is exactly what Wayne 
has done. That, I find disgusting. Any man can produce children but it takes a real 
man to be a father. Anyway, that’s enough of that so back to the fishing.

 As the summer drew on the lack of rain and the persistent heat saw the water levels 
continue to drop until the holding pools at the end of the eastern arm were almost 
land-locked. 
At this point it became obvious that we should use this as the basis of our stock pond 
but to extend it and build a new, small dam across the arm between the holding pools 
and the “evening-pitch” swim. 
Not only would this benefit the lake as a whole but it would turn the Evening-pitch 
into a very desirable swim with its own bay and reedy margins. 
With the lake water level down we had the opportunity to use this to our benefit as 
it would be impossible to carry out any of this kind of work in deep water and there 
was no point in trying to carry it out as another part of the work to be done during 
the drain-down. 

That first afternoon they told us that her bodily signs were fading, her blood pressure 
was dropping and they weren’t very confident of keeping her alive. Within a couple 
of hours she had been transferred with police escort to Dijon, and we were informed 
that this was considered to be the best children’s unit in Europe. We didn’t get much 
sleep that night, and by the following morning the only news was that “ she was still 
alive “.
That afternoon, we received the news that she had stabilised and that her blood 
pressure was slowly rising, but that they would keep her in an induced coma so that 
she recovered very slowly.
Gradually, oh so slowly, she improved and eventually was allowed home to make a 
full recovery and the hospital admitted that it was our doctor’s action in giving her 
the overdose of antibiotics which had saved her life. I am, in no way religious, but I 
am not ashamed to admit that I spent some time asking both my deceased mum and 
dad to help keep her alive. 
So if you’re both reading this, I thank you from the bottom of my heart.
That has to have been the worst few days of my life and I don’t mind if we never go 
through anything like that ever again.

Anyway, for a short while things returned to normal and the fishing again took 
centre stage. We saw more and more fifties and large numbers of forties hit the bank 
but we also saw far too many catfish being caught and some of these were doubles 
and twenties. 
One angler actually landed 23 cats before he caught a carp. Catching the occasional 
cat can be fun but too many of them can ruin a well planned carp trip so it became 
obvious very early on that another vidange would be necessary in the autumn. 
We also started to see some Poisson chats being caught and while they never really 
became too much of a nuisance, they needed to be removed before they spawned 
again which would then turn 2012 into an absolute nightmare to fish through them. 

        Some new “firsts” were achieved during the spring and these included one angler 
catching our first brace of fifties and then another finishing his week with 4 different 
fifties under his belt. Our best week of the season saw 7 fifties banked and hopes were 
high for this form to continue. Unfortunately we then headed into a long, hot, dry 
summer which saw the carp spawn for two or three days each week for at least six 
weeks. 
Some of the big females dropped nine pounds of eggs and then “moped” about for 
the rest of the summer without really getting back into top condition until very late 
in the season. We continued to see large numbers



There simply is no time left to spare once we start moving fish, not even enough to 
take many photos of the event so fitting in the daily task of driving a digger was out 
of the question. It had to be arranged now.

 

 Plans began to be made and I provisionally booked an eight ton 360 digger for the 
first weekend of October. In order to be ready for it we then set about pumping the 
existing holding pools dry and removing all of the fish within them. 
Strangely enough we only found a couple of small carp, some big perch and bass and 
very few poisson chats. 
In previous drain-downs the holding pools have been a stronghold for the spiky little 
fish but for some reason, not this time. 
With the pools empty it was time for the main act and on 7th October it arrived, all 
shiny and clean. 
It wouldn’t remain like that for very long. 
My first target was to get a temporary dam built across the eastern arm so that we 
could work the stock pond bed without any problem with water ingress. 
Very gently I drove the digger into the remaining water, trying very carefully to keep 
it travelling in a straight line so that it didn’t rip the lake bed apart and sink into the 
silt. 
Not an easy task when one of the drive motors seemed more powerful that the other 
and the machine was determined to drive in a circle.

I reached the opposite bank and then slowly reversed while digging out the lake bed 
and simply piling it up into a clay bank. 
All went very easily and we were now safe to clean out and deepen the holding pools.
I drove down into the soft silt of the bottom and began to pull it back towards me as I 
slowly moved down the length of the pool. 
Unfortunately the silt became softer and wetter with each pull and I likened it to 
digging soup. As I pulled it towards me so it slumped back away so progress was very 
slow. 
Eventually we achieved our goal and the pool bed was 18” deeper and relatively 
clear of soft silt. I now needed to extend the size of the deeper water to reach the 
temporary dam bank but I didn’t want it all of uniform depth so I dug a “canal” 
section plus some plateaux and formed small islands from the hard clay.

 

With the work almost complete I was 
horrified to find that I was unable to 
move the machine and began to realise 
just how deep the silt was when I saw it 

beginning to slowly ooze into the cab through the open door. 
The digger was sinking lower and lower. I tried all the normal tricks without anything 
working so decided that the last resort was to dig a “trench” around the machine 
in the hope that some of the silt would run away from the tracks and allow me to 
move out. After about half an hour of digging I put the bucket down and managed to 
break the suction on the tracks and they slowly lifted out until the machine was in a 
“begging” mode. 
By driving the left track forward and the right backwards while also pushing the 
bucket to the left the digger gradually lifted out of the worst of the clag. 
I was then able to use the bucket to pull my way out and with relief we decided to call 
it a day at that point. Enough was enough.
We then decided to drive in a quantity of heavy stakes each side of the clay bank, fit 
mesh between these stakes, tension the stakes across the dam and then fill between 
them with hard clay.
Quite a bit of this was to be done manually so it became a long, hard slog but very 
satisfying when we were able to stand back and admire our work, as well as having 
the pleasure of walking across it without getting



the mud until it was adjacent to each puddle we were able to empty every small area 
of water totally so that we could remove every 
single small fish. 

The weather was very kind to us and we were able to leave the lake bed to dry for 
over four weeks and by the end of that period the mud was beginning to crack and a 
daily walk through the damp areas ensured that nothing remained alive. 
It also gave us the chance to mend fences and carry out all the other small jobs that 
normally get left until just before the season starts.
During the season we had become aware that we had some water loss through the 
dam wall and we had tipped a quantity of road base across the area where I had 
previously seen muskrat burrows and the leak had, indeed, lessened. 
We were now in a position to check out the structure even further. 
I should add here that, while tipping the road base, we noticed a shoal of small perch 
swimming up one of the rat holes from the small stream behind the sluice gate. 
Further investigation, by digging out the run, showed that the chamber within the 
rat burrow was absolutely stuffed with large poisson-chats and that these fish could 
continue to follow the rat tunnel until they swam out into the lake. 
The upshot of that discovery is that this would explain how we have been seeing chats 
of spawning size within 12 months of previous drain-downs. 
They have simply been swimming up from the river Grosne, which is alive with 
them, and following the water flow through the rat burrows until they ended up in 
the lake unhindered. 
Anyway, all of these burrows were now totally blocked and permanently sealed so 
another possible problem solved.

 The biggest surprise came when I noticed a small, 2” x “3 gap in the stonework to the 
other side of the dam towards our house. 

our feet wet while we planted out the sides with weeping willows and reeds. 
Once complete we opened the valve of the pipe which we had fitted across the 
bottom of the dam and watched the water begin to flow into the new stock pond. 
Obviously even this pipe was netted to prevent any unwanted species taking a short 
cut into a safe haven. 
During our construction of the new dam Robin decided that he wouldn’t be staying 
on as bailiff for 2012 but would stay until the end of the year in order to complete the 
work and to give himself time to sort out work and life in general back in the UK. 
Obviously we talked over his reasons and they are all very personal to him and I don’t 
feel that it is my place to publicise them here.
On 5th November our last anglers departed and we immediately set about opening 
the main sluice gate. 
Even this simple operation was not without its problems as the silt had built up from 
previous drain-downs and didn’t want to release easily. 
By digging out the tunnel and then driving a large bar down the front of the gate 
from the lake side we heard a small gurgling and this then turned into an even louder 
gurgling and then a roar as the water forced away the remaining clay and silt. 
 Had we left it like that the lake would have been empty in 24 hours and the fish 
would have been stranded all across the lake bed so we adjusted the flow and 

monitored it each day. 

Gradually the level dropped and the fish became concentrated in an ever reducing 
pool adjacent to the dam wall. 
Ashley and Chris arrived to help with the work and we set about lifting the carp by 
gently wading in to the lake and lifting each one individually. 
They were then placed into weigh slings, checked, weighed and transferred to the 
stock pond. It was pleasing to see all of the carp moved within 48 hours without any 
signs of injury or undue stress.
We then started to catch the rest of the fish, namely the catfish, perch and bass and, 
within another 24 hours all of the wanted fish were safely installed into the stock 
pond.
With the fish moved it was now time to work on the remaining puddles of water. By 
placing the generator on one of the boats and sliding it across



the fish that we have kept are of mixed sex and therefore able to breed.  

Having seen the numbers of big perch and huge, wide-mouthed bass I made a 
decision to also segregate these two species. I had seen how quickly the perch could 
produce massive numbers of fry and I was concerned that the bass would gorge 
themselves on these rather than searching out any future fry from the carp, catfish or 
even poisson-chat. 
The perch were therefore left in the stock pond while the bass were moved back into 
the main lake. I know, from my enquiries, that bass do indeed eat the small poisson 
chats so they are a huge benefit to the balance of the lake and just the total numbers 
of big bass that we discovered should devour anything that wriggles. 
We didn’t have the chance to count them in detail but estimates from everyone 
involved suggested that we have close to a thousand of them as our main predator 
base with some of them over 7lb in weight. 
Not bad from forty-nine 3” fish stocked in February 2005.
With the fish all sorted and moved back into their permanent homes we now have 
the opportunity to fish for the big carp in a lake with an average weight of 37lb 9oz.  
We also have the chance to tackle some big catfish while fishing for the carp or we 
can put a spinner, plug or even nymph, for some very hard fighting, big bass. 

   On the other hand the stock pond also offers the 
chance, “by invitation only”, to fish for perch to well over 3lb or for me to be able to 
sit with my young grandson and teach him how to fish for carp, and five tench, of the 
size that he will be able to handle.
As I write this it is 17th December 2011 and the main feeder stream has come back to 
life so the forest springs are running again and the lake is filling nicely. 

I pushed a storm pole into the gap and was absolutely horrified to see it totally 
disappear, all six feet of it. That suggested that there was an enormous hole within the 
dam and by removing some stonework and digging down from above we found an 
enormous “cavern” which had been formed by years and years of the water eroding 

the clay backing to the dam wall face.  

My past experiences have shown that this needed to be filled with a sand type 
material so that any future water leakage would wash the particles into the small 
cavities and would thereby “choke” and seal the leak.
Having done that we then sealed the entrance hole with concrete and we now wait to 
see how successful our work has been.
With the work to the main lake complete it was now time to reverse the procedure 
and pump the stock ponds empty and separate the large carp from the small ones so 
that we could keep the small carp to grow on in the stock pond. 
 

The big surprise came with the numbers of carp 
under twenty pounds. We ended with around 
150 “stockies” and most of them were absolute 
stunners, ranging from fully scaled mirrors, zip 

linears and deep, chunky commons. 
Having carried out the last drain down in 2009 and only kept small numbers of very 
pretty small fish, from the thousands of fry that we found then, we knew that these 
“stockies” could only have been spawned during 2008 with maybe a handful from 
2007. 
Some of these fish were already 18lb plus so should be ready for moving back into the 
main lake during 2012. 
We drastically reduced the numbers of catfish and only kept those of 60lb or bigger 
and we will immediately remove any small cats as they get caught over the course of 
the next few years, assuming, of course, that



It is already above the levels that we saw for the last week of the 2011 season 
and I have opened the valve in the pipe under the new dam so the water is 
already filling the stock pond. With the amount of water flowing in through the 
southern arm marsh area the lake will be totally full by Christmas and our stock 
pond should also be full.

All in all 2011 has proven to be a very mixed bag for all of us. If I had to 
summarise it I would have to say that I have been pleased with the angling 
results as a whole but disappointed with the top weights but on a personal, 
family side of things it has been a year to forget.
My targets are now to produce our first ever 60lb plus carp and to get the lake 
average weight above 40lb.

Watch this space and let’s hope it happens in 2012.

COMING SOON !!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!



Ask The Experts … 
With Paul Hobbs

Hello there, now that June is upon us the long muggy nights will soon be here. 
The carp will be about to spawn or at some lakes they have already done their 
business!

The fish will soon start to spread looking for food and, with this in mind, we 
have had a question in from Mr. Astin. He is struggling to reach his quarry at 
distance. He has gone down in line diameter. He has also added a shock leader 
but now he’s getting frap ups and the leader knot is catching on the eyes.
I shall try to help with this nightmare situation, sometimes this can occur 
because on the cast the leader knot travels through the rings at such high speed 
that the rod hasn’t recovered from the cast. The rod is still bent as the knot is 
travelling through the rings and catching on the eyes. In this situation, a longer 
leader can help or the use of a tapered mono shock leader. These are excellent if 
braided leaders are banned. To attach these a simple back to back grinner knot 
is excellent. If your lake rules allow the use of a braided shock leader you can 
attach this to mono mainline with a carrot knot or tapered shock leader knot.
Step by step how to tie a carrot knot; 

1. Take the shock leader and tie an 
overhand knot but do not tighten this down 
yet. Pass your mono mainline through the 
loop. 

2. Now wind your mono over the braided 
leader 10 times then hold both lines and wind 
the tag end back over x 6 times towards the 
overhand loop.



3. Now pass back through the loop on the 
braided leader.

 4. Tighten the overhand loop on the 
braided leader.

 

5. Moisten the mono and slowly tighten 
the knot with the tag end teasing if necessary 
with your finger nail.
6. Make sure you have 6 x turns on your 
spool plus your casting drop. 

Hopefully this will help you out significantly. Thank you for your brilliant 
question.
Well until next time, keep the questions coming in.
Be lucky, 
Paul.





I’ve used the Taska Deceptive fluorocarbon for some time now and it’s the best 
fluorocarbon that I’ve used. It’s not like some others on the market, most of the 
others that I’ve used state  (1) “it sinks like a brick”; (2) “it casts like a mono”; 
and (3) “it has an exceptional low diameter to breaking strain ratio”. And each 
time, after a dozen frap-ups around the butt ring thanks to its apparently “none 
wiry nature” we’re left disappointed. However, Taskas deceptive does all of the 
above. 
So firstly, let’s start with some background data. This is the first time that this 
fluorocarbon, a 99% invisible underwater main line, has been released into 
Europe thanks to a special export licence granted to Taska by the Japanese 
manufacturer of the line. 
Now for the meaty facts. Deceptive is available in two breaking strains: 16 and 
20lb and this is where it gets exciting. With a diameter of just 0.33 and 0.37, both 
breaking strains are the thinnest on the market – and in some cases by quite 
some margin. This of course carries some advantages. Fluorocarbon, no matter 
who tells, is rubbish when it comes to casting. Its wiry, thick, heavy nature 
means it doesn’t filter through the rings with much finesse and grace. However, 
thanks to Deceptives low diameter it isn’t as restrictive as other fluorocarbons 
when it comes to whacking long distances and it does actually cast. Of course, 
the 20lb version won’t cast as far, or as easily, as the 16lb one, but then its 
stronger brother benefits in other areas.
Milky



Tegstove Review by Lee Whittaker
Tegstove first caught my eye while featuring on Dragons Den where Spencer Turner was doing 
a pitch to get investment and support into his company Tegology, The Dragon and entrepreneur 
Peter Jones was impressed with not only the product but also the business and Spencer which 
lead in Peter investing into the company. I contacted Tegstove to see when they would be hitting 
the shelves and was invited to see them at the Gadget Show at Birmingham’s NEC as they were in 
the process of finalising all the world wide safety certificate’s but could show me the cooker.
On arriving at the NEC I made my way to their Show Stand which was busy with potential 
customers and worldwide suppliers of the stove, also the Gadget Show producers were lining 
up an interview for the TV Show. Spencer has always wanted Tegstove to feature on the Gadget 
Show, and he informed me just this week that filming has now been done and Tegstove will be 
on the Gadget Show next month!
https://youtu.be/QkFVe0nHEqs

When I got my moment Spencer and His Wife Angelina started to run through the workings of 
the stove, which I can only describe as NASA talk, as this is a stove of the future.
The starting point is the Teg or “Thermoelectric generator” which gets the best from a can of the 
cheaper Butane gas which allows you to Cook, charge and store energy in a cost-effective way.
The Teg is a key component of a system that controls the temperature and gas pressure of the 
Butane cylinder, so you get the very best you can from the gas cylinder and a run time of 1.5hrs 
, the Teg creates electricity to power a fan that in-turn moves heat toward the gas cylinder 
stopping the freezing process  created when the liquid changes to a gas, but the Teg produces 
more energy than the fan needs and this “spare” energy is stored in a 3000 mAh battery that 
is built into the stove, this stored energy can then be used to power led lights to see what your 
cooking in the dark, charger your phone, GPS or many other devices that require power form a 
standard usb port.
The stove has 3 adjustable legs and a stove platform with adjustable arms making it very stable 
to cook on, the height is perfect for cooking of your chair and the flame is powerful with a 
1750w-7000BTU/h burner output.
By this point I was sold but would have to wait till spring 2017 to get my hands on this futuristic 
cooking tool.

Spring 2017 arrived and so did my new Tegstove, the first impression you get whilst holding 
it,  is what a well-engineered peace of kit it is and somebody has put some real thought into its 
design and overall look,  I went to my local camping outlet and purchased 4 cans of Butane for 
£4-99 instead of the £5.99 to £7-99 I had been paying for just one cylinder of the regular mixed 
gas can, with this saving  the stove would pay for its self in what I’m saving in gas, a quick look 
through the instructions and I pre-charge the battery so I’d be up and running when I hit the 
bank next, but like any kid at Christmas I could wait and stuck the kettle on it, all fired up easy 
with the piezo ignition switch and away the kettle boiled in no time and when I turned the stove 
off,  the Teg carried on producing power and you could hear the system working away taking 
every last drop of heat generated from the flame, turning it into power for the internal battery, 
then the 4 white charging lights would gently fade out. 

The stove itself weighed 1.5kg with gas can included and bag, its measurements are 
340mm x 90mm when packed away in carry case 

Time for the on the bank test, I arrived at my syndicate with my new Teg stove in its nice 
DMP carpy carry case that come ‘s with it, which pack’s away neat and tidy

The Teg stove unpacked and legs adjusted along with the  stove’s  platform arms adjusted 
to take my kettle ,  you soon get a feel of how stable the stove is , a turn of the switch and 
the stove fire’s  up, there  was a gentle cross wind and the stove’s flame  wasn’t bothered 
by it at all and a few moments later the Teg Thermoelectric generator gently starts and 
the  power pack lights flash as it charges power into the battery , It was also nice to have 
the cooker at a workable level also,  no crouching over as all could be done from a comfy 
seated position.

Pretty  soon arrives the first person into my swim  ‘’what’s That lee’’ after a brief run 
through it and making him a brew, the first remark  was how smart it looked then followed 
by how good and strong  the gas flame was for a can of Butane gas, after showing him you 
could charge from using a USB socket  5V/1amp USB output socket  built into stove  and 
that every time you cooked you topped up battery and  cut out the need for a battery pack 
which makes it  great for day sessions and longer ones as well,   at this point he was truly 
impressed and asking for detail’s were to get one so I pointed him in the direction of the 
TEGSTOVE web site.

Tea time arrived time for a bit of steak and the use of my square Ridge Monkey pan, if 
you’ve used one of these you’ll know that there awkward to balance on any stove but a tip 
is to put food in to first, this makes the pan less handle heavy and then it balances  nicely, 
the Tegstove ignited and turned on  I placed my steak in the Ridge monkey on top, the  
piezo ignition switch was great for giving me a nice controllable flame to cook my food.

I used the battery for charging my I-phone for all of the 3 day session, this was only a top 
up charges to the phone as it never went flat but speaking to Spencer he told me that it 
would charge my phone from flat A fully charged 3000mAh Li-ion battery  on the stove,  
I’d pre-charge the battery at home and then it topped up  its self every time I used the  
stove, there’s also a little button  on the side near charge lights, this is there to read  USB  
devices , I didn’t need to use it as it read I-phone straight away.
My overall   impressions are what a great piece of kit and the best stove I’ve used up to 
date and a big step forward in outside cooking technology. They are available from most 
leading camping stores online through a google search or you can visit and buy direct 
from   www.tegology.com



    Snippets
Tegstove is a portable gas stove like no other. Great stability, excellent cooking 
performance and a powerful charging device. Don’t limit yourself. Open yourself 
up to a brand new experience. Cook, charge devices and store energy with one 
unit. There’s no going back.
Innovative
Charge Mobile Phones, GPS Devices, Tablets and much more via a standard 
USB connection – Tegstove is a gas powered charging device that uses a solid 
state Thermoelectric Generator to produce electrical energy.
Easy
It’s easy to cook meals, make a hot drink and charge devices – wherever you are. 
You’ll wonder how you ever got by without it.
Unique
Our patent pending technology harnesses the power of Butane rather than using 
expensive mix gas solutions – our (patent pending) system overcomes Pressure 
related issues encountered when using Butane by gently warming the cylinder to 
keep the gas pressure at optimum levels.
Reliable
If the internal battery has run out, Tegstove will still work as its lit using a built 
in piezo ignition and our patent pending pressure system means you will have a 
stable, constant and controlled gas supply.
Portable
With a self-sufficient charging system, there’s no need to carry a solar panel, bat-
tery pack and separate stove. With Tegstove in your rucksack, you’re set to go.
Quick
Tegstove’s internal battery starts recharging the moment you light it. When you 
need heat and power at your fingertips, Tegstove delivers.
Safe
Stable – with three adjustable legs Tegstove can be stable on uneven surfaces. 
Robust build and fully compliant to CE standards, Tegstove also incorporates an 
automatic gas shut off system for ultimate safety.
Life-saving
Imagine being away from civilisation and your GPS battery fails – solar panels 
and batteries have limitations. With Tegstove, simply plug in your GPS and keep 
walking.







Talking Carp looks at…. 
Fish i UK.

Talking Carp looks at…. Fish i UK.
We have all been there! Out on the bank, happily fishing away when suddenly you get a 
good one on… it’s a good ‘un!! It’s a real good ‘un! you land it… and it’s a P.B. You need 
a pic with this beauty…oh no! You are alone on the lake! Nobody about! What can you 
do??? The dreaded “mat shot” 

In this day and age, we all carry very good cameras on our mobile phones but they are use-
less unless someone is holding it to actually take the pic… well, not any more. 

This handy little set up from Fish i Uk has just made things a whole lot easier to capture 
those treasured moments. It’s a phone holder that will screw directly into any bankstick, 
and hold your camera firmly! It can be angled to give you the options of portrait or land-
scape pictures. The spring-loaded section will pull out and grip your phone securely. I used 
my LG G5 and that’s a rather large phone and it held firm. Simply set it up once you start 
fishing and find the perfect spot for your pics, allowing for shadows, sun in the eyes etc etc. 
then remove your phone and wait… as soon as you need it pop the phone back into the 
holder and hey presto… great selfie shots with your prize catch.

Fish i Uk also do a couple more gadgets to improve things even further. Firstly, the do a 
handy little Bluetooth button fob, which once activated, can make your camera click away 
once you have pressed the button whilst holding your fish. A little tricky at first but you 
soon get used to doing it. Personally, I didn’t use the Bluetooth fob as my particular phone 
has the option to take pictures once the frame finds my face, and some phones now have a 
“whistle” or voice activated option, or you can download an app to do so. 
The next bit of kit to go with the phone holder is the plug-in LED light, and this is some-
thing that I will definitely use too. It is rechargeable and comes with a USB lead to recharge 
the internal battery. It weighs nothing at all and simply plugs into your phone jack and 
again, hey presto… night time illumination. 

Now, I have tested the kit myself, it all works exactly as it should. The phone holder im-
pressed me the most, fully adjustable and a gorilla like grip but cushioned so as not to 
damage your phone. All in all, it’s worth every penny and will fit into a little side pocket 
ready for when it’s needed.

Prices range from just £7.95 to £11.95 for the kit plus p&p.  

To get your hands on this great bit of kit, contact Chris on Facebook at https://facebook.
com/fishiuk/ or on Twitter @fishiuk



Talking Carp looks at....



Have a look at this for a great little idea.... new from Alford Tackle comes this 
simple, but ingenious of kit that can certainly bring you an extra bite or two 
when the going is tough. Designed to be a scent and flavour carrier, it can entice 
a quick bite when time is short. We can also see it working well on the busier, 
commercial waters. You turn up to your peg, it has obviously only just come 
free... now, how much bait did he put in? What about the guy before him? And 
the one before him?? Therefore, the last thing you want to do is whack out 
another 5 kilo!! Simple answer... tie one of these Chum-nets onto the back of 
your hook, give it a good squeeze into the centre and then outside with your 
chosen bait flavouring/goo/smoke... whatever you are using these days and cast 
it out. Once on the bottom it gives the appearance of a little ball of fluffy bread... 
but is leaking out a constant attractor to any passing carp without preoccupying 
them with an unnecessary amount of free boilies... the passing carp homes 
straight in on your hook and wham! Bam! Screaming reels and fish on!! 

Great for when you are getting set up, or on a short visit, or doing a bit of 
stalking... the options are really endless. 

In all we think carrying a tub of these in your bag would be a great idea, perfect 
for nicking a quick bite. At the end of your session simply wash and dry out 
carefully and they can be reused too!

You can find these on the Facebook page www.facebook.com/Alford-Tackle or 
on his website www.the-chum.net

If you are quick you can also take advantage of the introductory offer right now 
of a pack of 10 for just £3.50 or a pack of 20 for just £6.50.

2 thumbs up from us !!



Check out this sleeping bag from carp tackle manufacturer 
Taska, you would expect it to retail for well over £50!
It’s rated as a three-season bag but it’ll keep you warm and 
toasty, on some of the chilliest nights right up until winter  
Especially compared to what else is out there, at a similar 
price point.

It comes with a thick synthetic down insulation and a cotton 
feel inner, you’ll find side tank zips, complete with baffles, 
that are quick-slide for getting in and out quickly to hit 
takes.

There are also hoods at either end and a centre strap so it 
stays put on your bedchair and doesn’t follow you off the 
bed and down the bank.

The Sneeka sleeping bag is compatible with Taskas Sneeka 
bed, you should find it compatible with most of the other 
beds on the market too.

The outer is water resistant, the hood has adjustment toggles 
to help keep the warmth in and it comes in its own stash 
bag. It’s a nice bag especially at that price.

Price: £49.99





Andrew Taylor
I arrived at the lake about 5pm Friday 12 may, there were 9 anglers already fishing and 
only a hand full of fish had been caught.
I couldn’t decide where to fish... so after having a look around I kept being drawn to a 
grassy plant in the water near the island as I kept seeing movement by it... after a few min-
utes my mind was made up (also it was near the car park so bonus!) 
I scattered a few boilies every 5 minutes or so while setting up. There was movement all 
around me!
I cast my first rod out and it ripped off as I was attempting to put my bobbin on...
Happy days 1st fish on new test bait... my hard work had paid off!
It was mental... it was literally run after run! It was that good I brought my rods in at 1am 
to get a few hours sleep lol!
I cast my rods back out around 5am and it started again...
An absolute awesome session!
I ended up with 31 fish in total! 29 carp to 15lb 8oz (16 carp above 10lb) and 2 sturgeon to 
12lb 4oz! All caught on new test bait boilies from the ever faithful Attraction Baits, except 
for 2 sturgeon and 1 carp caught on enigma boilies, again from the amazing Attraction 
Baits! I used a 2oz inline dice from Lump Leads, and Deception Angling end tackle, awe-
some stuff!
#attractionbaits #newtestbait, #carpmafiaclothing #deceptionangling #lumpleads



Andy “HAULING Hyden” Andy Hyden has been out and about on his local lakes, using his usual Natures 
Baits Alpha boilies to extremely good effect…nailing carp after carp everywhere 
he goes. Well done Andy… keep those pics coming.



Carl Pearson 
having a 

great year on 
Brooms as 
another fine 
carp hits his 

net.

Craig 
Kennerley 

with 
Moonscale 
at 27lb 11oz

Dylan Whittaker 
with Eclipse at 

26lb 14oz

Jordan Kirk with 
Starburst at 25lb 

14oz

Nick Carter 
with a cracking 

mirror from 
Upper Alt lake



Jamie Joy
After a slow start to the year I managed 4 bites this weekend landing 3. I started off not 
being able to get into the swim I wanted for near on the whole day, with the torture of 
watching fish feeding and clouding the water up while the guy in the swim sat oblivious to 
it. I used the time waiting to set the rods up tieing the ever faithful kd rig comprising of a 
size 6 twister hook, micro swivel, uncoated hooklink and tungsten tubing all from sharp 
tackle with a 3Oz lead from mb leads. Knowing everyone who fishes the lake uses fruity 
or nutty baits I opted for a different choice using a madbaits fishmeal that I’m currently 
testing and took the little and often approach. The second the swim was available I wasted 
no time getting the rods in with little pva bags of hemp and maize just to protect the hook 
as I was casting tight to overhanging trees along the edge of a channel leading into a small 
but chocolate brown bay. It didn’t take long for my first bite, a crazy scaled 17lb common 
shortly followed by a screaming take that unfortunately I lost to a hook pull. The day 
went on and looked like the fish had moved out, the time was ticking brolly bedchair and 
everything packed away ready to go home. Then out of the blue the right hand rod locked 
up absolutely melts away line peeling off the reel with the rod buckled in half, a dogged 
battle later this beauty of a common weighing 26lb 9oz and breaking my spell of low 
double fish with one massive smile on my face.



Press Release
 

Gillhams turns to stone
Gillhams Fishing Resorts are proud to announce that Pallatrax have kindly offered to sponsor our 
fishery in Krabi Thailand.

We first started discussing our concerns regarding lead weights with 
Pallatrax a few months ago, over the last 10 years at least three tons 
of leads have been lost in our lake. Our concerns regarding this are 
numerous, obviously on an environmental scale this amount of lead in 
any water is damaging. 

If you leave a lead in any lake take a look in five, ten or more years
time, no life form of any description will have formed on it. What 
damage does the lead content in our lakes have on our fish and aquatic 
life the water relies on to be healthy, what about us working in the lake. 
Surely this amount of exposure to the toxins lead will release into our 
lake are damaging to us and our customers as well as our fish!!

Take a look at the effect on lead in humans; no organ system is 
immune to the effects of lead. Health experts worldwide are concerned 
about the use of lead in various everyday items. Lead toxicity is causing 
irreversible health issues in humans; even pregnant mothers can pass 
lead poising through breast milk to their children. Imagine the damage 
lead is doing to fish, waterfowl and all aquatic life! 

Governments in Europe are going to ban all lead fishing weights in the 
very near future, and quite rightly so. Lead poisoning occurs when you 
absorb too much lead by breathing or swallowing a substance with lead 
in it, such as paint, dust, water, or food. Lead can damage almost every 
organ system. In children, too much lead in the body can cause lasting problems

with growth and development. Imagine the effect lead is having on our fish!

Gillhams is going lead free over the next few months; we have wanted to do this for many years. Now Pallatrax 
have made it possible with their excellent Stonze Fishing Weight System, we will only be supplying Stonze on 
all the rigs used at our fishery. Because some anglers have been brainwashed into thinking you only catch fish 
using a lead weight, we will be showing them that Stonze will actually catch more fish. Once people realize that 
they don’t need lead proved via catch rates, Gillhams will have a total lead ban within six months.

Fish are more intelligent than we think; they associate smells and objects 
with danger. Fish are equipped with chemoreceptors; these are responsible 
for extraordinary senses of taste and smell, every time fish are hooked their 
chemoreceptors will pick up the toxins in lead. Fish come across stones in 
various shapes and forms all the time because they occur naturally and are non-
toxic, thus fish will never associate a stone with danger! Put a stone in a lake and 
look at it in six months it will have life form on it, lose 10 ton plus of stones in a 
lake the effect on water quality will be zero.

Pallatrax have proved beyond doubt that using their Stonze System that catch rates will improve, this would be 
a good enough reason on its own for us to use Stonze at Gillhams. Add the health and environmental issues, 
plus the possibility that lead is affecting our fish’s growth rates, and we are sure everyone will see why we are 
using Pallatrax Stonze.

On a plus side Stonze can be soaked in flavour or used to mold bait around, Pallatrax will be selling flavors and 
method mixes in our shop.

We are also going over to the excellent Pallatrax Gripz hooks, the design of these 
hooks is exciting. We are waiting for Pallatrax to supply these hooks in the size and 
strength required for our fish and we expect to be providing them on all our rigs by 
October 2017. 

Gripz hooks are made from high grade Japanese wire, the key improvement has 
been the introduction of a series of minute horizontal grooves on the inside of the 
specially designed arrow shaped hook point, where historically the barb would have 
been. These grooves allow the fishing hook to hold securely in the fish’s mouth when 
pressure is applied, as the flesh presses into the grooves resulting in a firm hook hold with no slippage. As soon 
as the pressure is removed the hook returns to a barbless format allowing for easy and safe removal. 

Our shop at the resort will be selling the complete range of Pallatrax products including PVA, take a look at 
the full range of Pallatrax products on there website www.pallatrax.co.uk Because Pallatrax are committed to 
the environment with a genuine concern for fish care, you don’t need to check with us if any product on their 
website is allowed at Gillhams. All Pallatrax products are allowed at Gillhams. 

Here at Gillhams Fishing Resorts we are excited and extremely proud to have been chosen by Pallatrax to 
represent their products, anyone who knows us will know we don’t just take on any product. We only use 
what we believe in Pallatrax tick all the boxes; fish care, environment, water quality and 
customer care.

For more information about this press release please contact: 
Gillhams Fishing Resort – Stuart. Email: gillhamsfishingresorts@gmail.com 
Pallatrax Angling International Ltd – Simon. Email: simon@pallatrax.co.uk 



The only limitation is your imagination 



Thankyou for reading 
Please send in your articles and catch reports by 

18th June for next months magazine

brian.dixon@talkingcarp.co.uk
or

buggy@talkingcarp.co.uk

The Carp magazine for carp anglers 
written by YOU !!!!!!!!!!!

“The Talking Carp Team”

Brian Dixon
Mark Faulkner
Danny Walsh


