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After a few weeks break, the rods came back out in mid-September and I decided to do 
something a little bit different for a change and put out quite a bit of bait and sit on it for 
three days.  Although I didn’t catch anything over those three days, I was seeing the 
occasional carp stick its head out and I was also having some liners, so it was worth 
sticking it out.  By lunchtime on the Sunday everything seemed to go quiet in the swim. 
Whether they had eaten all the bait and done one, or whether the ever-strengthening south 
westerly wind had moved them I wasn’t sure but I’d had enough and chucked the 
majority of gear onto the barrow.  I had the Monday off work, so I moved into The Inlet 
on the Sunday afternoon for the last night of the session.  I cast the left hand rod down the 
out of bounds bank towards the first overhanging tree and the right hand rod was cast 
around a rod length to the right of that.  With a sprinkling of Original Peach boilies 
catapulted to the vicinity and the lines slackened right off, I stuck the kettle on. 
 
During the afternoon, Gibraltar Mark hooked and landed The Comet Leather from The 
Black Hole.  Whilst Bacon popped round there to do the honours with the camera, I had a 
flyer on my left hand rod.  After kindly swimming away from the snags, she spent most 
of the fight in open water and then in the margins – the strong wind was helping by 
blowing her towards me.  I scooped her into the net and was soon looking down at my 
old friend The Big Linear, for the fourth time!  Having heard the buzzer when he was 
doing the photos for Mark, Bacon appeared at the back of The Inlet and enquired what 
I’d caught – “Brooksey’s pet” I replied! 
 



 
The Big Linear – 30lbs 10z 
 
I left the lake on Monday afternoon but not before depositing around 2 kilos of bait in the 
area that I’d had The Big Lin from.  I had three days to suffer at work, and then I’d be 
back down on Thursday afternoon for another go.  Although during the week the wind 
subsided somewhat, it stayed in a south westerly direction, so I was hoping The Inlet 
would be left free during the week.   
 
I arrived on the Thursday evening to find that Gibraltar Mark had moved into The Inlet 
on the Tuesday!  He did two nights in there and then moved into the South Westers on 
the Thursday morning after blanking.  It was now getting towards the end of September 
and Thursday nights were now starting to get a little quieter.  I therefore decided to chuck 
the rods out of The Boards in the car park to the area I’d fished for three nights the week 
before.  The idea being that having remained unfished all week, there was a chance that a 
fish or two might have come back to finish off any bait they’d left behind.  It might have 
seemed a good idea but wasn’t to pay any dividends and by Friday morning I decided to 
move to The Black Hole.  From here I could fish the other end of the out of bounds bank 
that I’d caught The Big Linear from the weekend before.  Applying similar tactics to the 
weekend before proved unsuccessful and I moved into The Pads for a couple of hours on 
the Saturday morning.  The fish seemed to have disappeared and although conditions 
were excellent, nothing was coming out.   
 



I moved into The Reeds on the Saturday afternoon and spent the night fishing to the 
snags to the right of the swim but again, no fish made an appearance.  Gibraltar Mark 
went home on the Saturday, leaving both The Inlet and The Westers free.  Sam had done 
the Saturday night in The Car Park swim but with nothing to report, he was keen for a 
move.  We decided that conditions looked good for The Westers and Inlet, so despite the 
swims seeing a fair amount of mid-week pressure, we figured it was worth a night to try 
our luck. I’d taken the week off work and Sam had taken the Monday off, though he’d 
have to pop out at some stage on the Monday to go and price a job up.  We’d planned the 
move over the telephone and as soon as the mobiles were put down, two anglers at either 
end of the lake were frantically chucking stuff onto their barrows to make it round there 
sharpish.  I came through the gate and headed over the bridge and down The Causeway 
just as Sam was heading up The Causeway.  Sam won the coin toss and elected to bowl 
from The South Westerly end.  I would have to bat from The Inlet! 
 
As it was only noon, we decided to quietly set the rods up and flick out only a couple of 
stringers.  The rest of the gear would stay on the barrows for the time being, just in case a 
quick change of plan was deemed necessary.  We stood in Sam’s swim and cracked open 
a beer and discussed our chances.  Both of my leads, which had been placed along the 
tree line, went down with a satisfying donk on their first casts and Sam had also got his 
baits presented without any dramas, so we were both in with a chance.  Within thirty 
minutes of casting out my baits, the left hand rod nearest the snags was picked up and 
away.  I dashed the 10 yards to my rods and bent into the fish.  Once again, it had headed 
right and into the open water.  After nearly making the overhanging tree to my right, I 
managed to stop her and bring a sizable common towards the net.  Sam made no mistakes 
with the netting and we were soon looking at what looked like a mid-thirty common.  At 
34lbs 10oz she was in great condition and her distinctive eye confirmed her as The 
Goldeneye Common – another one off the list! 
 



 
Goldeneye Common – 34lbs 10oz 
 
After the rig was changed, the rod was cast to the same spot, followed by around twenty 
Original Peach boilies.  I figured I might as well put a few out following the recent 
disturbance in the swim.  Lines sunk and Delks on, it was time to open another beer, 
seeing as half of the last one went up in the air at the sound of The Goldeneye Common 
making her escape! 
 
Twenty minutes later and with Sam on the phone to his missus, my right hand rod belted 
off! As I dashed to the rod all I heard was Sam saying “The spawny bugger’s got another 
one – I’ve gotta go!” 
 
I bent into the fish but soon after had that sickening feeling in my guts as the hook pulled.  
There was no point looking to Sam for sympathy, so I quickly got the rod out again and 
topped it up with another thirty baits.  At 2pm, the left had rod picked up and pulled out 
of the clip.  The fight was dogged but pretty unspectacular and soon another common was 
circling under the rod tip.  With the netting done, The Spiky Dorsal Common was soon 
smiling for the camera.  Although a repeat, he’s not a regular visitor to the bank and at 
28lbs 10oz, proved a memorably brace of commons and a great afternoon’s fishing. 
 



 
Spiky Dorsal – 28lbs 10oz 
 
Nothing else occurred during the afternoon but, at 8pm and with dark setting in, the left 
hand rod signalled another take.  From the beginning it felt a big fish as although it didn’t 
go on any big runs, it was steady and always hugged the bottom.  It was ten minutes 
before we got a glimpse in the torch light of a pale Mirror heading to the net.  Once in the 
net I didn’t recognise her immediately and thought I’d got one of the odd ‘uns but once 
on the mat and with her big golden eye looking blindly up at me, her identity was soon 
confirmed. Goldeneye was weighed her at 41lbs and we put her back without photos. 



 
Goldeneye on a previous visit to the bank – 45lbs 6oz here. 
 
 
Having fished five swims over the weekend it had certainly been hard work but as is 
often the case, effort is rewarded in the end.  During the evening, Si The Golfer had 
turned up for an over-nighter and dropped in to Sam’s right in The Executives.  That 
night the celebratory beers flowed and I don’t think I’ve ever laughed so much in my life.  
 
During the Monday and with Sam popped out to price that job up, I landed another one 
from The Inlet in the shape of Blackscale at 29lbs 14oz.  With four new originals ticked 
off the list by the end of September, I was looking forward to the autumn on Pit 4 but as 
is often the way on there, the fishing died a death.  In fact, after that hit from The Inlet at 
the end of September, there were only two other originals caught before the lake closed 
on December the 15th – one in October and one in November.  At times, with only around 
10 acres of water, Pit 4 can be a real pig! 



 
Blackscale – 29lbs 14oz 


