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A TALE OF  

A whopping 54lb 4oz St. Christophe mirror 

caught for the cameras. What a result!
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Eventually it was daylight and I slipped effortlessly out of bed. This 
was the day – the day I was finally allowing myself to leave the 
bait factory for a welcome break. Well, to be fair, it was a working 

break as I had arranged for my cameraman to meet me in France to 
shoot some more footage to add to the ever-growing website.

First though, I had a final day of paperwork to get through. You 
know how it is, you know you are going away and it is so hard to focus 
upon what you are doing. My ferry wasn’t until around 9.00 p.m., thus 
allowing me to get the final bits of paperwork sorted. I was looking up 
from my desk every few minutes to make sure the clock hadn’t skipped 
forward a few hours – I didn’t want to be late. I had fully intended 
working until 4.00 or 5.00 p.m., but by 2 o’clock I simply couldn’t bear 
it any longer – I apologised to the staff and left.

The Journey
It had been nine months since I had taken more than a weekend 
away, so no wonder I was more excited than usual. I pointed the 
Land Rover south and I was away. The M1 was flowing freely but 
unfortunately the same couldn’t be 
said for the M25. Good job I had 
left in plenty of time.

It had been my intention to make 
my customary call into The Tackle 
Box after the Dartford crossing, to 
pick up any last minute items I may 
have thought about on the long 
journey there. I had expected to 
have plenty of browsing time but, 

15 minutes before they were due to close, I was still paying the toll 
bridge! I made it just in time, and happened to bump into 

Simeon Bond of Free Spirit; he had sent me one of the 
superb new Greenhouse Bivvies to try out on this trip 

but had forgotten to send me the mosquito front panel, 
so I was able to collect it from him.
So, fi rst mission accomplished, it was back in the Landy 

and a quick hour’s drive to Dover. I knew I was early but as luck 
would have it I had timed it perfectly and managed to get on the 

next ferry leaving. It was only then I began to feel the tension leave 
my body. I am always a little nervous of not even managing to get 
out of Blighty, having broken down in Bernard Sissons’ Range 
Rover before we even reached Dover on a previous trip.

The crossing aboard Sea France was nothing more than a 
formality. I sat down to a meal and had a wander around the 
duty-free shop, and decided it would be fun to purchase some 
Californian wine to take to France (my cameraman likes to 

think of himself as a French wine connoisseur). As for me, 
I’m a peasant in the wine stakes. I love wine but I’m totally 

happy drinking Le Piat d’Or, much to the disgust of my wine 
snob mates – I get a great kick out of upsetting others and being 

different. In a similar way I have different coloured tippets on the butts 
of each of my rods, and the usual comment is:

“Urrgh! They don’t match.” Okay, so I’m sad, but I do get a kick out 
of not conforming to the accepted norm!

Once I reached France I fully intended to drive for an hour, or 
however long it took me to feel tired, then park up in one of the 
sleeping areas and grab 40 winks.

Brief Stay Over at Island Lake
After getting hopelessly lost on two separate occasions, at 4.00 a.m. 
I found myself outside the gates of Island Lake, where I had decided 
to call en route to St. Christophe. I had gone past the point of being 
tired and simply parked myself in the first swim I came to. I got out 
the bed, poured myself a ‘welcome to France’ whiskey and sat on the 
side of my bed watching it become light. I had arrived.

Eventually, at around 6.30 a.m. I thought I had better get my head 
down for a few hours before the sun made sleeping an impossibility. 
It seemed I had only just closed my eyes when I became aware of the 
presence of something, or someone, looking at me. I shot up quickly, 
to be greeted by Mick Hall, the resident bailiff. How on earth our 
paths had never crossed in the past I will never know, so I introduced 
myself and he offered me a cup of tea at his cabin. We chatted about 

this and that, as you do, and 
realised many of the same people 
were known to both of us. Then he 
was gone; he had woken me to tell 
me he was off back to England for a 
much-deserved break.

I was now wide awake, so 
decided to take a stroll around 
the lake. There were three anglers 
present, all fast asleep, so I quietly 

passed them by. I had seen a fair bit of bubbling , which I was sure 
was caused by carp, and, as if to confirm it, a large fish rose out of 
the water and fell over on its side. That was it. Back to the motor 
and out with a rod. I had spent the summer just mooching around 
with a couple of light rods in a semi-stalking pose, and here I was in 
France about to do the same.

The sun was burning fiercely by the time I had sorted out a few 
bits and bobs. I hadn’t expected to be doing this sort of fishing, but 
bubbling carp in the edge definitely don’t want a bivvy setting up on 
top of them.

I did another three-quarter lap of the lake before I spotted a chance 
and I swung a light lead close to a fizzing fish. I couldn’t be sure whether 
or not I had managed to get the bait onto a clear bit of bottom because 
there was a fair bit of weed present, but I certainly felt I couldn’t get 
away with a large lead in this situation.

I set up a second rod with a Chod Rig with a long bomb link and 
swung that close to another bubbler. The feeding continued for a while 
before the sun climbed high and it became hot. I decided to wind in 
and go for another look around. Both baits had been hung up in quite 
heavy weed. Ah well, back to the drawing board.

I spent the day just sitting around and watching. I had the night free 
before having to drive the final 100 or so miles to St. Christophe where 
I was meeting up with my cameraman, Gareth, the next morning. I had 
seen a few fish moving in and out of a bay during the late afternoon so 
decided to try to set a couple of traps for them in the night. 

”
I have different coloured tippets on 
the butts of each of my rods, and the 
usual comment is
“Urrgh! They don’t match.” Okay – so 
I’m sad – but I do get a kick out of not 
conforming to the accepted norm!

 TWO FIFTIES
Even after all these years I still get excited when going 
fi shing, and struggle to get to sleep the night before. 
I must admit the odd bottle of wine helps a little, but 
even so, my mind was buzzing in anticipation of a 
much-needed break and a trip to France.
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That evening, as the light dropped, some truly awesome fish showed 
themselves. They were either side of me and in front of me, but I failed 
to get a single pick-up to register through the alarms. There were fish 
feeding when I awoke but I was fast running out of time so started the 
slow, reluctant pack-up to make the next stage of my journey. I would be 
back – oh yes, I would be back.

St. Christophe
The journey to St. Christophe passed without incident, apart from it 
taking me longer than I had anticipated. Eventually I pulled up outside 
the main gates to the lake to be greeted by Gareth, the cameraman. 
After pleasantries had been exchanged I drove through the gates to 
be met by an unbelievably strangely-coloured lake. The water looked 
positively tropical, rather than mid-France.

The water really was like tap water, and with the light bouncing off 
the light-coloured bottom, it gave the water an incredible appearance. I 
was going to enjoy sitting here for a few days.

As with a lot of the French venues, I had prebooked my swim a 
couple of weeks earlier. This is something I really dislike doing but it 
seems to be what everyone does. I knew very little about St. Christophe 
so it really was pot luck where I chose to fish, although I was influenced 

by Gareth to fish a swim with plenty of space and light – for obvious 
reasons. We anglers all carry too much clutter, and, combine that 
with the clutter of a cameraman, his camper van, outside kitchen, and 
bundles of filming and sound recording gear – well, you get my drift.

Rather than rush into the session we decided to go to find a 
restaurant. Not easy during the afternoon in France because most of 
them close. Amazingly, the restaurant we ended up at shared the name 
of Gareth’s amazing lake in France, Croix Blanche, which is home to 
The Hippo, as well as other humongous carp. After a rather pleasant 
meal it was back to the lake to see what I had in front of me. 

The first cast with the marker rod gave a pretty constant 25ft all the 
way back. I cast in a different direction and found a similar situation. 
On the third cast I gave it the big ’un and was amazed to feel the lead 
bump down much more quickly. A depth check told me the depth was 
21ft. I left the marker where it was and took to the boat to examine 
the area more closely, armed with a lead on a length of braid to bounce 
around and feel the bottom.

I soon plotted the start and the top of the rise and left two glug pot 
markers in place, one at the top and one at the bottom of the slope, 
allowing around 30ft between the two. I then baited in a diagonal 
line with extra bait at the top and the bottom. The bait consisted of 
my ever-faithful Quest Baits’ Garlic Feast Particle Mix with a healthy 
scattering of the Liver B8 boilies over the top.

Back on the bank I wound back the marker rod to the hand-placed 
marker on top of the plateau then measured the distance with my line 
counter as I wound it back to the bank – 102m. This was ideal, as it 
would allow for easy recasting with 15lb P-Line Fluoro Clear straight 
through without the need for leaders.

With the marker rod out of the way I set about making my first casts, 
dropping all four baits at varying distances in the baited area with 
slightly different setups. With the carpet of bait laid and the traps set, I 
sat back to enjoy myself. The weather was fine so there was no need to 
go rushing around setting up any shelter.

With the carpet of bait laid and 
the traps set, I sat back to enjoy 
myself. The weather was fi ne so 
there was no need to go rushing 
around setting up any shelter
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A gorgeous common 

from St. Christophe.

092_TaleOfTwoFifties_CW205.indd   4092_TaleOfTwoFifties_CW205.indd   4 20/9/07   12:23:1020/9/07   12:23:10



47

This method, i.e. using just one large baited area, works so much better for me than trying to 
create three or four different feeding areas. It also has the advantage of showing the depths at which 
the fish prefer to feed, and with baits presented at the top, the middle and the bottom of shelves, I 
also quickly establish which presentation will be most effective.

The night passed uneventfully, and, as usual, I dragged myself out of bed to sit and watch the first 
signs of daylight appear in the eastern sky. Just the odd fish was showing much further out than my 
markers but I opted to leave everything as it was. I would watch and see what developed. I was more 
than happy with the way I had the swim prepared and was quite confident the fish would stay for a 
feast if they came across the bait.

Off the Mark
The sun climbed higher in the sky and, had I been on a UK lake with relatively shallow water, I 
would have been fast losing confidence of a take on the bottom baits. However, in 20ft+ of water I 
was quite sure the carp would still be up for a munch, despite the ever-increasing heat.

At 10.30 a.m. the first rod from the bottom of the shelf was away and an incredible fight followed 
and I was quite convinced that it was a big fish. I didn’t play it heavily because I wasn’t sure how 
tough the carp’s mouths were; the bottom of the lake appeared to be quite soft in areas so I reasoned 
that the mouths of the carp wouldn’t be over-tough. The first sight I had of the fish was quite 
amazing. It was twisting and turning in quite deep water and looked a fair bit larger than it finally 
turned out to be. I guess the water had 
magnified the appearance. Eventually it 
was in the net and even though the fish 
wasn’t as big as I had imagined, I wasn’t 
at all bothered. Gareth had started to run 
the camera almost as soon as I hooked the 
fish and, due to the amazing water clarity, 
I knew he had managed to capture some 
pretty spectacular fighting sequences. On 
the scales the mirror went 27lb – I was 
off the mark.

Just before the take, the fish I had 
earlier been watching rolling well behind 
the markers had slowly been moving their 
way towards me until fish were showing 
right over my bait. It was all pretty 
exciting stuff and I managed to catch 
two more carp from the spot before 
they moved off. I guessed they had 
probably wiped me out of bait, but I 
left the swim alone for another few hours 
just in case there were one or two large 
stragglers mooching around.

The swim at St. Christophe, 

like a sandy beach in the sun.

A Christophe 
scaly mirror.
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“ ”
I jokingly turned around to the rolling 
camera and said, “It feels like I’ve 
hooked the bottom” – THEN IT MOVED
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When it rained 

it poured!
Just like a baby Hippo… 

the carp that is!

Another one 

defeated and 

in the net.

Blisteringly Hot
The weather became hotter and hotter and I was struggling to keep 
comfortable, despite moving around trying to follow what little shade 
there was. In the end it all got too much for me and the temptation 
of the water was far too great. I stripped off, grabbed my big hat, sat 
in the margins, filled my hat with water, and poured it over my head. 
The relief was incredible, so invigorating and cool, just for a short 
time. I climbed back up the bank and put the least amount of clothes 
back on but found that I felt hotter than ever before. Cooling my body 
down had only been a short-term pleasure. Nothing else happened that 
afternoon, which, in hindsight, wasn’t particularly surprising. 

I went back out and rebaited the swim from the boat. Once again, I 
used a good carpet of Garlic Feast Particle Mix and Liver B8 boilies in 
mixed sizes. I took the gamble of increasing the amount in the hope of 
holding the fish longer should they move back through the swim the 
following day.

I really couldn’t wait for the sun to drop and cool the air temperature. 
Gareth set about cooking a couple of steaks and various other bits and 
bobs, as it suddenly occurred to us both that we had been on the go all 
day but hadn’t actually eaten. 

It was while Gareth was cooking that I witnessed a most amazing sight, 
one I had never seen before. I was sitting at the side of the roadstone 
track which runs around the lake, making the most of a narrow strip 
of shade, when I noticed a steady 
stream of giant ants (giant compared 
to the ones we see in England) 
come marching out of the grass on 
the opposite side of the track. I sat 
watching and this line grew and grew and grew – it appeared to be never-
ending. Off  they marched, straight by me, up the track. I pointed it out to 
Gareth and he simply looked over his shoulder and casually stated, “Yes, 
they are going off  into battle,” and carried on cooking.

I’d not witnessed this spectacle before and carried on watching as 
the ‘army’ marched off up the track then into the grass on the far side 
– absolutely amazing. Sure enough, ten minutes later the ants returned. 
I couldn’t tell you if they were triumphant or not, but the spectacle had 
been quite incredible.

Mistakes and Monsoon Conditions
Nothing happened through the night, which suited me fine. I really do 
prefer to catch daylight fish, and the following morning at dawn I was 
up and watching waiting for that first take of the day. 

At 10.30 I still had nothing; 11.30 a.m. – still nothing, then 
eventually, at lunchtime, 
one roared off, resulting 
in a gorgeous-looking 
common. 

I had learned my 
lesson – the gamble of 
putting in extra bait 
hadn’t paid off at all. 
That afternoon we 
were treated to absolute 
monsoon conditions. I 
don’t mess around with 
groundsheets and the 
like during the summer 
months, so I soon had 
a river running through 
my plot. Life wasn’t 

that pleasant so I took 
advantage and settled down 
for an afternoon kip.

The rain cleared long 
enough to prepare and 
eat the evening meal 
before the sky blackened 
once again and the rain 
started. I scuttled under 
the umbrella for an early 
night, but couldn’t sleep 
because I’d had a kip in the 
afternoon, so I caught up 
on a little reading whilst 
the rain fell.

The following morning 
dawned dry and the takes 
started pretty much the same as they had on the first morning with 
a succession of extremely hard-fighting carp coming over the net. By 
lunchtime I decided to leave the swim alone with no lines in it. The 
previous couple of afternoons had been quiet so I took advantage and 
went to the local supermarket to stock up on essentials, and then found 
a restaurant close to the mighty Orient and had a light meal there – we 

had been invited to a barbecue 
that night with the St. Christophe 
owners, Philippe and Marie-Jo 
Lavigne.

Back at the lake I decided to bait 
up before doing anything else. This time I removed the markers because 
I felt they might have been putting the fish a little on edge. My takes 
had been coming on the baits furthest away from the markers. Back 
on the bank and the rods were cast back to the area. I had my treeline 
markers and pole elastic markers on the reels so didn’t need the markers 
out in the lake anyway.

Enter the Monsters
Ten minutes after casting, and just as I was about to drink a coffee, a 
slow twitchy take signalled on the left-hand rod. I was straight on it 
and wound into what immediately felt like a big fish. I jokingly turned 
around to the rolling camera and said, “It feels like I’ve hooked the 
bottom” – THEN IT MOVED.

The carp took off on a long run and I let it. I wasn’t aware of any 
snags out in the lake so was more than happy for it to waste its energy 
on a long line. Eventually I had the carp under the rod top and there 
it stayed. I just couldn’t get it up and the considerable crowd that had 
gathered behind me on the high bank to watch me play the fish didn’t 
help. One fleeting glimpse of it had several people mutter, “It’s a huge 
common!” I saw its dorsal, and, yes, it did look like a common.
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Th e carp obviously didn’t like the light and kept repeatedly hugging the 
bottom, returning to the same spot. I could hear the muttering behind me 
about how long I was taking to play the fi sh, but it was certainly far from 
ready and I was actually pulling quite hard with my Free Spirit Hi ‘S’ 12ft  
3½s. Th ey are lovely forgiving rods but with a huge amount of strength in 
reserve. I blocked out the comments and carried on playing the carp as hard 
as I dare and as gently as I felt was right. I had all the time in the world, and 
whilst the carp continued to go on what I kept thinking was going to be its 
fi nal run, it was certainly not overtired.

Eventually I managed to keep the carp on the same length of line and up it 
came from the very deep margin. Foot by foot it came, and then I could see it 
twisting and shaking its head. Th e huge common we had fi rst seen was now 
clearly a mirror with a huge scale on one fl ank. Once on the surface and a few 
short surges later I had it steering towards the net. Th ere were loads of anglers 
around but I chose, as always, to net the fi sh myself. I could see it was clearly a 
big fi sh and any mistakes made had to be by me and no one else.

On the fi rst attempt I lift ed the net around it. What a relief ! I peered 
down at it and it was almost certainly 50lb+. I had done it. A 50, live on 
camera. It was diffi  cult to gather my thoughts together due to the number 
of onlookers milling around. I’m sure I simply automatically went through 
the motions of wetting the sling, mats, etc., and ensuring I had a bowl of 
water ready for rinsing down the fi sh.

Th e weighing revealed a weight 
of 54lb 4oz and an inspection of its 
mouth showed no marks at all, it was 
completely clean. It was an absolutely 
terrifi c carp to catch and I remember 
looking at it and thinking it looked 
as English as any English fi sh I had 
seen – it didn’t have the massive 
Chantecoque-type mouth. 

With the carp fi nally cradled in my 
arms in the water I marvelled at its grace as it waddled from my light hold 
and down into the depths. Mission accomplished – what more could I ask 
for while the camera rolled?

Gareth and I went and joined Philippe and Marie-Jo for the barbecue, 
which was truly delicious, as was the champagne, then the wine. Halfway 
through the evening we were interrupted by one of the Dutch anglers 
whose party was fi shing opposite. One of them had just landed a huge carp 
of 60lb 8oz, could we come and photograph it?

You bet we could. Around the other side of the lake a huge carp was 
placed on the mat in front of a massive gathering of onlookers. Roy de Wijs 
from Raamsdonk had been the fortunate angler to catch the fi sh and it had 
absolutely obliterated his personal best. He had great diffi  culty picking it 
up and displaying it well. I volunteered my services and quickly showed him 
the safest way to lift  the fi sh for the pictures.

Soon the fi sh was returned and a happy atmosphere was enjoyed by all 
present. I could have stayed there all night listening to the tales from the 
friendly Dutch guys but we were well aware we had left  Marie-Jo at the 
barbecue so we were soon winging our way back around the lake. 

What a day it had turned out to be. Naturally I was so pleased to have 
landed the 54.04, but it had also pleased me that I had not missed seeing 
the 60.08. Th at night I slept with a big grin on my face.

The Move
Th e following day I had a succession of carp. In fact it was the most 
productive day with regards to the amount of action I received, but I felt 
unsettled. Gareth had to leave to go to edit some previous work and I 
decided to take a gamble. Carp were feeding well in front of me but Island 
Lake was beckoning. I had a very strong feeling that another large carp 
was on the cards and I very much wanted to see if I could pull it off  on a 
diff erent type of lake.

Soon everything was loaded in my Land Rover and off  I went, 
travelling west, back towards Paris. I arrived in good time and took a long, 
slow walk around before opting for a swim. I hadn’t spotted any fi sh, but 
the swim was situated roughly in the middle of the lake and off ered an 
excellent viewing point. 

I set up with the minimum of equipment with the view to possibly 
moving if the opportunity arose. Th e sky had been blackening dramatically 
whilst I had been choosing my pitch for the night. Eventually the skies 
opened and yet again torrential rain fell from the skies just as I was 
preparing to cast and bait up. I got on with the job in hand, getting 
thoroughly soaked to the skin in the process because I hadn’t bothered 
donning the waterproofs. 

I eventually got sorted and sat down as the sun dropped behind the trees. 
Soon, large carp could be heard rolling 
in several diff erent parts of the pit. I 
sat up as long as I could, watching and 
listening. Nothing appeared to show 
over my baits but I felt reluctant to 
disturb the water whilst the carp were 
showing. I would re-sort everything in 
the morning aft er a night of the carp 
giving me clues. Eventually, I dozed off  
in my chair, woke up feeling damp from 
the mist, and so went to bed. 

Bubblers
I was back out of bed again at fi rst light. I had to force myself to do this 
because I really wasn’t ready to get up, but I knew I needed to alter my 
approach. Th e carp had been very active throughout the night and I was 
sure they had been feeding, but nothing had happened on the baited areas. 
I was aware of a fair bit of bubbling and fi zzing going off  in various parts of 
the lake but wasn’t 100% sure they were carp. One particular bit of activity, 
around a rod length out, inspired me to ‘have a go and see’.

I wound in a rod, took off  the 2½oz lead and swapped it for a 1oz weight. 
I put a Quest Baits Special Crab Plus boilie on the Hair and underarm-
swung the small lead rig to the bubbler, which had moved along a little. I 
then took a gamble of crumbling up some boilies and scattering what was 
little more than crumb and dust over the spot. I sat back and watched. Th e 
bubbling continued, and, if anything, was getting more energetic. Was it 
carp, was it poisson chat, was it bream? I didn’t know. 

A few minutes later the tip whipped around on that rod and the reel 
spool spun frantically as I leaned forward and bent into what was so 
obviously a carp. Th e bottom appeared to erupt from where the carp had 
taken off  and from the very start of the fi ght I was in little doubt that I was 
connected to something just a little bit special. 

Th e fi ght was pretty spectacular as I struggled 
to keep the fi sh from the sanctuary of the 
various weedbeds in the swim. Th e fi rst time 
I had the carp on the surface my thoughts of a 
large fi sh were well and truly confi rmed. Th is 
carp looked huge and the amount of water it 
displaced when it suddenly rocketed off  again 
had to be seen to be believed. I can still hear the 
sound it made; I had only once heard the sound 
of that much water moved by a carp and that 
had been a 54lb 8oz mirror I had caught at St. 
Christophe. 

Th e fi ght continued and, as usual, I was 
getting concerned about the barbless hook I 
was using. I had fought the carp hard due to the 
weed and was, as ever, thankful for the forgiving 
action of my Free Spirit rods. 

Eventually, the carp was in the edge and 
I reached over for the net. Th e margin fi ght 
went on for quite some time as the carp kept 
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Nothing appeared to show over 
my baits but I felt reluctant to 
disturb the water whilst the carp 
were showing. I would re-sort 
everything in the morning after a 
night of the carp giving me clues

The Island Lake margin 
from where I caught 
the 54-pounder.
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semi-burying itself in the soft  bottom. Huge plumes of 
bubbles rose to the surface each time the carp hit the 
bottom. In fact the next glimpse I got of this scaly beast 
was a fl ank covered in clay. Th is confi rmed it had been 
trying to semi-bury itself. 

Soon the stuffi  ng had been knocked out of it and I 
was able to stop it in its tracks on its fi nal attempts to 
take line. Up on the top and I decided now was the time. 
I crouched as low as possible with the net in one hand 
and a healthy bent rod in the other. Inch by inch it came 
towards me. I could see the hook clearly in the corner of 
its mouth and agonising seconds ticked by as the carp’s 
head approached the net cord and continued over to the 
block. I went to lift  it and part of its tail was still out of 
the net. With a fi nal fl urry the carp was netted. I took 
one look at it and a huge smile swept across my face. 
Th ere in the net was another large carp, certainly well 
over 50lb!

I folded the net over the fi sh, leaving it to get its 
breath back while I took stock of the situation. I 
remember standing there with both hands clenched into 
fi sts, I arched my back and released all the tension from 
my body with a big, “YESSSSSSSSSSS”!!!!!!!!

I stood there in a bit of a daze. Two diff erent 50lb carp from two 
diff erent waters in two-and-a-bit days!

Suddenly, reality set in. I had a big carp to sort out and I was the only 
angler on the lake at that time. I went through the process of wetting weigh 
slings and unhooking mats and setting up the camera for some self-take 
photography. Everything done, I struggled up the bank with my prize, a 
gorgeous-looking carp with a good smattering of large scales on it. Again, 
it was very English-looking, to my eyes. Th e scales settled on 54lb exactly. I 
rushed through the photographs and slipped her back to her watery home.

I was ecstatic – a 54lb carp from what was practically under the rod tip. 
Best of all I really felt I had caught that fi sh. I had spotted it bubbling and 
did something about it. It was a truly pleasing capture.

Th e rest of the morning passed by with me being in a little bit of a daze, 
as I never really had time for the second capture to sink in. A short while 
aft er returning the fi sh I moved two other rods and cast them with light 
lead setups to active bubblers and soon followed up the 54lb fi sh with a 
41lb 12oz and a 36lb mirror before the bubbling ended.

Th e aft ernoon gave me time to sit back and refl ect upon such a 
pleasing morning. My only regret was that Gareth my cameraman 
had returned home, so I didn’t get any moving fi lm of the second 
54. I always carry a video camera for such circumstances and leave 
it running whilst photographing my fi sh; I fi nd this gives a much 
truer idea of the size of these fi sh when moving them around and 
fi rst picking them up. Th ere are angles captured which the stills 
camera never picks up. How could I really complain though?

Back Down to Earth with a Bump
Th at evening, whilst sitting on the edge of the bed, again 
listening to baby hippos jumping, I received what I 
thought was a take on the left -hand rod. I scuttled down 
the bank only to see the bobbin settle back down – it 
had been a violent liner. I was standing at the rod when 
suddenly the right-hand rod signalled a fast take. 
Th is rod was a few feet away, pointing towards 
the rig. I took two quick steps, my feet shot 
from beneath me, and I landed heavily, 
pushing my right elbow through 
my rib with what sounded 
like a loud crack!

I grabbed the rod and 
bent into the fourth 
large carp of the day. I 
was in pain, intense pain, 
and it came as a great relief when 
the hook pulled during the fi sh’s 
fi rst long run. I left  the rig out in 
the lake and clutched my ribs. I was 
struggling to get my breath and climbed 
back up the bank and lay down on my 
bed. I was in trouble. I had broken a rib 

whilst alone, miles from anywhere, in a country I don’t particularly know. I 
slept on and off  through the night, praying the carp would leave me alone 
– I really couldn’t bring myself to go through the ordeal of winding in.

Th e morning came and I got up for coff ee. Everything I did was an 
ordeal. I sat there in my chair, drinking coff ee, looking out over my swim, 
and two separate bubblers could be seen on an area quite heavily baited 
with Liver B8s. 

Th e obvious happened and soon a rod sprang into life. I groaned my way 
down the bank and bent into it, then quickly eased off  again. Th e pain was 
unbelievable. I really didn’t need this, but I was attached to one angry carp. 
I gritted my teeth and did my best to play the fi sh. I caught a glimpse of it 
under the rod and couldn’t believe what was happening to me. Two 54s 
and another fi sh on the end, which again looked every bit a 50-pounder. 
Th is fi sh bogged me down in weed just in front, and aft er what seemed an 
age I got it back out, only to get it stuck in the same spot again. I did what 
I could, but suddenly the rod sprang back. Th e hook had pulled on another 
truly outstanding fi sh. 

I had made up my mind whilst playing this fi sh that I would pack 
up as soon as I had landed it, and make the journey home a day or 

so early. I couldn’t handle the fi sh; I was in too much pain. Just 
then one of the other rods roared off . To cut a long story short, 
another large fi sh was hooked but eventually the hook pulled 
on this one too. I am sure the losses were purely my fault. I 
wasn’t able to play them in a conventional manner.

I had a slow pack-up, which wasn’t particularly fun, 
but with such good memories of the week I had just 

experienced I couldn’t help but stop and have a little 
smile to myself every now and again.

Both St. Christophe and Island Lake 
can be booked through Angling Lines 
Fishing Holidays. Telephone them on 
08712 004466 or check their website 
www.anglinglines.com for more 
information about both venues.

   

 

 

The third bubbler of the 
morning produced this 
fabulous 36-pounder.

The Island Lake 
54lb; what an 
incredible carp.
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