
   
 

  

A whopping 54lb 4oz St. Christophe mirror 
caught for the cameras. What a result!
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Walkers of Trowell, where I spent 
25 years of my working life. 

RAMBLINGS
 
I can honestly say, I have never been so busy, with so little free time 
in my life. 2008 has continued just as hectic as 2007 was. It has been 
a very productive time in my life though, and a very interesting one. 

Working at Walkers of Trowell for 25 years, I never really found 
the need to visit other tackle shops and, to be fair, I found 
it a little embarrassing walking into other shops in case they 

thought I was snooping. Silly really, I know, but there you have it. 
This past month or so I have spent a lot of time visiting different 

shops with Bridget, presenting my bait range and I have to say, it has 
been a right eye-opener. There are some wonderful shops out there 
and I must admit to being a little blinkered in not visiting more in 
the past. I remember years ago in the ’80s, Nige Williams telling me 
that he used to spend a week each year travelling around different 
shops looking for ideas for his own shop that he used to have in 
Wolverhampton. It made sense at the time, but it has taken me until 
now to actually go and see how others do it. 

I find it sad that the traditional one-man corner tackle shop is having 
to endure quite a hard time of it these days. There was always a certain 
inevitability about this. We have seen it happen in all the other trades 
and businesses. We live in an idle age, and people want convenience. 
Everyone likes to say they support their local shop, but how many 
actually do? The ideal world is so far removed from the actual world. 

As I said, I find this situation with the massive shops taking the 

trade away from the smaller shops a very sad state of affairs, and one 
which is ultimately quite dangerous for the future of the sport. Had 
there not been the tiny Horseshoe Tackle and Bridge Tackle in Long 
Eaton as I grew up, I wonder if I would ever have got into fishing? 
Walkers of Trowell was pretty close by, but not all that convenient 
when you are a nipper on a pushbike. Had it become an ordeal to 
collect my maggots and bits after receiving my pocket money on 
a Friday evening, would I have carried on angling? There must 
be thousands of would-be anglers out there who no longer have a 
convenient shop from which to pick up bits. 

As I said, a sad sign of the times but I can’t ever see the situation 

reversing and I am as guilty as the rest in supporting the larger shops.
 

The Brentwood Show in January was an eventful, if tiring, one. I 

had my Free Spirit head on for the weekend and, to be fair, the timing 

couldn’t have been worse for me. It came on the back of a 4.00 a.m. to 

11.30 p.m. tackle shop run, followed by a meeting with my team of bait 
consultants on the Friday evening, which saw me crawling into bed at 
1.30 a.m. only to have to get up again at 4.00 a.m. to arrive in plenty 
of time in Brentwood before Joe Public arrived. It is the first time in 
my life I have had to down a few energy drinks whilst driving to a day’s 
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work! Hopefully no one noticed how shattered I felt and I spent the 

Mark Hutchinson giving it the
big one at a recent carp show. 

weekend out on the field with Mark Hutchinson and Myles Gascoyne 
giving the usual casting demonstrations and watching Mark cast the 
new Korda spods obscene distances – I mean, spodding at 196yds 
(didn’t quite make the 200 in front of the audience because of the 
weather conditions) – it shouldn’t be allowed! 

Saturday night after we shut everything down I was looking forward 
to a bit of kip – only to be told by Simeon Bond on the way to his house 
that we were going to be entertaining some of his German customers that 
evening and needed to shoot over to Stansted airport to pick them up. 
That was all I needed, but a very enjoyable night ensued. I am sure I was 
fast asleep in a coma before I even put my head on the pillow. 

On the Sunday I felt a little more refreshed and soon it was time for 
home and another week of early starts and late finishes. I think I perhaps 
ought to skip on a little here. Everything sounds all doom and gloom but, 
to be fair, I really feel that I have achieved a lot in these past few weeks. 

Unfortunately, life being so hectic means that I didn’t get the chance 
to complete my Carpworld contribution in time for publication, so 
I am now a month behind and I guess I am now playing catch-up. 
Anyway, here goes. 

Carpworld 209 was as enjoyable as ever. I really enjoyed the Carp 
Leader, a lovely read – nice one, Martin. 

It’s great to see Mark McKenna joining the current team of writers. 
Mark often contributes to the British Carp Study Group forum where 
I do a bit of moderating and I can assure you he will have plenty of 

“Saturday night after we shut 
everything down I was looking 
forward to a bit of kip – only to be 
told by Simeon Bond on the way to 
his house that we were going to be 

31 

”
entertaining some of his German 
customers that evening and 
needed to shoot over to Stansted 
airport to pick them up 

very useful information to pass on for all you out there who want 

Winding on the line 
under moderate tension 
through a cloth. 
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simply picking up a bag of whatever the shops are offering this week. 
His opening piece is a breath of fresh air and I am very much looking 
forward to reading whatever else he wishes to share with us. It’s a 
difficult thing being involved in the bait game, deciding how much 
information you pass on and how much you keep tight under your hat, 
so to speak. Mark knows his stuff so will definitely be worth reading 
over the next few months. 

Tim Paisley’s Talk-Back piece, ‘Let Us Now Praise Famous Men’ 
was written in the enjoyable and easy-to-read style to which we have 
all grown accustomed. Tim’s writing output over the years has been 
nothing short of staggering and a similar piece could so easily be 
written about Tim. Tim’s sentiments towards Jim Gibbinson very 
much reflect my own. Jim’s offering is also one of the first I turn to in 
a magazine. It is hard to break 

“long-term habits. It used to be Rod I couldn’t tell you the last time I 
Hutchinson who would get me 
skipping pages, but unfortunately saw someone squirting diluted 
he writes so little these days. washing-up liquid onto their

If I dare, and I think I might, I 
would like to raise a little matter spools. This used to be common 
which I have to disagree with in 
Tim’s piece regarding the loading practice in the old freelining days 
of line. Obviously, having been in to help save dragging the bait
the angling trade for as many years 

”as I have, I do have a smidgeon of back too far whilst sinking the line 
experience regarding tackle and 

tackle-related matters. I will repeat what Tim wrote:
 

Firstly, the best advice I have read about line twist came from Rick 
Gardner during a line twist debate some time ago. When you are 
spooling up, ensure that the line comes off the line spool the opposite 
way round to the way it goes on to the reel spool. As all reels appear 
to be spooled the same way around, i.e. anticlockwise, this means the 
line coming off the line spool anticlockwise. At the time I read Rick’s 
comments I wasn’t convinced, but following his advice has resulted in a 
minimum of line twist following spooling up. 

Excellent advice in general, but the reader could end up in a bit of a 
mess on this one. Spools are actually loaded differently. I guess over the 
years I have loaded literally thousands of spools both for customers and 
myself, including many different makes of line. It always did amaze me 
just how many anglers used to come into the shop to have their reels 
loaded for them. It was certainly a very common occurrence, more than 

once a day someone would certainly be there winding. Now, in most 
instances, the aforementioned advice would be fine, but in some cases it 
was far from fine and you would see the line twisting as it went on. 

The only foolproof way I have found is the method I use myself and 
it works with every type of line I have ever worked with. 

I use the butt section of a carp rod and thread the line through the butt 
guide before tying or taping to the spool. This depends upon the breaking 
strain being loaded. If on the heavy side I prefer to tape it in place to 
avoid the bulky knot throwing a few of the early turns of line out of sync. 
I then drop the line spool in water. At home I drop it in my pool, or if I 
am somewhere where there is no water available, I fill a bucket of water. 
I will add here that Mark Hutchinson uses warm water for this and no 
one can dispute his reels are loaded as well as they possibly can be. I must 
admit though, I have always loaded from whatever water is available, 

whatever temperature. Although, 
thinking about it, I must say it 
makes sense to load it from warm 
water. All makes of line have a 
coating – often oily, which I would 
imagine will be removed more 
quickly with the warmer water. 

Whilst on this subject, and 
with everyone being so obsessed 
these days with getting their 
line to sink and anchor down, I 
couldn’t tell you the last time I 
saw someone squirting diluted 

washing-up liquid onto their spools. This used to be common 
practice in the old freelining days to help save dragging the bait back 
too far whilst sinking the line. A bucket of warm, soapy water should 
give you a nice sinking line. 

Sorry, I got a little sidetracked there, as I usually do whilst rambling 
on about whatever comes to mind. If I don’t write it as I think it (or say 
it when in conversation), it slips back under some flap of brain never 
to be released again for many years to come. My short-term memory 
is atrocious, but I find I can remember a lot from the past. I like to kid 
myself that my brain is like a computer. Packed full of knowledge but 
now too full to take on any more! 

Whoops, sidetracked now from my sidetracking! Where were we? 
Ah yes, filling your spools. 

Once the line is in water, threaded through the butt guide and 
attached to the reel spool, I start the winding process, making the spool 

Spool spinning freely in 
the water whilst loading. 
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Walking the line
out to remove
every last twist. 

Rapid-dissolving 
paste wrapped 
around a boilie. 

Watch closely as 
the paste begins 
to dissolve. 
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the tension of the damp cloth used earlier. the problem then as it indeed. Jamie ended his piece with the words: 
You will see by employing this double I also hope that whoever reads this gets round ”seems to be now 

revolve in the water like a turning wheel. I trap the line high up the rod 
with a small piece of cloth, which helps to clean the line whilst loading, 
and then simply continue to wind until the reel is as full as I need 
it. If you need to stop winding at any stage, slow down the winding 
first or you may end up with one massive bird’s nest to try to sort out. 
Once you have cut the line at the required length, you are only halfway 
through the loading method I use. 

With nothing attached to the end of the 
line, I walk out the end as far as I am likely 
to be casting. Depending upon the space you 
have in your garden, you may need to do this 
whilst fishing, or even on a local playing field. 
I put banksticks in my garden and zigzag a few embarrassed to admittimes until the desired amount of line is out. It 
is then a simple case of walking back to the rod now. It really wasn’t 
and reeling the line back onto the reel under 

loading system that every last twist that may 
have been left in the line from spooling up in 
the first place will clearly be seen twisting out as you wind the line back 
onto the reel. Perfect line lay every time. 

It may look like a lot of effort, but it is certainly the only method of 
line loading, with any make of nylon, that I have found to be foolproof, 
and it is the only method I would ever consider using for my own reels. 

‘The Good Old Days’ by Jamie Smith had me smiling to myself. 
I, too, had suffered trying to get accepted by ‘the grown-ups’ when I 
started carp fishing. I used to get thrown off one water as there was a 
rule stating that any juniors fishing there had to be accompanied by an 
adult. Most of the members were great once I had the chance to have 
a chat with them, and most were quite happy to say I was fishing with 

“I used to fish full nights 
at an age that I think 
my parents would be 

them. However, sometimes I would turn up and no one would be there. 
It was then a case of fishing for as long as it took for a bailiff to turn up 
and chuck me off ! 

I soon sorted out that one though – I purchased an adult ticket when 
I was 14! No one batted an eyelid until I went on work experience 
for a week at a boat builders (canal barges, not ships). You can guess 

to remembering how and when they got started 
and how exciting and amazing it all was at that 

time. Just hold onto that, and you’ll never lose the buzz!! 
Great words Jamie, it certainly jogged my memory; cycling to the 

venue for a week’s fishing on a heavily loaded pushbike – I think these 
days I would struggle to get my sleeping gear on a bike, let alone the 
actual fishing gear as well! 

How things change, in attitude and everything else. I used to fish full 
nights at an age that I think my parents would be embarrassed to admit 
now. It really wasn’t the problem then as it seems to be now. Years later, 
when a tackle shop was the place to go to purchase a fishing licence, I 
would get kids come into the shop to buy one. I would fill in the form 
for them and ask their date of birth. They would tell me and I would 
end up doing a quick calculation in my head to find out how old they 
were. I can remember being quite shocked, thinking that they shouldn’t 
really be out on the streets alone, but then realised I was fishing full 
nights at the same age. I must admit to having a couple of rather 
worrying situations but I guess, as they always say, these are stories for 
another time. 

Jamie also mentioned Micky Gray in his piece and I must say I sat 
down and read Micky’s new book with more enthusiasm than I have 
shown as regards a carp book for a long time now. Brilliant read, proper 
carp fishing by someone with limited time. Hope you keep getting those 
rods bent Micky as I’m already eagerly awaiting the next book! 

what happened – I turned up for my week’s 
work and guess who worked there? Yes, one of 
the bailiffs, who, by that stage, thought I was 
about 18! I guess they must have thought the 
homework I used to do sitting on the bank 
was probably college work. I can’t tell you how 
many times I got into trouble with my teachers 
for throwing my homework aside in the mud 
as my silver paper twitched up the knitting 
needle. Fond memories – fond memories 
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My last fish of 2007. 
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Whilst  on  the  subject  of  books  and  excellent  reads,  I  have  to 
mention  Fred  J.  Taylor’s  MBE.  One  of  my  favourite  writers  of  all  time, 
and  I  wouldn’t  like  to  hazard  a  guess  at  how  many  times  I  borrowed 
‘Fishing  Here  and  Th ere’  from  my  local  library  as  a  kid  in  Toton, 
Nottinghamshire  where  I  grew  up  –  on  Carpfi eld  Avenue  would 
you  believe?  Well,  to  be  truthful,  the  Carrfi eld  Avenue  road  sign  was 
mysteriously  altered  one  night,  but  I  think  it  looked  much  better  for 
it!  Awarded  an  MBE,  who  would  have  thought  that  a  specialist  angler/ 
carp  angler/all-round  angler  and  pursuer  of  many  traditional  country 
ways  and  sports  would  be  awarded  such  an  honour,  especially  in  these 
days  of  do-gooders  who  spend  far  too  much  time  worrying  about  how 
to  stop  other  people  enjoying  themselves,  than  ever  thinking  about 
leading  a  fulfi lling  life  themselves?  I,  for  one,  have  raised  a  glass  in  your 
honour  Fred,  as,  I’m  sure,  have  many  thousands  of  others.  Th anks  for 
the  many  hours  of  enjoyment  you  have  given  me  through  your  pen 
and  I  can  think  of  no  one  in  this  wonderful  sport  of  ours  who  would 
begrudge  you  this  coveted  award. 

It  has  suddenly  occurred  to  me  that  I  am  coming  towards  the  end  of 
my  allocated  space  and  I  haven’t  mentioned  actually  going  fi shing!  Me, 
who  always  claims  to  do  loads  of  winter  fi shing  and  catching  the  odd 
one  along  the  way,  and  yet  I  haven’t  made  mention  of  my  exploits. 

Well,  I  haven’t  had  a  lot  of  time  to  get  out.  I  have  managed  to  catch 
the  odd  fi sh  but  so  far  not  particularly  large  fi sh.  On  the  local  front, 
I  have  had  a  few  very  short  sessions  up  to  around  four  hours.  I  have 
caught  fi sh  to  scraper-20s  whilst  experimenting  with  rapid  dissolving 
paste  around  broken  boilies.  What  has  really  lit  my  fi re  though  is  the 
acquisition  of  a  new  ticket.  I  have  felt  for  some  time  now  that  I  needed 
a  new  challenge  and  I  have  been  at  a  bit  of  a  loss  for  where  to  turn,  so 
I’ve  turned  east-southeast.  I  have  joined  a  lake  with  lots  of  water,  deep, 

k,  very  clear  water,  and  weed 
growing  in  silly  depths.  Th e 
fi sh  have  done  really  well  for 
themselves  there  and  I  am 
now  looking  at  inviting  the 
odd  one  into  the  bottom  of 
my  landing  net. 

Th e  fi rst  trip  I  made  was 
in  December  in  big  winds 
–  then  again,  the  small  winds 
appear  big  on  there  when 
you  are  facing  into  them. 
I  was  really  lucky  and  had 
two  chances  on  my  fi rst  trip. 

and  quite  large;  1¾  miles  around  the  ban

I  landed  one  fi sh  and  lost  the  other  due  to  a  hookpull.  At  least  I  now 
have  something  to  work  on  and  the  nice  thing  is,  both  takes  came  to 
diff erent  rods  in  diff erent  areas.  Quite  a  daunting  piece  of  water  and  I 
am  really  looking  forward  to  learning  its  moods.  Th e  weather  has  been 
rough  each  time  I  have  been,  and  has  made  feeling  the  bottom  and 
trying  to  build  up  a  picture  very  diffi  cult.  I  guess  I’ll  get  there  in  the 
end,  but  for  now  it  is  great  turning  up  at  a  place  about  which  I  know  so 
little.  A  whole  new  adventure  awaits. 

One  thing  is  for  sure,  when  I  let  fl y  with  my  beloved  Free  Spirit  Hi 
‘S’  rods  and  the  lead  hovers  up  there  in  the  air  for  what  seems  like  an 
absolute  age  as  hundreds  of  turns  of  line  rapidly  leave  the  spool,  it  is  a 
little  disheartening  to  realise  that  even  your  best  chuck  looks  as  though 
it  has  gone  nowhere.  Welcome  back  to  the  world  of  the  larger  waters. 

Until  next  time,  I  once  again  wish  you  best  fi shes.  SH 

growing in silly depths. Th e 
fi sh have done really well for 
themselves there and I am 
now looking at inviting the 
odd one into the bottom of 
my landing net.

I landed one fi sh and lost the other due to a hookpull. At least I now 

A moment of calmness
at my new water. 

The far bank is over 
there somewhere. 

“
”

It is a little disheartening to 
realise that even your best 
chuck looks as though it 
has gone nowhere 
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