- complete darkness. My mobile was in my pocket,

- made it to the car, stripped 0  and made the journey

opportunity to do anight and also the following
day. I headed out to Blackwater again bew
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SPENCER WRIGHT

Itwas No ember 2010 when we last featured Spencer, and
this month he carriesonwhere hele o , with more tales of
carping on the Isle of Wight and the CEMEX Roach Pit.

ith the memories of the December 40
which was featured at the end of the
last instalment of With A Spring In

My Step, and whilst it was still fresh in my mind, |
was disappointed to nd a cold spell setting in over
the Christmas 2009 period. e lake froze due to
the plummeting temperatures, but | was eager to
keep the spots topped up in order to prevent the sh
switchingo and me losing the edge that | had spent
the entire autumn building up.

e 2010 New Year weather was awful, pretty
much like the rst couple of months of 2011, and the
lake only thawed one midweek night early in the new
year, so | was intent on getting some bait in the spots
because I knew it wouldnt be long before all was
solid again. s baiting mission nearly ended with
dire consequences. | parked the car then made the
walk to the lake. Everything was black down there, it
being in the middle of nowhere. Whilst standing on
a platform, throwing out boilies, my dog Rascal was
standing close behind me. He turned and slipped,
causing us both to fall o the platform and into 7
of ice-cold water! | didnt have time to think; | went
into autopilot knowing what a dangerous situation
we were in. | had to get out. | managed o get to the
pushed the dog out, then d -

Was in pain; I'was shaking and in complete shock
and about half a mile away from the motor and in

so there was no way it was going to work again. |
home with the heater on full blast. | was really lucky,

it could have been so much worse. It really shook
me up and taught me a lesson, to be so much more

BeELow Rascal the carp dog
minding the rods.

MAIN IMAGE Sitting it out for
an end-of-season Roach
Pit stunner.

In my excitement, 1 d probably
driven a little too fast along the
country lane down which I was
travelling. I hit some black ice going
around a corner, which sent me
straight into a bankside hedge, and no
amount of revving could remove me
from my precarious position! Dawn
was breaking and | wanted to scream
because thoughts of a big January
mirror in my hands were rapidly
disappearing. As if by
magic, my guardian
angel appeared in the
form of a Landrover
which pulled up
alongside me and asked
if  was OK. Within

ve minutes | had been
winched out. | gave the
gentleman my undying
thanks by nearly shaking
hishand o before | was

careful on my night-time baitings. P
: e
e following week the only place that was - i
free of ice was at the Blackwater syndicate; 75% - -%’3

of the lake was frozen but | managed to get the
rods out for a day and bagged a low-double
mirror on last knockings on a small N-Gage
White Wa er, which was a very welcome bonus
considering the conditions.

A couple of days later | was given the

partly free of ice.  at
e Maggingt&gﬂ@cﬁtﬂ -

e ice melting and being

my spots. With notl
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once again Monks-bound.
I arrived at the lay-by, ran down the

eld, and was devastated to be greeted
by asolid surface! All that hassle of
packing up in the dark and pranging
the motor had all been in vain, there
was no angling to be had from me that
day, so | stomped back up the eld, got
in the car and drove home with my tail

rmly between my legs.

In the middle of January a brief
thaw gave me the opportunity to have
awelcome overnight social with my
best buddy Lee. I didnt get down to
Monks untila er work when it was
dark, but managed to get the rods out
where | wanted them. e eventually
retired to our abodes, and the next
thing I knew, | heard a Delkim
screaming, which meant Lee was in. It
was still dark but dawn wasn t far away.
1 got up and made my way round,
by which time Lee had netted =

103



With a Spring in My Step | Spencer Wright

=
o
N

the beast. At 37Ib+ it was a worthy winter whacker,
anda er much handshaking and backslapping she
slipped 0  back into the icy depths from whence she
had come.  is gave me the encouragement to stick
withitand shone nighta week, if it wasnt frozen.
Unfortunately, that wasn t until February, when |
managed a 15Ib+ mirror from a deep hole that | had
been baiting, again on the white N-Gage wa er.

I was hoping that this would be the  rst of many,
but unfortunately it must have been an opportunist
capture because nothing came my way however hard
I tried. I carried on through the snow, ice, hail, and
easterly winds, and was getting despondent.

I made the mainland trip over to CEMEX Roach
Pit for the second-to-last weekend. It was always
known for turning on in the last two weeks. | even
managed to get into Pike, a swim that commands a
huge amount of water, including some of the best
features on the lake, but this was all in vain because
neither I nor anybody else manageda sh until the
end of the season, such was the harshness of the
winter that we had experienced. | would be back on
Roach Pit in the summer, but  rstly | wanted the
Monks sh to wake up from their winter slumber. I
still needed the Big Scale common and also craved
the biggie knownas e Boxer, which had avoided
capture for nearly two years.

With it being mid-March | was still astounded that
theonly sh Idseen had been in myand Lees landing
net. No signs, no bubbling and no shows, no matter
how hard I looked! It couldnt be long, they had to
start moving soon because the weather was starting to

It got up a good head of speed and just didn't
stop; I couldn t believe that it had gone ona run
of 120yds it was jet-propelled!

¥

ABOVE Find them, feed
them, catch them!

seLow CC Moore N-Gage,
plus a Northern Special
pop-up and the rig that
proved successful.

improve, and a week later Ta netted

one of the better sh at just under 40Ib,

which was a top result for him and the
sh, which was at its top weight.

e following week I found some
shin the shallows. I waited for them
tomoveo the spot, laid my trap, along

with a handful of bait, and sat back to
await events. Within 30 minutes my
Neville was at full speedand a era
brief tussle I managed my  rst spring
carp, ascaly linear of just under 20Ib. It
was time to step it up in order to make
some opportunities arise for me on my
very limited available time.

I had a bit of N-Gage in the freezer
so upped the baiting on the spots,
putting in about 5kg a week, and |
went out of my way to be there at every
opportunity, looking and learning.

e hard work paid 0 because |
started to nd them in the edge in the
unusually clear water. One sh I did
see was a large mirror by the name of
Cli ; he was very active, more than all
the others, and | had to leave when the
diminishing light made ittoo di cult
to make out the shapes ghosting in and
out of the edge. A short while later |
did see him crash out over one of my
spots a small distance away. He was
going to get caught, | was sure of that.

e following day was a Friday,
which meant I was shing! | got to the
lakea erwork and got the baits out
on the spots. I was shing two rods at
the bottom of a shelf which forms the
dam wall, one being on the Cli  spot
from the previous day. e third rod
was deposited tight to a thick area of
Norfolk reeds, which I knew to be a
winter holding area for the sh, as well
as an area which they constantly used at
some point in the day due to the safety
and cover it provided. With the rods
out | just had enough time to check for
any margin activity and once again |
foundafew sh, including the biggie.

I retired and hoped that my baitings

were enough to temptone.  erigs
were identical a Snowman consisting
of an N-Gage bottom bait tipped with
awhite Northern Special attached to
aSize 6 Big T, 10ins of 25Ib Silkworm
with a 30z home-made coated lead
with 3 of leadcore, along with two

ying backleads and another backlead
under thetip.  iswasalso helped by
usinga uorocarbon main line, which
meant everything was nailed to the
deck  just the way I liked it!

| hit the sack, hoping my hard

work would be rewarded. | awoke
to motionless indicators but within
moments of me being awake,a sh
showed, so | reeled in one of the rods,
attached a fresh single N-Gage bottom
bait and cast to it. A short while later
my other rod wasaway. e sh kited
into deeper water and continued along
the line of the bar that ran the entire
length of the lake. It got up a good
head of speed and just didnt stop; |
couldnt believe that it had gone on a
run of 120yds it was jet-propelled!
Slowly but surely, | begrudgingly
pumped it back, then in the margins
my old friend Cli  surfaced on ashort
line long enough for me to be able to
li the netaround him. I chuckled to
myself, knowing how active he had



been! He pulled the Reubens down

10 39.01, and I was buzzing, especially
a erthe savage winter which had been
somewhat testing.

Shortlya erwards, the freshly cast
rodwasaway anda erajerky ght
another of the smaller stock sh had
fallen foul to the bait. It was a lovely
fully-scaled that weighed in at 18Ib
150z and was a welcome part of the
brace. With the photos done I just
had time to ripen the spots with my
le overs then pack up and hotfoot
it back home in time for breakfast. |
couldnt wait for next week when |
would get another chance.

Again, throughout the week | was

nding the shand managed to see my
target, the Big Scale common, albeit
brie yand only the once. He was a
coy old carp and I was sure he wasnt
going to be easy to single out. Friday
arrived and | was in full-on carp mode.
I unloaded the motor and ran as fast as
my legs could carry me in an attempt
to get the rods out before dark.

e spots were primed with a small
handful of bait before casting out.

e night was quiet apart from the
occasional rolls, many of which were at
the far end of the lake in the shallows. |
was torn, but decided that for my one

night I should stick to
my plans, which would
hopefully pay dividends.
I ended up making
abig mistake; | found
some shin the margin
area they were using
and in my wisdom, |
decided to stick asingle
rod on it, which wasn t surprising
considering how con dently I had
got them feeding there.  erod
was away in no time at all but the
damage it caused was immense. e
sh was another scaly stockie of just
under 20lb, but the spot was never
used with such con dence again
by the sh throughout the whole
spring! ey knew something was
amiss and although they visited and
begrudgingly fed there, it just wasnt
thesame. ey say you live and learn
and that was a big lesson for me.

e following week | had intended
to do the night and the following
day and by this time, which was
towards the latter part of April, |
had upped the haiting to over 10kg
aweek in an attempt to get through
to the bigger sh. I was using the
N-Gage in a multitude of sizes and
also heat-treating it to make it much

ABOVE Snails, Active Feast,
Weedbeater and N-Gage
— a potent mix.

BeLow My heat-treated
N-Gage, very different.

more attractive and safe to eat. It was an edge that |
learnt through the CC Moore TV when one of the
other consultants had used it to greate ect, with his
limited time-scale being something | could relate to.
| wanted to put my own twistonit,soa er soaking
the baits in boiling water, which so ened them
su ciently, I then covered them in my old favourite,
the Active Feast groundbait with its various particles
that clung to the outer so  membrane of the boilie.
is produced something that looked totally
di erent to anything I had seen before and I hoped
that the sh approved of it inasimilar vein.

It was at this time that the tadpoles turned up and
1 was sure the - sh would take full advantage of this
natural harvest. With this in mind | moved one of
the rods and placed a small piece of black foam, Zig-
style, in direct line of the sh, in their entrance/exit
point of the reeds which | had identi ed through
my observations. e other two rods were on their
normal spots. Hookbaits over these spots were as
follows: a Snowman, consisting of an 18mm N-Gage
bottom bait and a White 16mm Northern Special to
add some buoyancy and colour to act as a sighter over
the bait. | then sat down to cook up some food and
re ect on the spring and felt glad that the atrocious
winter was well behind us.

e next thing | knew, my middle rod was in
meltdown and | scrambled towards it. Straightaway
I was surprised that it was the spot that hadnt
produced all spring. e rod took on a healthy curve
asthe sh proceeded to take me all over the place.

ere were no spirited charges, just methodical
plodding and so much weight that it felt like | was
attached to the bottom. s lasted all of 20 minutes
with my faithful carp dog, Rascal, by my side. | nally
felt I was making some headway as the  sh surfaced
and I li ed the mesh up and around it.

It looked areally good sh. I quickly got sorted
then weighed it at a healthy 391b 20z, my second 39
in as many weeks. | sacked her because it would be
light in a few hours. I got the rod back on the spot,
rebaited and then jumped straight back in the bag as
a heavy frost had formed and it was freezing. | awoke
to no more action, did the sh pictures, and she
swam o , back into the depths. I rebaited over the
top of the other rods and sat back with a huge smile
across my face.

Treena was coming down in a couple of hours; it
was her  rst trip of the year and she was excited at the
thought of catching the biggie,a sh called Boxer.

It had evaded capture for the last two years and it
had always been a favourite of hersanda sh she

had always wanted to catch. Treenas trip was nearly
cut short because whilst attaching her hookbait, she
slipped and stuck a baiting needle 2ins down the end
of her nger. It must have hurt like hell. She quickly
pulled it out, and went as white asa ghost, buta er
sitting down for  ve minutes, and drinking a cup of
hot tea, she managed to carry on. With her rods out
it was just a case of watching and waiting.

Asalways, | was shing to the max. | couldnt sit
down and was up and down tryingto ndthe sh.

ey werentin the
reeds and | eventually
found some stockies
feeding in the shallows
but they werent what |
wasa er. | just knew |
had to stick to my guns
and believe and trust in
my ability that | was in
therightareaand Y
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on the right spots.

Another stroke of luck came at
lunchtime when 1 saw a single magpie.
Somehow, nearly every big sh bagged
had followed the sighting of a single
magpie gameon!

Ataround 1.00 p.m. I decided to
give them another handful of bait to
freshen things up. I threw around 10
baits over one of the spots then walked
along the dam wall to introduce the
same, and had just nished doing so
whenmy st rod beeped. I looked
out to see a gathering of birds out in
front, but a few more beeps had me
scrambling back along the bank and R T - x X .
around the bay back to my rods. By .
the time | got back thelinewasslack — ANOther stroke of luck came at lunchtime when | saw
and it took a few turns before I came . . .
incontactwith aheawy weight itwes @ SINGIE Magpie. Somehow, nearly every big  sh bagged
de nitely another original as it plodded . . . .
around in the deeper water ot leeeing. N1 TOllOwed the sighting of a single magpie  game on!
me gain any line. Gradually, | pumped
it closer in, only to have line taken straight back. € asove Another original 38 the  sh were sussing me out because

shwas giving aterri ¢ account of itself as it started on the dot. | was getting rod top knocks and
to gain momentum and then started to make 20 BeLow The scales settled line bites, so in an attempt to change
and 30yd runs. | happened to have on my Polaroids ~~ ©" #7-14- A new Isle of things | started switching over to the

. L . .. Wight record.
whilst playing it and could clearly see it twisting and
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turning in the clear depths. A er another 15 minutes
| was desperate not to lose it and when | got it closer,
| clamped down and brought it sailing into the net.

I was really pleased because it looked a similar
size to the 39 1d had that morning. It did look wide
though. It was only when I rolled her onto her side
and saw the group of scales that it suddenly dawned
on me it was the one and only Boxer. She looked
absolutely massive. I called Treena over from the far
sidetohelp. | attened her nshbeforeli ing her from
the water. She was a big old carp! On the scales she
went 47Ib 140z, which also smashed the Isle of Wight
record. WWe quickly did the pictures | just wanted
to get her back as quickly as possible, safe and sound.
With a swish of her massive tail, she was gone. | was
blown away, whata sh, what a brace, and what a bait.
We packed up shortlya erwards to go and celebrate!

| proceeded to bait up at every opportunity, |
wanted the spots ripe for when | was able to get
down there and at this point I was totally in the zone,
| was eating, sleeping and breathing carp! | knew
the shwere on the spots, they were smashing up
the bait, and they really couldnt get enough of it.
My only problem, as always, was time ~ or the lack
of it, to be precise. e next two Friday overnighters
produced three more - sh, commons of 231b 90z,
241b 8oz and 261b 80oz. | was starting to feel that

It liked its N

Pink Northern Specials for topping

0 my Snowman hookbaits instead

of the whites and this was what had
produced the commons! e sh
were obviously aware thata er some
constant use this was classed as danger.

Due to the current moon phase,
| managed to blag an extra night. |
felt close to my target common, and
arriveda erwork on Friday night. e
night was unexpectedly quiet. | heard
acoupleof shrollin the nightup in
the shallows but they sounded like the
smaller mirrors. | awoke to motionless
indicators, but quickly grabbing a
handful of bait and refreshing the
spots brought instant success when one
of the rods was away. A er aspirited

ght, a spritely scaly mirror, which
weighed in at 18Ib 10z was in the net.
A erputting the sh back | watched
as the big linear topped over one of
my spots  twice! Just to get the heart

uttering, a couple of times the Neville
beeped as | wondered just what was
happening under the water. It looked
big, well over 40, but unfortunately the
take didnt materialise.

An hour later I managed to locate a
few sh right at the back of the reeds
in totally safe territory. One of the
group dri ed out of the reeds and
came into the adjacent margin. It wasa
decent mirror and looked to be in the
upper-30 bracket. | got it to pick up a
couple of baits but it seemed agitated
and not at all comfortable. He had
acouple of smaller bodyguards with
him, they knocked into him and soon
a er, theyallle thescene as quickly as
they had arrived and my opportunity
le  with them!

My mainstay of attack through the
spring had been to bait up through the
week and  sh a minimal amount of

bait over the spots and, to be honest,
it had done me proud. I just wanted
to try a bit more over one spot and
with an extra night available it was the
ideal opportunity. I mixed up halfa
bucket of N-Gage.  ere were 10mm,
14mm, 18mm as well as chops; |
was hopeful that mixing it up would
confuse them. I also gave them a good
dose of boiling water for a couple of
hours prior to their introduction to
make them a little more safe. I ladled
in the bait onto one of the spots and
shed an air-dried double bottom
baitjusto theedge. isconsisted of
baitsof 2lmmand 16mminsize. e
air-dried hookers looked very similar
to the treated freebies inasmuch as
were also very light in colour and had
reduced smell.

e light had started to fade on the
beautiful May evening when | received
asavage liner over thespot.  eline
dropped back then quickly tightened
again as the line snapped from the
clip. I grabbed the rod, tightened
the drag, and pulled into the angry

sh. Line disappeared from the spool
with relative ease as the sh made its
way down the bar system and | was
struggling to control it. It nally came
to astop, a staggering 100yds away
from where I initially hooked it. is
one had given a really good account
of itself and I was both nervous and
excited as to which one this might be.



It came closer and nally reached the
net. It was a repeat of the shthat I d
had in December, but this time it was
slightly bigger and pulled the scales
down to 42Ib. With the diminishing
light, I quickly snapped o acouple
of self-takes before slipping her back

when she covered me with water,
obviously angry at making a mistake.
An N-Gage junkie, if ever | d seen one!

With the May temperatures soaring

and the sh being very active, my
thoughts suddenly turned to just how
long I would have le . In reality, |

gured | would only have a week or
two at most before the sh started to
spawn and the lake shut. Could I nick
my target common before the close?
I was going to do my damnedest to
putinas muche ortas I could. Every
opportunity was spent at the lake,
looking, watching, and learning. By
Friday night | was chomping at the
bit. I arriveda er work to near-on
perfect conditions as a nice warm
southwesterly trickled into the reedy
bay. I found some  sh milling about
on the top. Suddenly, my attention
was switched when one crashed at the
other end of the lake in the shallows,
followed shortlya erwards by
another on the far side of the lake. At
least | knew they were well spread out
and not congregated in one area, and
therefore hopefully more catchable.

I trickled in a handful of mixed-

sized heat-treated N-Gage freebies over
the spots before casting out the rigs.
I continued with the double bottom
bait hookbaitsand shed justo the
baited patch on all three spots. With
the rods out, | did a quick lap of the
lake and found some  sh muddying-up
in the shallows. A er watching for a
while, it transpired that the sh were
some of the smaller stockie mirrors
solle them toitand got back to
my swim, rubbing my hands with
excitement. Just on nightfall, | was
away. espirited ghtproduced
a191b 70z mirror that was duly
unhooked and released.
Recasting wasnt a
problem because the
spots were marked with
the aid of some pole
elastic and I was able to
get the rod back on the
spot and then turned in
for the night.

| awoke to asingle
beep early the following
morning; something
was happening out
there. Fi een minutes
later the rod was away.

e sh gave afantastic
account of itself. |
couldnt do anything
with it and as the
minutes ticked by my
mind started to wonder,

50th UK 30+.

ABOVE Target achieved.
First time on the bank for
two years, The Boxer.

BeLow 371b 90z and my

could this nally be the one? It felt like a really good
one and when it rolled and I saw it was a common,
my legs went to jelly. It slipped over the netcord and

I rolled it into the net, half-expecting to see a big
scale, but the big scale wasnt there! I was surprised

to see one of the smaller AJS commons that had
certainly grown on since I d last seen it when it was
alow-double. It was solid, had huge shoulders, and
was a real chestnut colour and pulled the scales down
to a healthy 28Ib 80z. I christened it Samson due
toits ghting qualities and took a couple of snaps
before releasing it. N-Gage was pouring from its vent,
con rming that they were hammering the bait. It was
as if the more | put in, the more they would eat!

With a couple of hours le , I sprinkled a handful
of bait over the spots. | had to be home by
9.30 a.m. | was clock-watching and, with only an
hour le , started to pack everything away. | was
pacing the banks hoping to get another chance.
With just the rods le , a bleep alerted me that
something was occurring. | was shocked to see my
le -hand line taut and the rod bending around at an
alarming angle. Foolishly, I d forgotten to switch one
of my alarms back on!

I was panicking that | was going to be late home,
but no matter how much stick | was giving the

sh, it was having none of it. A er 10 minutes a
big mirror sailed into the net.  uickly, | weighed
the sh, which was 37Ib 9oz. Well chu ed with
my nights work, | opened up my camera and was
horri ed to see the battery was at. | had a spare
camera with me but was unable to do the self-takes
with it. As I was alone, | agged down a family of
ramblers to do the deeds, and they duly obliged.
With the sh released, | speedily packed away the
rods and hightailed it up the eld and pointed the
motor towards home.

Amazingly, the 37 turned out to be a personal
milestone, being the 50th UK 30+ 1d been lucky
enough to catch. As expected, the sh started their
annual get-together the following week, signalling
an end to my spring campaign  and what a spring
it had been. | hadnt bagged the common, but
1 d managed the mirror and upped my PB in the
process! e hard work had paid o , | had spent
every opportunity at the lake, identifying the spots
that the sh were using and then applied the bait
with regular introductions, and had reaped the
rewards. | was buzzing and couldn t wait for the
summer of 2010!

Tight lines. sw
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