


INTRODUCTION  

 

It is about 3 years since one extremely cold Sunday morning when I was having a look around at 

various lakes and river swims that I came across 4 brave/lunatic pike anglers on the Desborough 

Cut. I had just re-started piking for the first time since I was a teenager and asked if they could 

recommend any local waters. These intrepid anglers turned out to be Dave, Trev, Barry and Ron.                        

   

Thanks to this chance meeting I discovered not only the PAC but also a very sociable crowd of like 

minded fishermen. Since then I have attended almost all of the monthly meetings and fished all bar 

one of the pike-ins (and I have just 2 pike to show for it all). As a result, I have learnt a great deal 

about how to fish for pike (if not exactly how to catch them) and, perhaps more importantly how to 

handle them. 

 

However things are changing and not, I fear, for the better. On the first pike-in I attended there were 

over a dozen anglers and similar numbers fished on most of venues we visited mat year. This season 

though, there has been a very disappointing turn out on all trips. There has been a hard-core of 

about 5 anglers, 2 or 3 Pauls, John, Bill and myself. 

  

If the rest of you are not interested in this kind of activity I think it is time you spoke up and saved 

Dave the frustration of standing up at the front of our meetings trying to drum up support and 

getting no-where. On the other hand if you wish the fish-ins to continue then please do two things. 

First, suggest a new venue (either a free water or a day ticket) and second, turn up. 

  

Finally, last year, I offered my assistance to help Dave run the region as he came very close to 

quitting. We, particularly Dave, need all the help we can get. I can tell you now, that if Dave resigns 

I will not be able to run the Region on my own. I simply donôt know enough about piking nor do I 

have any contacts to get the outside speakers that make so many of our meetings such enjoyable 

occasions. Please do not just use the monthly meetings as an excuse to get away from the wife for a 

couple of hours, make a contribution. 

 

Neil 

 

Small River Piking 
 

Very few people who have fished the River Roding in Essex would consider the water as a potential 

Pike fishing venue and fewer still wet a Pike line. The water looks too small and for the most part, 

too fast to warrant attention. The river is of variable depth along its course, here rippling across 

gravel beds and there deepening to around eight feet as it cuts into the Essex clay. Similarly, the 

pace of the river is variable, for the most part rushing through a tiny reed fringed channel but 

occasionally slowing to a virtual halt in deeper, wider areas. Weed growth is prolific in summer, 

consisting for the most part of cabbages and lilies, but virtually nonexistent in the winter except for 

rotting stems. This is not a home for large pike. 

 

Chub, dace, roach and perch are all to be found in the river but it is the huge shoals of minnows that 

make up the overwhelming proportion of the fish population. During the summer, you can drop a 

stick float into ANY swim and within seconds a firm pull will indicate another onslaught by these 

tiny fish. I believe that it is the minnows that sustain the bulk of the rivers pike population. So what 

of the pike themselves? Well, the river yields a living of sorts but the fish could hardly be said to 

prosper. A decade of fishing on and off suggests that around eight pounds can be taken as a 

maximum weight with an average of well under three. The fish are very sleek and feed fairly freely 

but the interesting thing about them is that the river brings out the highly specialised nature of these 

diminutive predators. 



 

For many hundreds of yards the river is apparently devoid of pike as it swirls and eddies along its 

course but these barren sections are punctuated by locations that almost invariably contain pike. For 

example, there is one swim, about five feet deep, where the river has scoured out the roots of a 

willow tree and perhaps not surprisingly, there is a pike under that tree. It's not a big pike, even by 

the standards of the river, but it is a very typical small stream pike in that when I say it lives among 

the tree roots I mean exactly that. Bait placed two feet deep and three feet out from the roots will 

remain untouched but as soon as you place a bait hard against the tree and close to the bottom it is 

odds on to a certainty that the fish will take. So what does this tell us about critical distance? Well 

on the face of, so far have to more or less hit them on the nose with your bait or you can forget So 

far as tactics go, you have to be mobile to take a bag of fish and that means trotting the stream, lures 

or deadbait wobbling. 

   

Trotting is not a technique I have used to any great extent on the river despite having a huge 

appetite for watching pike drown floats! This reluctance is partly because of an impatience to cover 

as many swims as possible and partly because I have nod the success that I have sought using other 

methods. Lures can be effective up to a point but to be frank, they do not bring out the best that the 

river has to offer. Many swims can be fished but equally many pike refuse to be moved by mere 

artistry. For the most part, these fellows want to chew flesh! All in all, deadbait wobbling is the 

most effective line of attack because you cover the swims and as every vegetarian knows, meat is 

murder. 

  

The rig that I used for wobbling is simply a single hook pushed through the baits skull, with a treble 

arming the flank and positioned so as to put a very slight bend in the bait. On the Roding no weight 

is necessary, the bait being allowed to sink under its own density. A stop-start, fluttering retrieve is, 

not surprisingly, the one to use. 

 

Fishing the river Roding can be an absolute joy. One day last January Steve and I arrived on the 

frosted river bank at about Sam to find the valley blanketed in mist with just a little watery sunshine 

as a promise of finer weather to come. A little cat ice had formed around the mats of rotted weed 

over night clearly marking the slack water. 

   

We made straight for the willow tree swim that I described before and lowered a bait into the roots, 

Needless to say, absolutely nothing happened! We moved upstream, stopping at a patch of rotted 

cabbage stems that could be seen deep down through the clear water. The first cast across the 

remnants bought a satisfying flash of amber, followed by a swirl, followed by a slack line as the 

hooks skidded across the pike's jaw and pulled free. Another smelt went on the rig and it was 

second time lucky, I suppose that one weighed about two pounds. 

  

The interesting thing about that pike, like so many other Roding fish, was that it had buried itself in 

the weed stems and was to, the human eye totally invisible. Could that pike see our bait or do these 

fish home in through their neuromasts? In practical terms it matters very little but for small stream 

pike this hunting technique is of great importance. Whatever the case, I understand that some 

German "Scientists' blinded a number of pike to prove their ability to feed without seeing. All you 

understand but I wonder whether the same gentleman ever proved that a pike could swallow a mute 

swan? 

 

We walked on. The next swim exhibited a stunning combination of a very deep curve, reeded on the 

upstream side of the far bank with a pollarded willow standing proud on an otherwise uniform 

skyline. Behind the reeds was an area of slack water reaching over perhaps nine square feet. A 

couple of casts close to the slack water brought no response. A third cast landed in the slack and 

fish number two, weighing perhaps three pounds was in the bag. 



 

The sun was now burning through and the air temperature was rising. We had a long walk to the 

next swim and might have seen deer or even stag hounds on the far bank but it was quiet. Essex 

clay sticks like nothing else and the march around the edge of a ploughed field conjured folk 

memories of the Somme, 

 

Twenty minutes later we arrived at a swim that sometimes holds a fish. Here the stream widens and 

there is slack water along both banks. The pike in this swim usually hold the line between the faster 

water pushing through the middle of the stream and the slack water around the banks. Today we 

were lucky and fish number three was landed. 

 

Another long walk followed to what I might call the big fish swim. This is a repeat of the conditions 

I described above but with the important additions of an undercut reed mat at the head of the swim 

ï lurk just behind the snag, hold very close to the bottom and are well above the average size for the 

river, The water Is around six feet deep. 

 

You will have guessed that the key to the swim is to place the bait hard up against the snag and 

Steve played his part perfectly to be rewarded with a take. A rapid strike followed, making a good 

positive connection and the fight was on, starting with the crucial haul away from the snag. This 

fish went seven and a quarter pounds which is a very good Roding fish and I remember Steve a 

Fenland piker by birth, saying how pleased he was to catch such a fish from what is, after all, little 

more than a grand ditch. After a photograph and a congratulatory coffee, it was time to march back, 

trying and re-trying a few swims along the way. 

 

We stopped at the willow swim which this time obliged with a fish and before we quit Steve wanted 

to try another willow swim which in all my experience had never produced a fish.,.,, Yes he got 

one! 

 

The pike very seldom wander away from their particular haunts and it is possible for the 

experienced Roding piker to more or less predict where the fish will be found. It follows that a 

responsible approach must betaken 

 with these fish because, if you are not careful, you will quite simply terrorise them by over fishing. 

 

This is the flavour of Roding piking and I would like to close by offering some points for 

consideration, Firstly these fish remain more or less static and so far as I can determine, do not 

patrol in the way that pike in larger rivers, drains or still waters do, This may be the origin of the 

pike lair "Myth". Secondly, the pike in the Roding appear to be intolerant of current and any 

significant rise in the level of the river is enough to kill sport. 

 

This is interesting because on some other waters I gather that a bait placed close to the bank under 

such conditions can be deadly. Finally, Roding pike serve as a clear indication of the necessity of 

accurate bait positioning in order to achieve results. Pike location may be more than just a question 

of structure and lines; it may boil down to a question of feet and inches. 

 

Keith S. Baxter 

 

[December 1992] 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PREDATORY PLEASURES 
 

We always remember our own birthdays, some more than others - this year will remain special to 

me, let me explain why.  

 

I was fishing in my favourite swim on a local still-water which almost guaranteed fish every visit, 

expecting a promising day after some recent good catches had attracted the presence of pike; it was 

interesting to say the least. 

     

I am not a pike fisherman, my quarry are generally roach and bream, but on this particular day 

attempts to bag up were being thwarted by a hungry pike attacking my fish, as I hooked and brought 

them to the net. Twice a dark shadow disturbed the surface of the water running off with my roach, 

2lb Hook link and size 18 hook, forcing me to tackle up again in order to continue fishing. 

     

I opted for 3lb lines as I had an indication bream were present in the swim some nine metres out, in 

sixteen feet of crystal clear water. I continued fishing and was well aware of the pike in the margins 

watching my every move; it became obvious that this huge beast would devour every fish I caught 

unless I was very quick and careful with the way in which they were landed. 

     

It was a scene for a thrilling video as everything was clearly visible; the lurking pike was using all 

her predatory instincts, following the line of the fish coming to the net, waiting for the opportune 

moment to strike at her prey. It was inevitable that she would get another offering before long and 

sure enough she did WHOOSH! A twitch of her tail, a terrific surge of power, and a deadly strike 

presented her with another tit bit, there goes another fish and yet another hook link I though, but I 

was wrong. She held on to the roach, the hook link held firm and fifteen minutes later she was still 

on, probably unaware that in taking the roach she'd also hooked herself, now the fun was about to 

start.  

 

If I tell you that I was fishing with my pole, what chance would you give me of landing this 

creature. Well I thought I had none whatsoever, as every attempt to get her to the net stretched out 

yards of elastic and put an unbelievable bend in my pole, as she thrashed around relentlessly. I was 

about to unship my pole the sections to get to the business end and cut my losses before my pole 

gave up the ghost, when with one last effort I brought her to within netting distance. I forcibly 

scooped her ample flanks onto the bank with half of her hanging over the side of the net. Excited 

was an understatement, I was shaking with shock as I removed the tiny size 16 hook from the fleshy 

tissue in the scissors of her jaws. 

 


