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ROôs Lines 
 

Well, that's another season over and done with. Or is it? Since the abolition of the close 

season on enclosed waters, we are all able to fish for all 12 months of the year. But I wonder 

how many of you are going to take advantage of this, or like me, are you going to spend 

most weekends doing all those little domestic chores that we have have been putting off for 

the past 9 months. I have fished just about every weekend for the past three months and the 

idea of lying in bed for two consequetive mornings sounds very appealing. That said, I am 

sure that before too long I will be out with the lure rods, particularly as the evenings stretch 

out. I am also eagerly anticipating our annual trip down to Slapton Lee, the weekend after 

Easter. 

 

For many this past season has for many been a really hard one. The majority of us seem to 

have come to the monthly meetings with very little to report. Although it is always nice to 

hear of personal bests being achieved. Tony Stone caught his first '20' at Thorpe Park, Ron 

Parker caught his first '20' at Brooklands, a story you will have read about in Dropback No 

11, and then went on to catch a real beaut' at 28lbs exactly from the same water. And just for 

good measure, I too caught the same fish just 30 minutes later, again a PB. 

 

It has also been a season of extremes. Jeff Kennett caught well in excess of 300 fish whilst 

Chris Sims only managed to reach double figures thanks to a weekend in the Fens right at 

the end of the season. To be fair, Jeff has fished far more than Chris this season but perhaps 

the most telling factor is the number of times that Jeff fishes from a boat. Fishing mainly 

with Steve Aldridge, it has not been unusual for Jeff and his boat partner to catch ten, fifteen 

or even twenty plus fish in a single session. How often does that happen when fishing from 

the bank? Perhaps this is why I have heard that several of you are interested in buying a boat.  

 

Finally a cautionary tale. I recently read a short article in the Sunday Independent, about a 

pike angler who is recovering from salmonella poisoning. His doctors believe that the cause 

of the poisoning was the man eating sandwiches after he had handled deadbaits that had been 

defrosted and refrozen after several blank sessions. To quote one Doc, "Baits such as 

sardines provide ideal conditions for salmonella to live and grow". I have always carried a 

pot of baby wipes in my rucksack and usually, but not always, wipe my hands before eating. 

But what of the rest of you??  

 

Have a relaxing 'Close Season',         

 

Neil 

 

The Fens with Speedy & Co. 

 

For the past three years Dave, Chris, Neil, Paul and myself have spent the last full weekend 

of the season fishing Fenland drains in Lincolnshire. We stay with Dave's Dad, Neville, at 

his bungalow in Parson Drove, a small village between Peterborough and Wisbech, where 

we are always made to feel very welcome. 

 



This year we elected to meet at Chris' house near Uxbridge at 4-15 on the Friday afternoon. 

From there we would make our journey in Chris and Dave's cars. Knowing that the M25 on 

a Friday evening would be a car park we decided to travel north through Bushey to join the 

M1, with the intention of meeting the M25 at junction 21, travelling as far as junction 23 and 

then heading up the A1(M). In the event the M1 was as bad, if not, worse than the M25 and 

we ended up cutting across country to a point south of Hitchin, where we could join the A1

(M) at either junction 8 or 9.  

 

I had given my mobile 'phone to Neil so that we could maintain contact between the cars 

during the journey. He informed us that they would join the A1(M) at junction 8 whilst Chris 

and I were heading for junction 9. We decided, therefore, that, as we would be joining 

further north that we would keep our speed down to a steady 60mph to give Dave a chance 

to catch up. What we hadn't allowed for was that "Speedy", who could give Michael 

Schumacher a run for his money, had managed to join the A1(M) before us and was past our 

junction before we got there. 

 

So it was that we were sedately travelling north looking for Dave's car in the rear view 

mirror, whilst 'Speedy' was eating up the miles ahead of us at 85-90 mph. By the time that 

we realised what was happening, there were 10 miles between us. Eventually we managed to 

get back together and we concluded our journey without further incident. The journey had 

taken over four and a half hours. 

 

Upon reaching Parson Drove we were greeted by Neville, unpacked our bags and, after a 

quick cup of tea, made our way to the local hostelry or a meal and a few sherbets. Neville 

joined us and a good evening and good food were enjoyed by all. On returning to the 

bungalow the conversation turned to malt whiskey and Neville produced a few samples for 

us to try, and very nice they were too. Chris decided to turn in a little before the rest of us, 

saying he was tired after a hard day's work and the long drive. In retrospect I think that he 

wanted to ensure he wanted to get to sleep before I did. He has experienced my snoring 

capabilities on several previous occasions. This time he got his own back and I had to lay 

awake for what seemed like hours but was, in all probability, only a few minutes, listening to 

him pumping out the zzzzzz's. He was still going strong at 5-30am when the alarm went off 

and Dave popped his head around the door to ensure that we were awake. 

 

The drains that we fish are quite narrow, with steeply sloping banks and are only about 4 feet 

deep in the middle with a shallow shelf on both banks. They are, in the main, dead straight 

and it seems that no matter which direction the wind is blowing it gets channelled down the 

length of the drain. On the Saturday there was a light breeze blowing to begin with, which 

put a nice ripple on the surface. This, however, strengthened throughout the day and by early 

afternoon there were waves breaking over our floats. Fortunately the pike didn't seem to 

mind, as we all experienced runs throughout the day. We landed two or more fish each, most 

of them weighing between 3 and 5 lbs, with a few, perhaps, a little smaller. In total 15 fish 

were landed but almost as many were missed or lost. During the day we had several heavy 

showers, which made the banks even more slippery. Twice I ended up on my backside to the 

amusement of the others, with the result that my pristine Wychwood suit was caked in mud 

from the waist down. 

When I later hosed it down at home, it produced enough soil to fill a flowerpot. If anyone 

has a spare 'pot' plant. I will be happy to grow to for you. One of the showers produced the 

most magnificent rainbow any of us had ever seen.  

 



Saturday evening was again spent in the local 

hostelry, with a few more sherbets and another good 

meal. No trouble getting to sleep this night despite the 

sounds emitting from Chris in the other bed. 

 

Sunday dawned and we all overslept. Was it the 

sherbet, or were we just tired? We made our way to a 

drain just outside the village. We had not fished this 

section before and the banks were even steeper than 

yesterday, real mountain goat territory. Neil, Paul and 

I sat near the top of the bank, only descending to the 

water to net the fish. I had given up trying to keep my 

suit clean, firstly, because of my inability to stay 

upright and secondly, because Paul kept throwing mud 

at me. The wind was nowhere near as strong as 

yesterday and we only had a few light showers to cope 

with, although it was colder. The pike were still feeding and again we all managed at least 

two pike. The average size in this drain was slightly larger than the previous day and Chris 

and Neil landed doubles of 12 lbs 8 ozs and 10 lbs 6 ozs respectively. 

 

The first two runs of the day both resulted in bite offs through braided lines for Chris and 

Neil. Chris was fortunate to hook the same fish (the double) again later in the day and after 

prolonged, delicate surgery both sets of trebles were removed. Over the two days Chris had 

both the largest and most pike. Although relatively small the pike were in excellent condition 

and fought extremely hard. 

 

The most unusual catch of the day came to one of my 

rods, in the form of a huge carrot, securely hooked on the 

top treble and weighing in at over a pound. 

 

We finished fishing at 3-00 pm and returned to Neville's 

for tea and sandwiches before making our way home. We 

always go home with carrier bags full of fresh, locally 

grown vegetables, which we buy through 

Neville at a very reasonable price. Half a bag of spuds, 

cabbage, cauliflower, four carrots, six onions, three leeks, 

Brussels sprouts and all for just £2. The journey home 

was uneventful and took less than half the time of the 

journey on Friday. 

 

To sum up, it was an excellent weekend, god food, good 

beer, good company and good fishing in waters that have 

produced several fish in excess of thirty pounds this year. 

 
Ron Parker 

 


