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ROôs Ramblings 
 

So here we are, eventually, another edition of the region magazine. The last edition was in February 

2007. 

 

Where have the last 12 months gone? 

 

Looking back over the past year, I have failed to achieve any of my goals or ambitions in relation to 

my fishing. This has all been due to pressures of work, even to the extent that I have missed my 

spring trip to Scotland for the first time in 23 years! This is not good.  

 

I have made a promise to myself to never allow this to happen again and to this end I am 

negotiating to work compressed hours, so that I can work a 4 day week and have every Friday off. 

This has not proved to be as easily arranged as I had hoped, but I will not bore you with the details.  

 

So, what of the coming year? 

 

First and foremost is to arrange events for the region meetings, I have a few ideas (very few) and 

would appreciate any suggestions form you the members. In my previous ramblings I suggested we, 

the ójuntaô, could perhaps do with some help and muted that maybe we should form a committee 

and would anybody be interested in assisting. I have not heard anything. We could do with raising 

the profile of the region. This could be achieved by having a sort or PR person, perhaps just penning 

a few lines each quarter for Pike Lines. Maybe designing or utilising any posters available from the 

PAC to be displayed in local tackle shops. Something to think about, perhaps you could assist re 

this.    

 

Following the success of the practical demonstration, by Tim Kelly (subsequently to be referred to 

as the óReel Doctorô), of multiplier maintenance. I will be looking to arrange similar events in 

relation to rod ring replacement and fly tying.   

 

This edition of the magazine has completely exhausted our collection of articles, so once again I 

will be badgering people to get their creative juices flowing.   

 

Our efforts on the trout lake have so far failed to produce the goods and I think the May lure 

evening will probably be the last, although I may attempt to keep our options open and just have a 

one-day event there in the late autumn and then perhaps once a year. 

 

I am working on another venue, an exclusive carp fishery and will keep you informed of any 

developments.  

 

My personal aims for this coming year are to get out fishing! I intend to continue my summer lure 

fishing and try some light luring, after perch and chub. In addition I have a few days booked on 

various trout waters around the country, something I am looking forward to, always a challenge and 

sociable. 

 

I have visited a few old haunts and selected a couple to target later in the year. Somewhat 

worryingly, I also retrieved my bedchair and bivvy from the loft and sorted out my Delkims and 

sounder box! I will let you know if this madness progresses further.    

 

I plan to have a week away with the boat in October, either in Scotland or the Lake District. I am 

currently researching venues and accommodation, a bit old to rough it for a week, nowadays.   

 



Thatôs all from me for this edition; hopefully we will be able to return to our twice yearly 

publication, when I am inundated with new articles! 

 

Tight Lines  

 

Dave   

The Crayfish Pit 

 

This a short article about a gravel pit which I lightly fished over some six years whilst the pit was 

maturing as a fishery. It covers the rise and fall of the pits emerging pike population and the effects 

human intervention had on them through my own angling observations. If anything it shows how 

transient a pike fishery can be. 

 

When it comes to new waters it is not very often that a plan comes together in pike fishing. Most 

ventures come donôt come to much in terms of quality fishing, which can be a little disheartening. If 

however you enjoy the act of searching, learning a little more about pike and you keep your 

expectations on an even keel then each new venture will bring its own rewards. Having said that I 

would very much like to catch a 30 pound pike and each year I spend a few days on known trout 

waters, just because unlike my local waters I can be certain they contain fish of this size. So my 

local expectations are set on 20 pound fish, though I believe under certain circumstances fish of 30 

pounds can be present. 

 

Each year I take time out for a wander around some new waters prospecting with a lure rod. The 

dream is of course to find a new water, with little or no other pike fishing. For a while I did have 

something close to this. 

 

The pit such as it was, became know to me as the Crayfish pit for reasons which will be obvious 

later. It was originally dug as two pits, finally joined together as the last gravel machinery was 

removed leaving an óLô shaped pit of about 13 acres. Iôm not sure about how old the pit was at this 

stage but I guess at least eight years old judging from the trees growing in its margins. I left it a 

further five before I ventured onto the pit with a spinnerbait to prospect it. As far as I am aware the 

water had never been stocked; not that this has ever worried me as perch and pike seem to get into 

waters on their own. Even so I was pleasantly surprised to catch two perfectly conditioned if not 

scrawny two pound pike after a few hours trying. This in no way justified a serious follow up but I 

decided to keep an eye on the place and was back again about the same time next year with an 

almost repeat result. Encouraged a little, this time I had circumnavigated the lake hoping to learn a 

little more. My impression was that it was a very deep pit; most banks were very steep with no 

margins whatsoever, though there was shallower weedy water at the two ends of the pit. It was also 

gin clear with visibility down to 10 feet from the high banks. The far bank from the access point 

was completely wooded, unfishable and seemed especially deep. Almost predictably the fish I had 

caught all came from the shallow water. 

 

The next year for some reason I didnôt get to the pit and by the time I got there the year after things 

had changed. This time my spinnerbaits didnôt pick up any little pike in the shallow areas of the 

previous years, so I changed to crankbaits and wandered further down the pit. Still no success, that 

is until I came across a submerged gravel bar, the only feature I could observe along the whole 

bank. At this point I had a pike of around eight pounds come short of the lure. This was just what I 

had been waiting for; a sign that the pit had matured to the point where there was potentially 

something worth fishing for. At this point I guess the pit was at about 12 years old. 

 



I returned to the pit in November that year with a bag of dead baits and the usual plethora of rods 

associated with bank fishing. Setting up by the gravel bar I soaked some trout in the margins to 

defrost and was some what alarmed to see one being dragged away even before Iôd set the first rod 

up. Alas not a pike, but some quick landing net work saw me face to face with the first signal 

crayfish Iôd ever seen. It very soon became apparent the pit was alive with them, a bait fished on the 

bottom was intercepted in seconds, literally. Plumbing the gravel bar revealed a dream feature with 

a fantastic drop off on one side of it. About 20 minutes later I caught a pike of around seven pounds, 

which I could help thinking was the one that followed my lure some months previously. An hour 

later with no more takes coming I started to leap frog along the bank fishing a sink and draw rod in 

between the float fished baits. 

 

Moving so quickly from such a feature might seem impatient on my behalf but I reasoned that with 

pike in the pit hadnôt been caught before and in gin clear water, if the baits were anywhere near a 

pike a take would come quickly, as it had with the seven pounder. As it happened, it was the right 

thing to do and the sink and draw bait did the business producing two low double figure pike. Both 

takes came on the drop may be justifying my impatience. What I did like was that all the fish were 

fin perfect and of excellent proportions, beautifully marked as you would expect from a clear water 

pit. 

 

Encouraged I was already planning my next trip; interestingly the last two fish came from a 

completely featureless area about 20 metres apart and about 70 metres from the ódream featureô 

gravel bar leaving me wondering were to start on my next visit. Two weeks later I was back. This 

time I chose to start at the other end of the pit but to follow the tactics from last time and leap frog 

from the start. The wind was blowing right to left and offshore so the plan was to use a drifter on 

one rod whilst leapfrogging the other float rod, working the sink and draw rod in between. An hour 

into the session the  drift float went under about 15 metres out having dragged round into the shore. 

The result was another pristine pike this time of about 14 pounds. (see pic overleaf) 

 

Unfortunately by the end of the session Iôd worked the entire bank, past the gravel bar and onto the 

shallow water at the other end of t  he pit without another take. Again the fish had come from a 

featureless area. 

 

Whilst the results werenôt fantastic it was interesting fishing with the bonus that I seemingly had the 

fishing to myself. On so many of my local pits, especially ones that are worth fishing, you are 

competing with other anglers and to be successful you need to take account of the affect that other 

angling pressure has on fish behaviour and fishing for pressured fish has long lost its appeal for me.  

 

Besides I was enjoying the challenge of unravelling 

the pits secrets for what they were; a pit at least 12 

years old, presumably un-stocked with fish, but 

obviously stocked with signal crayfish. In fact 

heaving with crayfish; an improvised trap albeit a 

large one produced over 150 of them when left over 

night. A pit which had previously only produced 

scrawny jacks a few years ago that had now 

produced three pristine doubles with little sign of the 

jacks. Despite the fact that there was a pair of grebes 

on the pit and regular sightings of cormorants it 

seemed fairly obviously the pike were predominately 

eating the crayfish. 

 

 14lb Crayfish Pike in Pristine Condition 



On my final session fishing off the bank I 

managed a rather odd looking fish of just over 18 

pounds, it was rather short and fat and as you can 

see from the photo it had a slight deformity where 

its head bent downwards. The reason this photo 

was taken with me crouched down, was due to the 

fact that the bank I was fishing runs parallel to a 

main rod and just as I was preparing to take the 

photo three anglers were walking past, carrying 

off their bargains from a major tackle sale that 

was going on up the road. 

 

The last thing I wanted was to be seen with a 

decent fish by other anglers. There was already 

evidence that there was some other pike fishing 

going on as there was discarded tackle packages 

on the bank. The crayfish where also being caught as Iôd found an improvised trap and several 

crayfish carcasses on the bank. The 18 pounder was once again caught leapfrogging and was the 

only take of the morning. In the afternoon I fished off the shallow bank were I had first caught the 

jacks and caught a fish of about five pounds, a much thinner fish but never the less well 

proportioned. This was only the second small fish Iôd caught out of six since Iôd started bait fishing 

the pit. 

 

Now whilst I had been reasonably successful up to now I was fairly sure that the bigger fish I was 

picking up were feeding fish; actively on the move because they were basically caught randomly 

and away from any feature I could discern. What I wanted to find was where the pike lived and in 

this respect I felt I was only scratching the surface. On each session I had observed the grebes 

working in a small bay on the opposite side of the pit which was unfishable from the bank due to 

being heavily wooded, perhaps this was the area were the pike lived? 

 

I had worked out that boat access was possible so the next session was spent afloat in my boat 

accompanied by my friend Neil. 

We obviously headed straight over to the bay, float trolling one rod each on the way. Whilst trolling 

along the overhanging trees as we entered the bay I picked up a fish of 11 pounds, seemingly 

justifying the effort of launching the boat. Within five minutes of returning this fish I had another 

take but as I was bringing this one to the boat Neil also hooked into a fish, which was obviously 

The Fat 18lb Fish 

Picture 3 Launching the Boat Pre Dawn 


