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On a blisteringly hot August day, | remember my Dad taking me to a murky campsite pond in
Devon to fish for Carp for my eighth birthday. I'd caught plenty of trout in my budding career to
follow my father’s footsteps in hobby-perfecting marital neglect, but never a Carp?

We were armed with cubes of luncheon meat — codename ‘SPAM'... the product of a revolution-
ary abattoir process that did away with the need to discard pig snouts and hooves for animal offal.
Lucky carp, getting delicious ‘human food’ to eat!?

Just like me, the cubes of processed ham sweated and tanned in the ferocious late-summer heat.

Dad set up the float rod, attached the SPAM to the size 12 hook, and told me to “Cast it a couple
of feet from the bank, keep still and be very quiet”.

Unlike most kids at school, the hunter-gene was successfully passed through the family bloodline,
so an order from the tribe leader to “keep still and quiet” was motionlessly understood.

Naturally, my mind wandered towards childish questions like, “does Darth Vadar do a poo?” and
other such nonsense... but my eyes were transfixed on the tiny fluorescent-orange blob.

It twitched...
The air hissed as | inhaled it through my teeth, and | felt the whole Universe pause and watch as |
crouched there... Breath now held...

| waited...
A child’s hour past (3 minutes) and | turned to Dad with a frown...
Dad re-briefed me, “Don't strike too hastily — let it move away first”.

It twitched...

The temptation to strike was enormous. | imagined how next-door’s dog must feel with a choco-
late balanced on his nose and everyone shouting, “Stay... ”

| managed to suppress the urge to lift the rod; my Dad knew a lot about fish!

It bobbed and faded away... 1 STRUCK

Suddenly the water in front of me boiled and warped like a river and | felt a huge power pulling
away from me. My head pulsed with adrenalin, and thudded with the coursing of oxygen-deprived
blood. That was a great birthday.

That was exactly 25 years ago, for today | have become 33. As | reminisce about that day, | be-
gin to think about everything that has developed in carp fishing since | was eight. Baitrunners,
Bite Alarms, Carbon, PVA, Braid, Spods, and particularly bait — all designed to help us catch the
most elusive of fish at our chosen venue. For me, the most elusive of fish was the fish | caught
when | was eight. Like anything addictive, the first time is always the best (except for ‘sexy-time’,
which initially was like a prison-rules wrestling match).

now have a much deeper knowledge of angling, but still strive for the perfect feeling of my first
Carp. There are many places | fish that putting a piece of luncheon meat in the margins would
still work, but few choose to do it. Is it tactic snobbery? Is it confidence? It could be both, or nei-
ther. We all have chosen approaches and bait which work for us, but we must not stagnate be-
cause although simple animals, Carp learn too.

The maverick anglers amongst us are already thinking about improving rigs and altering bait to
trick the next shoal. It is here where we can re-capture the sense of our first fish. The sense of

+ | skill and artful cunning | achieved on that scorching day | can still emulate if | do something differ-
ent - and it works!

Tackle companies clamber like drowning rats for your hard earned money to buy their latest bait,
or reel, or rig-bit — so when better a time in history to try something unique to you. So many differ-
ent permutations can be achieved with this hook, that braid, that tubing, this bait — so give it a go,
and re-create that childlike sense of achievement | had when | was eight.

So, today is my 33" Birthday. Sadly, | am not crouching by some reeds on a hot summer’s day, |
am working... Well, | should be working... Instead, | am writing this and thinking about fishing.

The very tightest lines to you all,
Shanners.




