


Limited day tickets are available for 
Quabs Pool on a pre-booking basis only 
via www.anglingdreams.co.uk. 
Float�shing only, and no directly 
targeting the big carp, because a 
syndicate already pays for this.
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looked perfect after I’d plumbed 
it, but it concealed a secret in 
the form of a twig-  and branch-
strewn slope which quickly 
snagged my tackle.  

Mistake number two was the 
wrong feed. I wasn’t aware 
that the lake held lots of small 

silvers that swarmed over the 
groundbait, and that made 
using worms and maggots 
problematic. 

Such setbacks are an 
occupational hazard for me, and 
while you take your best guess 
there’s nothing like learning 

on the job. The key is to know 
when you’re doing it wrong and 
change course quickly. Since 
Adam was playing �sh right 
from the o�, it was obvious who 
was getting it right.

By rigorously searching the 
slope in front of me I located 
a twig-free zone to my right 
where I could present a rig 
properly. Next, I needed to see 
exactly how Adam was �shing, 
and it turned out his approach 
revolved around pellets. 

I have a love-hate relationship 
with this bait. Yes, pellets work 
a dream everywhere I go, but 
their very e�ectiveness makes 

them boring. Perhaps that’s why 
I was blinkered to the pleasures 
of a traditional approach in such 
a wonderful setting.  

Adam had rigged up a 13ft 
�oat rod and 6lb mainline, on 
to which went a loaded crystal 
waggler via a �oat adaptor. A 
single large shot acted as an 
anchor, lift method style, while 
the hooklength ended in a size 
14 hook and a pellet band.

Occasionally he’d switch to a 
size 16 to use maggots for the 
perch, which proved obliging 
enough – unlike me, he hadn’t 
�lled his swim with groundbait!  
Thanks to his feed – a mix of 

pellets, corn and maggots – the 
�oat was constantly swaying 
with �n wash.  

The cold was having no 
impact below the surface, and 
once again the orange �oat tip 
slipped slowly down through 
the spring-fed water. With the 
hook struck home, we guessed 
at what was on the end. We 
settled on it being a chub, and a 
pair of big white lips and bronze 
�anks coming into view proved 
us right. It wasn’t the biggest in 
the pool but a lovely gift, which 
Adam held aloft for a photo over 

a riot of spring colour. 
I’d seen enough – I’d decided 

on a new approach that 
hopefully would bring results.

I selected a 14ft rod to help 
with the depth,  and a large-
bodied waggler as the �oat. I 
plumbed up very accurately, 
although on such a steep slope I 
knew that �shing at dead depth 
would be impossible. 

Instead I overshotted the 
�oat by a No6 and gently edged 
the waggler into place until 
the small shot just kissed the 
bottom. If the tip wasn’t just on 
show I was �shing too far out, 
while if more of the tip was on 
view it meant that shot other 
than the No6 were laid on the 
bottom, and I was too shallow. 
This rig was �nished o� with a 
pellet hookbait, with more of 
the same as feed.

The line between success and 
failure can be �ne, but today 
it was thick and bold. Happily, 
I had now crossed it. The �oat 
no longer danced to the tune of 
small roach but traced the path 
of bigger �sh as they ploughed 
up and down the margins with 
my hook in their lips !  

The valley was both a shield 
from the worst of the wind and 
an oasis for the pleasure angler 
– great �shing in a tranquil 
setting, with the drag on the reel 
the only noise to interrupt the 
birdsong. At £20 for a day ticket 
it seemed good value to me, so I 
was shocked to hear that Adam 
felt nobody would be interested.

What can you buy for a score 
these days? If a trip to Quabs 
Pool isn’t value for money then I 
don’t know what is!

“The cold weather was having no impact below the 
surface, and once again the orange �oat tip slipped 
slowly down through the spring-fed water”

A pristine perch 
and bonus carp 

for Adam and me.

Adam knew the venue 
well, so chose his 

spots with con�dence.

Changing depths or 
�oats was dead easy.

Adam’s hooks and pellet 
waggler attachment. 

6lb mono would handle 
anything we hooked. 

Pellets, corn and maggots 
brought plenty of bites.
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