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were shown around the fully-equipped restaurant,
and even though there was still ongoing work to
finish on the building, it was almost complete
and ready to open for business. The four of us
then strolled down the cactus-lined path leading
to the shoreline. The lake simply set my heart
racing just to think what might lurk in its secret
depths. One very important factor relayed by
the landowner was that this lake hadn’t been
emptied for at least 20 years, possibly 30 years,
which is very rare for any reservoir to avoid for
so long on the island, and it meant that there
was plenty of time for carp to grow bigin an
undisturbed environment. Before long, smiles
were exchanged, handshakes shared, and the deal
was almost finalised. We were given permission
to fish the lake and agreed to start a short session
on Wednesday, ending on Friday when I was due
to fly back to Gatwick. The owners relocked the
big entrance gates and drove off in a cloud of dust,
leaving both Dave and I grinning like Cheshire
cats. We'd done it! Now the most difficult job
was ahead of us — to find out if this lake actually
held big carp, indeed, if it even held carp at all.

We had a few nights to kill before Wednesday,
so we made the long winding journey back to
the northwestern arm of Chira, fished through
the night (Dave landed a couple of beautiful
medium-sized mirrors), and then moved at first
dawn to the northeastern arm. We could hear
numerous carp moving in the bays and marginal
shallows, so we quietly positioned a pod with a
couple of rods each, then cast out our rigs and
catapulted a scattering of free offerings.

As the sun rose behind the mountains and
chased away the mists of dawn, it didn’t take
long to realise that the swirls, ripples and
slaps did not originate from feeding carp, but
from groups of male fish chasing bigger and
heavier females. The carp were spawning!

There must have been hundreds of carp
moving in the muddy waters at the north tip of
the arm, and so we remained in position, hoping
that at least a few fish were still hungry after a
night of active and amorous behaviour.

A faint noise over the ridge behind us grew
louder and louder, until a huge yellow vehicle
trundled past us. Its massive tyres slowed to a
crawl and then stopped only inches from the
margins where Dave’s left-hand baited rig lay. The
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beautiful heavily-
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BeLow Dave with
another big mirror.

giant bulldozer reversed noisily as
a huge-teethed bucket was lifted
above its cabin, and then lowered
again as the gears clunked into
forward power, scraping the heavy
metal bucket along the ground
until it slammed hard into the
mountainside. The impact was
like an explosion, and sent tremors
across the bay to shake the very earth
beneath our feet. The bulldozer
slammed several times more into
the hillside, with soil and rocks
spinning in every direction, until
it reversed onto the tarmac and
then disappeared back over the
horizon, carrying half the mountain
in its teeth. The reaction from the
carp was almost instantaneous,

as line after line of bow waves
erupted throughout the long arm.
Within minutes the arm became
completely devoid of carp.

We fished on into the heat of
the day, and even though a few
carp eventually moved back along
the shallows, it was obvious that

they were mainly small males and
also not in a feeding mood. By

late dusk we were back beneath

our umbrellas in the big bay at the
northwestern arm, peering through
the mosquito netting at the angry
insects buzzing beneath the stars.
At midnight a gorgeously scaled
big mirror sucked in my treble tiger
nut positioned near the distant
point at the opening of the bay,
and then shortly before and after
dawn Dave was in action with a
brace of medium-sized carp.

Early Wednesday morning we
packed up our gear, except for
the dinghy. With so much gear to
cram inside the small car, Dave,
in his infinite wisdom, thought it
would be a good idea to leave the
dinghy inflated and strap it to the
roof. The journey to Pine Lake was
scary to say the least, especially
when on numerous occasions a
strong blast of wind threatened to
blow the dinghy upright and drag
the car straight over the precipice
of a mountain cliff! We both
agreed to deflate the dinghy before
attempting the return route.

The line of iron gates (supported
by large pillars across the driveway)
to Pine Lake were all closed and
double-locked with robust chains
and padlocks. A large group of
tourists were gathered outside
the entrance of the property and
milling around the edges of the
rock face, clicking cameras, trying
to capture a frame of the spectacular
mountain views. It was like a scene
from the Dallas series, or Falcon
Crest. The small parking place was
chock-a-block with parked vehicles
and pink bodies, and the group
travel guide lifted his nose to look
down on us, pointing dramatically

back the way we'd come, as if

this spot was his own private

area not to be trespassed by mere
vagabonds like us, dressed like *60s

hippies at a Vietnam convention.




His look of disgust showed in
his eyes as Dave completely
ignored his threats and parked
our car inches from his toes.

We had been provided keys by the
landowner, so I strolled like a king up
to the towering iron gates and began
to fiddle with the giant padlocks.
Suddenly everyone in the crowd
stopped what they were doing and
turned to face us. I quickly unlocked
the padlock, swung open two of
the six big gates, waved Dave’s car
through, and then reclosed the gates
and padlock. The crowd on the other
side just stood there in silence with
their jaws dropping, and by now
the cheeks of the guide were flushed
purple with embarrassment. We
both chuckled and then drove down
the big gravel track leading to the
property, feeling like Bobby and J.R.
Ewing coming home to Southfork.
Our second sight of the lake was
no less awe-inspiring than the first,
and the views simply left us lost for
superlatives. It is truly a wonderful
place that provides glorious vistas in
all directions, yet being surrounded
on all sides by steep-sided
mountains, it also provides a lovely
feeling of complete seclusion. But it
wasn’t the mere feelings about this
huge acreage of land as far as the eye
could see that inspired our emotions,
it was the fact that it was completely
private with its own big lake that
had never been carp fished - and
we held the keys to the treasure!

It was now our chance to find out
if this amazing jewel of blue water
stretching

plants that threatened to puncture

our knees and ankles. There was
enormous potential in some very
carpy-looking zones, but it would
take weeks of cutting narrow trails to
the shoreline to make fishing viable,
and we just didn’t have the time.

Eventually we found one fairly
open place tight to the main dam
wall, where the shoreline was
covered with an area of fine gravel
and it was free from cacti or prickly
ground vegetation. It was our only
possible option. We strolled back
to the car and quenched our thirst
under the blinding sun, trying
to come to a decision. We could
possibly drive the car halfway down
the track, but any further would
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task was to everything by hand

take a closer
look at the
lake itself, so
we left the car
parked next to
the derelict restaurant and strolled
down the steep rocky path leading
to the shoreline. Before long we
came to the conclusion that to
drive Alison’s shiny new car across
rocks and scrape it past a line of
giant cacti plants would ruin a good
marriage. If we were to fish the lake
without the need of a later visit to
the divorce courts, it would mean
carrying a mountain of equipment
and supplies for half a mile down a
mountainside track. One hour later
our initial euphoria on viewing the
lake had waned, only to be replaced
with a bundle of frustration. To
reach almost every decent-looking
section of the lake meant traipsing
across an obstacle course of prickly
shrubs, spiked cactus plants, gorse
bushes, and millions of other
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down the steep
rocky terrain to

the dam end. We
had a mountain

of supplies —

food, water, fishing and filming
equipment, and we calculated that it
would take beyond nightfall to move
itall from car to lakeside. There was
also a distinct possibility that we'd
blank on this first try at fishing the
lake. It was already obvious to us
that the lake wasn’t heavily stocked
with carp, and with only a
few days left before
I needed to fly
back to the
UK, it meant
that much-
needed video footage
of fighting carp for inclusion
in the Wild Carp DVD would
be sadly lacking. Another option
entered my head, and that was to fish
Pine Lake for one night, and if by
morning we'd seen signs of big carp,
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no matter how few, we'd stick it out until Friday.
If not, we'd pack up and return to Chira for the
last two nights, so as to ensure a higher chance of

capturing big carp on rod and camera. However, if

the fish weren’t playing ball, neither of us relished
the thought of carting every item of equipment
back up the mountain on the first morning.

In the end we decided to place all the water,

drink, ice boxes and food beneath the shade of the

restaurant building, leave most of the bulkiest and

heaviest equipment, including bivvies, inside the
car, and sleep beneath the stars for the first night.
Even so, it still took five trips down the dangerous
escarpment carrying loads on our backs, before
we collapsed in a heap beside the dam wall,
sweating profuscly and gasping for a drink.

“Open a beer, Dave, 'm dry as a sandstorm!”

“We've left them in the icebox, Tony. Be a lad
and fetch me one as well, my old mucker.”

I'looked back up the mountainside and
squinted through the heat haze, feeling the
sweat stinging my eyelids. As Meatloaf always
said, ‘Heaven can wait!’ I sat on the bedchair
getting my breath back, and then remarked:

“We've forgotten something else..”

“Like what, Tony? We’ve got all the rods
and pods and enough bait until morning.”

“We still need to climb back up
to fetch the dinghy, pump it up, and
carry it back down here”

And so, with reluctance, off we went like
mountain goats to fetch the dinghy, for
without it we'd not be able to explore this big
lake and find spots to drop or cast baits.

Dusk finally arrived to find us all set up with
our rods out and sitting back on the bedchairs,
relaxing and enjoying a beer or two. Our earlier
investigations in the dinghy had revealed that
due to the very high water levels, most of the
margins surrounding the entire lake were
filled with submerged prickly plants

and gorse bushes. Luckily,
: the position where we

had chosen -
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Island Treasures by Tony Davies-Patrick

to fish overlooked the deepest sections of
the lake, and most of the bottom was clean
and weed-free beyond 15ft. Also, we placed
markers at the very edges of submerged
trees on the far bank and a slope at 18ft,
25ft and 45ft, which meant that any hooked
fish could be pulled directly towards us
away from danger, and we could resume

the fight in deep snag-free water.

That was our theory anyway, but by first
light we’d not had a chance to try out our
plans. Not only had we not had a single bite,
but also we'd not seen a single carp leap, roll,
or even make a ripple on the surface. Our
hopes of finally finding a lake free of the
dreaded terrapin epidemic had also turned
sour, for ominous-looking tiny heads had
been popping up to the surface at regular
intervals. Reeling in the boilies on most
rods revealed the sad truth of stripped rigs,
although they’d not yet found the boilies
or tiger nuts placed in 45ft of water.

By mid-morning the warm sun had still
not revealed the presence of a single carp.
Dave and I'looked at each other, and then
came to the same conclusion. There had been
a strange fecling about the lake the previous
evening, and that strong feeling had still not
left us. As beautiful as the water looked, it
was as if there was no life in the lake. This
was, of course, not true, for we'd already
seen occasional small shoals of bass swim
past in the gin-clear water. But there was this
ominous feeling that the lake was devoid of
carp. As mentioned, close friends of Dave
had already witnessed the presence of big
carp they reckoned easily exceeded 30Ib, but
they were anglers of other species, and often a
15-201b carp can seem to be a monster-sized
carp in the eyes of a trout or bass angler. And
even if there were huge carp present in Pine
Lake, it might only be a small group of three
or four specimens, and to catch one would
probably take weeks, or even months, to
find, never mind capture some in front of the
video cameras at the drop of a hat. I loathed
the thought of packing up and moving back
to Chira, for Pine still held that certain
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Don’t miss next
month, when Tony
begins another
series as he travels
on a globetrotting
tour across Europe
in search of the
unknown. He
begins on the huge,
untapped and wild
mountain lakes of
Ttaly, later to cross
the Swiss Alps to
the lowland lakes
of Holland, and
then back to the
beautiful carp
pools of England,
before finally
tasting adventure

at previously
unfished big waters
of France. Filled
with highs and lows,
the heartaches and
pain, the hopes and
aspirations, meeting
the unknown head
on, until he finally

reaches his goal!

BeLow Dave with the final
carp of our session.

magic of the complete unknown,
and to film one in the clear water
would be perfect; but logic got the
better of me. A return to Chira
would definitely provide us with

a far better chance of action, even
with the slow fishing and spawning
activity of earlier days. If T hadn’t
been in Gran Canaria making a film,
I would have definitely stuck it out
for another two days and braved

a blank, but my mind was more
focused on obtaining extra carp
footage before my flight. We both
stood up and stared at the water.

“What do you think,

Dave? Shall we stay or make
a move back to Chira?”

“I feel the same as you, Tony.

I don’t fancy cartingall this lot
back up the hill, or driving across
the island again, but without

a doubt Chira will provide the
carp action we crave for.”

A few hours later, we both stood
beside the car parked on the brow
of the hill overlooking Pine Lake,
now packed again to the brim with
our equipment and food. Despite
that ominous feeling, there was
still something at the back of my
mind nagging me, and it was saying
there were a few hidden monsters
swimming down there in that
beautiful expanse of water.

“We'll do another session Tony,
when we've got more time at our
disposal and without the added
pressures of needing to perform
with carp in front of the

cameras. No doubt you'll
be back to the island

soon — and L insist!”

meantime, Dave, while 'm back
in England, any spare time that
you get, I want you to spend at
this water, if not actually fishing,
at least walking around the lake or
searching in a boat. The sighting
of a couple of lunkers is going to
provide all the incentive we need
to put in the extra rod hours”

Those last few nights spent
on our favourite bay on the
northwestern arm of Lake Chira
came to be my happiest and most
memorable spent on the island.
Weather patterns changed hourly,
from excessive midday heatwaves
to freezing night fog. We even
suffered hailstorms! Dave said it was
the craziest and most changeable
weather he'd ever experienced
in almost two decades on Gran
Canaria, an island that normally
enjoys a gloriously warm and fairly
stable climate year-round.

Back on Chira the fishing proved
difficult and unusually slow to begin
with, but a simple change in the
hookbait got things moving. We
decided to reel in all the tiger nut
rigs, and then cut the ends off every
one until they were of a similar size
to the broken offerings we'd been
including in free piles of mixed
particles inside the bait buckets. The
reaction from the carp was almost
instant, and during those last two
days spent in Gran Canaria, we both
fought with and landed a string
of fish that reminded us what this
island is famous for — incredible-
looking, heavily-plated mirrors
that look like no other carp on this
planet! Viva Espana, viva Gran

ia — Ill be back! 3 *
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