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In terms of  prestige, this was probably the biggest match I had 
ever Þ shed in my life. As Matt Godfrey and I rolled into the car 
park at Larford Lakes, in Worcestershire, for the 2009 Maver 

Pairs Final, the butterß ies in my stomach were working overtime.
We had a lovely breakfast in the venue cafe, and we had plenty 

of  time to enjoy it, too, as the names were read out one by one to 
draw… alphabetically. Being registered in my name we were third 
from last! 

In went my hand to the bag of  dreams and I pulled Peg 59 on 
Specimen Lake for Matt, followed by Peg 37 on Arena Lake for me. 
Matt’s peg meant nothing to either of  us, as we’d only had very 
limited time to practise that lake because of  a festival being on it. 
My peg, on the other hand, meant something to both of  us – it 
was in an area we had practised the day 
before, and it was solid!

We had actually just Þ shed a four-hour 
match for a magazine feature on the 
same pegs – a match that I managed to 
come last in with 122lb! Still, I was really 
conÞ dent about the area I was in and I 
had learnt loads the previous day – largely thanks to a next-peg 
battering from Adam Richards. I can remember thinking to myself  
as I walked out of  the café: “I can win the match from there,” then 
giving myself  a reality check after seeing half  the Daiwa Dorking 
team walking across the car park towards me!

After asking around, it seemed Matt was on a half-decent peg as 
well, so we both set off  to our swims feeling conÞ dent. The main 
thing that I had learnt from the previous day was that to catch the 
big Þ sh you had to target the really shallow water, like six inches 
deep. In the deeper water there were loads of  problems with liners, 
and the stamp of  Þ sh was generally smaller.

That said, the Þ sh didn’t seem to want to come into that really 
shallow water until the light dropped slightly so, until then, it was 

I had learnt that to 
catch the big Þ sh 
you had to target the 
really shallow water.

Pole Fishing’s very own editorial assistant, Tom Scholey, reß ects 
on the 2009 Maver Pairs Final at Larford Lakes. It proved to be 
a proÞ table day for him and partner Matt Godfrey!

about regulating the feed in the deeper water to keep a few Þ sh 
coming. 

THE GEAR
I knew I’d need to catch a big weight to win and so I decided to keep 
things very basic, setting up just two rigs – one to Þ sh on a top kit 
in the deeper water, and one to Þ sh Þ ve sections of  pole down each 
side of  me in the really shallow water. I did set up three duplicates 
of  each rig, however, in case of  breakages. I’d also brought a couple 
of  Method-feeder rods already set up in ready-rod bags but had no 
intention of  using them.

I was expecting a bagging session so the top kits of  my G995 pole 
were elasticated with red Hydrolastic with 
0.22mm line straight through to a size 14 
PR28 hook. Float choice in the shallow 
water was a 0.3g inline J Range dibber, 
with a strong 4x12 KC Carpa 3 ß oat for the 
deeper water. It was to be a no-nonsense 
kind of  day! 

For bait I cubed up several tins of  Plumrose luncheon meat and 
opened a couple of  tins of  hemp. Method mix was also knocked 
up, just in case it should turn into a hard day, but I couldn’t see me 
needing it.

ALL IN! 
The match started like a dream – I fed 10 pieces of  meat on my 
top-kit swim, and dropped straight over the top of  it, then seconds 
later my elastic was zooming out and carp number one was on its 
way to the net. After 15 more in the next 15 put-ins my arm was 
getting tired; I was waiting no more than a minute for a bite after 
each Þ sh.»
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Matt Godfrey (centre) 
and Tom collect their 
trophies from Maver 
boss Phil Briscoe.

ANGLER FILE
TOM SCHOLEY
Age: 23
Occupation: Pole Fishing editorial assistant
Lives: Sheffi eld
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Sadly, the early bagging spree was short 
lived. The Þ sh became unsettled and line 
bites became a problem. We were perhaps an 
hour into the match at this point, and I felt it 
was too early to go on the edge lines. I tried 
dropping a Method feeder over my top-kit 
line to try and get a more positive bite but 
it was too slow, with me having to wait up 
to 10 minutes for a pull. For the next hour I 
swapped and changed but only put another 
six carp in the net. 

All the while I’d been feeding my edge 
swims and when I eventually saw a tail 
pattern over one of  them I didn’t hesitate 
before reaching for the shallower rig; I 
tentatively dropped a cube of  meat straight 
over the top of  the swirl and, seconds later, he 
was on! 

I was beginning to think the margins had 
come to life early but sadly this wasn’t the 
case. After feeding again I dropped back over 
the top but no more signs were forthcoming. 
The other side was similarly quiet. 

I reverted back to the top-kit swim and after 
another three small Þ sh I decided to try down 
the edge again. This time they were there 
with a vengeance! Carp of  8lb, 6lb and 4lb 
came in quick succession and I was thinking 
it was bag-up time!

My plan was to catch a Þ sh down one edge, 
before re-feeding and swapping sides. A ß ock 
of  ducks soon messed up that plan, however, 
because as soon as my back was turned they 
had their heads down in the shallow water 
and ate all my meat! My plan was quickly 
revised to feed only where I was Þ shing!

I really enjoyed the last two and a half  
hours of  the match, catching bigger Þ sh 
predominantly from my right-hand margin. 
The thing that made it even better was that 
I could see a lot of  the Þ sh actually take the 
bait. The only word to describe the peg at this 
point was ‘solid’!

At the all-out I genuinely had no idea how 
well I had or hadn’t 
done. I knew I’d caught 
more Þ sh than I’d ever 
caught before, but 
in terms of  putting a 
weight on it I didn’t 
have a clue. When the 
scales arrived at my 
peg, Dorking star Ben Leach was winning 
my section with 88kg. I felt sure I didn’t have 
as much as that, and neither did any of  the 
journalists and photographers who were 
coming around with the scales.

We were all as surprised as each other, 
therefore, when my seven weighs totalled 
92kg – that’s 202lb in old money! It seems 
that the Þ sh I caught down the side were 
loads bigger than the ones Ben had caught 

with his Method-feeder approach.
Before the start of  the match, everyone had 

been tipping the winner of  Arena Lake to also 
win the match overall. This didn’t quite sink 
in, though, and all I was bothered about was 
the section win, so I ran straight around to 
Matt to see how he’d done on Specimen Lake.

He was also looking fairly happy with 
himself, and speaking to him conÞ rmed a 
good result – he’d come third in the section 
with 44kg. That gave us a total of  four points 
as a pair, but would that be enough?

We packed up in double-quick time to 
get back for the results. From what we had 
worked out, Darren Davies and Gary Pook 

were the runaway 
winners with two 
points, and then there 
were four pairs tied 
on four points, with 
no-one quite sure how 
the result would be 
determined. There was 

a lot at stake, too, as second place pocketed 
£2,500 while Þ fth place got nothing!

When Phil Briscoe eventually stood up 
to read the results, I had butterß ies in my 
stomach for the second time that day! As the 
places were read out in reverse order I was 
praying that our names wouldn’t be called 
out just yet. When another pairing was read 
out in third position we knew we were second 
overall! To make the success even sweeter, it 

turned out that my weight was enough to 
win the match overall to add another £500 
to the kitty!

We ended up with just over £3,000 
between us and a Maver waggler rod to boot. 
As we drove back to where we were staying in 
Pershore there was a sort of  stunned silence 
in the car, which as many people will know is 
not like Matt and me at all!

So far it is my biggest-ever match weight 
and my biggest-ever win. The thing that 
made success even sweeter for me was that it 
was a match I had won together with Matt, 
who as well as being my best mate has helped 
me enormously with my Þ shing. 

Once we got back to our digs, a nice Thai 
meal and a few pints of  lager went down a 
treat. It was all the more sweeter knowing 
we had to get up the next day and go Þ shing 
again. What a day it had been!

Tom with just part of 
his 202lb haul.

I was praying 
that our names 
wouldn’t be called 
out just yet.

Preparing to slip 
the net under 

another chunky 
Larford carp.
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