e last time I fished a canal
was in 2000. I remember it
like it was yesterday. It was a
big match — Division One National,
Leeds and Liverpool at Wigan. I was
pégged on a featureless stretch; there
weren’t any trees, just grassy banks.
There weren’t any fish either, except
for a few micro-roach and a 11b eel,
which ensured good points for my
team. The gentleman pegged next
to me was, apparently, a local expert.
He looked like Jesus and said one
word to me all day, as he walked
= past on the way back to the coach:
“Enthralling!” Priceless!
_ That was it, I vowed, no more
nationals and no more canals. I could
think of better things to do with my
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valuable fishing time.

That was until last week. Nine
years on, it was time to take the
plunge again. This time, though, I
would choose where to go... and it
wasn’t the Leeds and Liverpool.

England’s longest canal is the
Grand Union, created in the 1920s
as an amalgamation of several
old canals to connect the cities of
London and Birmingham. Surely
there’d be something here to
rekindle my enthusiasm for this
network of underfished waterways?

Twelve miles of the canal around
here is controlled by Luton Angling
Club, a progressive association with a
superb website (www.lutonac.org), and

it’s all fishable on a /5 day ticket.

With fish welfare in mind, keepnéts :

are banned during April and May on
the canal.

A few telephone calls later, 1
was on my way to the Grand
Union, near Leighton Buzzard
in Bedfordshire. It’s called The
Mudflats at Bridge 108. The name
doesn’t exactly conjure up idyllic
images of Middle England, but I was
ensured that with a bit luck, I would
catch some of the bream the Grand
Union is famous for.

Actually, I needn’t have worried
about the surroundings. The canal
here is beautiful, with trees, bushes,
brambles, bends and a towpath that
made the considerable walk to our
swims a doddle. The towpath is part




