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Sunday, Sunday, Sunday for  most a day of rest, a day of recovery, reflection and a day of mundane routine well apar t for  a select 
few that is. Long before the aroma of coffee, bacon &  eggs filled the café’s around Br izzi the boys and I  were making a 
pilgr image in search of the exceptionally blue water  rumoured to have pushed in from out wide dur ing the week. 
 
These rumours were quickly confirmed as truths when I  fell into 32/33 
metres of water  being able to see the bottom clear ly. Finding 40 metres vis 
straight up I  just knew we were in for  a cracker . In a strange twist the 
hor izontal vis was actually less, this is an unusual situation but the result of a 
low lying sun and the top two metres of water  having a fair  amount of 
par ticles such as the jellyfish and macro plankton common near  the coast.  
 
With the water  being that clear  it was always going to be difficult to get close 
to fish, nice to dive in but hard to hunt. Sure enough we did sight several 
wahoo they were hanging back but Doug did manage to get close enough to 
spear  one, business as usual but these wahoo were all quite small, smaller  
than we are used to seeing. Our  presence in this spectacular  water  
unfor tunately was shor t lived as within a couple of dr ifts several sunday 
dr ivers ar r ived and began trolling around a dangerous situation in addition 
to these boats a couple of other  spearo boats that had also just arr ived, the 
whole area was fast becoming more populated by people than fish so I  was 
not too disappointed when we moved. 
 
Heading south to some shallower  reef our  focus turned to Mackerel, we 
hoped that maybe they would be bigger  than the hoo we had in the esky. This 
reef was fair ly busy too, we were surpr ised to see another  four  boats full of 
spearo’s join us after  only our  second dr ift. There were more boats out 
diving than I  have ever  seen before, we didn’ t recognise many of them too so 
perhaps Doug’s tireless effor ts at trying to conver t the fisherman is paying 
off, good to see some growth even if it does inconvenience us a bit as we had 
to move to another  location, not to worry we have a multitude of productive spots to hit. 
 
Because it was on the way to our  next spot we thought we would just quickly jump in on a small wreck lying on the sand. Hoping 
to find maybe a cobia or  possibly even a trout on the wreck we were just sur rounded by Estuary Cod everywhere, with the water  
so clear  I  took some pics the boys deciding not to take any of the cod they weren’ t on the list today. 
 
Some shallow diving was on the cards next as we had heard this 5 – 8 metre reef had been producing some unusually good fish. I t 
was an interesting dive, my ears decided to star t playing up so I  didn’ t want to tempt fate preferable to help spot Doug at finding 

the mangrove jacks we had noticed milling around in amongst the 
boulders in a bustling fashion like only they do. There was a good 
amount of life around the area and by providing assistance to Doug he 
was able to ping quite a few jacks the range on his 1.6 was making it a 
non contest, he then choked the rubbers and took one from a cave that 
had at least 5 wobbegongs in it. The wobbegongs didn’ t get a chance to 
have a go on the fish as Doug wisely extracted it pretty damn quickly. 
The cave however  provided some pretty good enter tainment for  in 
addition to the wobbies there were a couple of large rays and a very 
dense school of baitfish, these baitfish were being per iodically chomped 
by the gaping mouth of one large wobbie, with each lunge the shark 
would take dozens in one go very good to watch but you sometimes 
have to wonder  why the baitfish tempt fate by hanging around these 
sor ts of places. After  the jacks had been scattered far  and wide we 
decided to make our  way out a little deeper  to have a look at a pinnacle 
we hadn’ t dived for  a long time.  

 
The water  out wider  once again was also very clear , but there was 
not a great deal of fish life around say for  a few parrot fish.  I t was 
now Leo’s turn to steel the limelight although possibly for  the 
wrong reasons. Leo is a very gung ho character , one of those 
blokes that acts first then thinks later , pr ior  to this dive Leo had 
been in a nasty car  accident 9 months ear lier  and was unable to 
walk for  three months and having not dived since the accident so 
you could say he was out of form. In that situation most people 
would have just taken it easy r ight? Not Leo, he plunges head first 
into everything in life, I  would say its an admirable personality 
trait if it wasn’ t so stupid. Sometimes when Leo hits the water  I  
could swear  he leaves his mind cooling in the esky back on the 
boat. 
 
First up an innocent parrot was moving in underneath us, while 
the other  guys would not normally chase these fish from the 



sur face prefer r ing instead to target them if they happened by while they were resting on the bottom. Leo on the other  hand has a 
very different approach, when this parrot appeared underneath him 20 metres below he bolted down like a torpedo, he was going 
so fast Doug latter  descr ibed it to me as the ‘ fastest descent he had ever  seen in his life’ . Leo’s speed was such that I  think he may 
have created a subsonic bow wave aler ting the parrot to flinch at just the cr itical moment seeing the shaft crash into the reef 
beside it. The boys at the sur face were laughing their  heads off, 
next to us a couple of other  fishing boats anchored must have 
been wonder ing what the hell was going on. And well as if that 
wasn’ t enough moments latter  Leo was at it again, this time 
another  unfor tunate parrot same situation the exception being 
Leo managed to get the spear  into this one but unfor tunately it 
went down over  the front of a ledge and got stuck at 23 metres, 
with Leo frantically trying to free it. What happened next was 
even funnier  than the last dive, Leo was tugging on the spear  
when all of a sudden a light bulb went off in his head ‘oh crap I  
need to breathe’  he then dropped everything and began to race 
for  the sur face, his reaction was pr iceless probably because we 
were all waiting for  it, waiting at the sur face we were collectively 
thinking ‘any minute he is going to realise he is underwater ’  
which just made it all the funnier . 
 
Just when you thought the comedy session was over  wild man 
Leo decided he would bless us with an encore per formance. 
Once Leo had rested up he fired back down again this time, after  scanning for  fish he noticed an anchor  wedged in a crevasse at 
20 metres, I  guess it is pretty obvious what he was going to attempt, anchor  retr ieval. Leo finned across to the anchor , quickly 

freed it from the rocks and then began fighting his way to the sur face. 
Having picked up many anchors myself over  the years I  know it is fraught 
with danger , first you have to free the anchor  then carry the weight off the 
bottom which can be very difficult for  a number  of reasons the weight of the 
anchor  not only puts incredible strain on your  legs it also throws your  form 
out as you r ise, the size of the anchor  also creating incredible drag on ascent 
too. But probably the most dangerous thing about this task assuming 
everything is free would be the chain. The chain can be a huge problem 
because often it can weight equal to if not more than the anchor  itself, a less 
exper ienced diver  can fail to factor  that in. As one lifts the anchor  fur ther  
and fur ther  off the bottom more and more of the chain becomes dead weight 
in the water , the load increases with every metre climbed, every metre where 
precious oxygen is depleted by pumping thigh muscles such was the case 
with Leo. He was approaching the last six or  seven metres and began to look 
tired from where I  was Doug must have noticed this too so he joined him by 
grabbing the anchor  and assisting with the last few metres something which 
Leo definitely needed. They broke the sur face together  with Leo gasping for  
air  he had definitely pushed himself on that one yet again. Doug’s reward for  
helping Leo was to have the anchor  knock his weight belt off sending it 
quickly to the bottom 22 metres below, for tunately while the boys were 
putting the Anchor  in the boat Greg made a few dives and found the belt 
br inging that back from depth too, our  day of Spear fishing had suddenly 
turned into a day of anaerobic weight training. 
 
After  that session of weight training and crazy assed diving we spent a bit of 
time in the boat as we steamed south to some shallow reefs. By now Leo was 

finished for  the day, he had pushed his un dive fit body to its limit and very 
near ly beyond that limit, he would be boatie for  the remainder  of the day. 
Hats off to him for  getting back into it, I  suppose every boat needs a loose 
cannon to keep things interesting besides inspector  clueless had now coined 
the new phrase ‘amateur  hour ’ . 
 
With the boat anchored the rest of us leapt over  for  a bit of a play, a relaxing 
depth of about 12 metres after  the twenty metre stuff we had just come from. 
You have to travel a bit in this area to find the fish they seem to be in pockets 
but today with the visibility fair ly good it didn’ t take long to find a little 
horde of Tuskies, the forecast turned poor  for  these fish as a shower  of steel 
began to fall from the skies. While we were dealing with the tuskies a large 
ray moved gracefully underneath us leading several small cobia, Greg was 
ready to go and he wasted no time getting down next to the ray plugging the 
cobia presenting the cleanest shot something to always be mindful of in these 
situations.  Greg dealt with his fish while slowing fining forward as he 
attempted to keep the ray in his sight not an easy thing to do while killing 
and str inging a pelagic but he managed in turn this granted him another  
oppor tunity, the man cer tainly is an efficient reaper . 
 
The boys spread out a bit in the shallows, there was a fair  amount of bait 
around so they were keen on locating some Spaniards, it just had that feel 
about it. The next hour  didn’ t produce anything, the bait continued to go 
about their  business without being harassed, however  things were about to 
change. First Doug received a visit from a Spaniard just and so did Greg 



both putting shots seeing the mackies racing away, the little fellas sure can run. The lads killed their  fish Doug deciding to swim 
his over  to the boat while Greg strung his on the r ig line, this would later  prove to be a mistake. After  another  ten minutes had 
passed I  had jumped back in the boat when I  looked over  to see Greg’s float behaving strangely, the torpedo shaped float was 
pointing straight for  the sky it was pretty obvious a shark must have taken a fancy to something attached to it namely Greg’s 
mackerel. The shark actually ended up taking a decent bite from the fish, I  would say about half of it was gone from the tail up, 
the bite radius giving an indication the shark was cer tainly a descent size as the fish was more or  less cut straight across rather  
than moon shaped. Before Greg could get over  to save his fish another  school of Spaniards came cruising in so he dipped down 
and plugged the fish, the run of the macky pulled the float and half mackerel along past Greg, at least he could keep an eye on it 
this way. Meanwhile the same school had unluckily also cruised past Doug whom decided to add another  fish to his belt. So after  

the first hour  of no action a few br ief exciting 
moments had seen 3 ½ mackerel end up in the 
esky, just goes to show if there is some bait 
around it’s only a matter  of time before 
something finds it so its wor th hanging in there. 
 
We hoped to the next reef as it was on the way 
home, it was also home to a nice horde of 
crayfish which we worked on over  the next 30 
mins gather ing a tasty platter  for  later  in the 
evening. As we searched deep into the rocks we 
discovered one of the cray holes also housed a 
purple cod, Doug handing out an eviction notice 
cour tesy of his Edge speargun. With the esky in 
good shape we then pulled up to the beach 
inside moreton bay to relax for  a moment and 
sor t the gear  out, another  lazy sunday in 
paradise had come to an end.  
 
 
 
 
 

 


