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By Doug Hanning 

 
I  love to hunt Spanish mackerel! They hold such esteem among spearo’s in Australia and par ticular ly Queensland where the 
major ity are shot, perhaps it is their  ability to suddenly appear  from nowhere, the way they slide through the water  seemingly 
without effor t, that shimmer ing sexy sleek body, the presence they have, the power ful fight, the small oppor tunity they give the 
diver  or  just they way they taste fresh. I  don’ t think I  could capture or  truly define it but whatever  it is I  love it! 
 
My brother  and I  were joined by the landlocked Daniel Skinner  on this expedition; the conditions were great which was both 
good and bad. Good in the sense we had a flat ocean and very clear  water  to hunt for  mackerel which were being repor ted in 
good numbers offshore, bad because we just knew there would be dozens of boats trolling in the one par ticular  hot spot we 
wanted to hit, a recurr ing problem as Br isbane population continues to grow and with it the popular ity of offshore fishing. Not 
that we ever  considered not hitting that spot it was just going to have to be a case of the boatie using the boat as a shield from the 
other  trolling vessels some of whom at times fail to look forward rather  spending most of their  time looking back towards the 
lines, a very dangerous practice for  us anyway. 
 

Getting out there ear ly we had the 
location to ourselves for  the first par t 
of the day we knew this would not last 
so we got star ted with the first dr ift in 
the 30 metres visibility, I  immediately 
had a feeling it was going to be a good 
day. My brother  and I  were in the 
water  first up, eagle to find some fish 
before the Br isbane armada ar r ived, 
for tunately we got on to a few quickly. 
We were both diving well today hitting 
20 metres straight up where we 
managed to spear  a few parrotfish on 
the first dr ift, their  good for  the pallet, 
we noticed a few trevelly dur ing the 
dr ift but that was all in terms of 
pelagics for  now. By the time we got 
back in the boat and headed back to 
the star t of the dr ift the armada had 
ar r ived and we were surrounded by 
boats zipping everywhere. We knew we 
could not stay here long so we said last 
dr ift before moving on, my brother  
took the helm while Daniel Skinner  
joined me in the water  for  what was 
soon to become an action packed dr ift. 

 
Dan provided some bur ley from the boat, which I  let sink far  below 
me. Then with the sound of outboards r inging in my ears I  
descended and was swallowed up by the blue expanse, dropping 
down to 22 metres I  hung there as long as I  could the bottom was 
clear ly visible down a little deeper  still at 32 – 35 metres. I t was a 
pleasure to hang in such beautiful water , the conditions cer tainly 
encouraging a longer  dive time, I  waited and waited for  some time in 
the bur ley but nothing appeared and being at the full extent of my 
breathhold I  began to return to the sur face still scanning as I  rose 
from the depths. About half way up I  looked down to see the 
strangest shape pointed directly up at me, I  had to breathe so I  kept 
going but it looked like a small tuna swimming directly up at me. I  
hit the sur face and quickly gathered another  fix before duck diving 
down once more taking the target head on, a target which was still 
r ising, the fish then turned its head showing itself fully it was then I  
suddenly realised what I  was facing a very large Spaniard! I t had 
looked like a tuna as it had been directly facing me never  seen that 
before, but now it showed me its full broadside and I  was already on 
course for  a shot from fair ly close range. I  tr ied to aim precisely for  
the spine mid body, the safe shot, however  I  obviously was off the 
mark as the fish went ballistic tear ing off at an incredible pace. The 
run was unbelievable, sometimes it is very easy to forget just how 
power ful Spanish mackerel can be when you are usually spear ing 10 
– 15 kilo fish this one was bigger  and stronger . I  began to freestyle 
after  my float for  the mean time I  had totally forgotten about the 
trolling boats and the danger  they presented par ticular ly in this 
situation, my thinking was my brother  in the boat will pick up 
Daniel Skinner  and follow to shield me, I  did not realise that it was 
not going to work out that way.  
 



Little did I  know that when I  had shot the Spaniard Daniel skinner  had just seen a school of a dozen eagle rays move in 
underneath us, he thought he would check them out before giving me assistance. As skinner  approached the rays he could see a 
cobia was sandwiched in between them he levelled out and carefully selected his shot by making sure the spear  would not collide 
with any wingtips he let fire str iking the cobia with a good solid shot. Skinner  was trying to subdue the fish as I  continued to 
freestyle after  the float, I  began yelling back to the boat for  
assistance but I  could see that was going to be some time 
coming. I t was then a very large cat passed quite close to 
me in the water  so I  thought I  have to get to the float at 
least that will a better  chance of being seen. I  had to call 
back on my tr iathlon days to dig in and finally catch the 
br ight yellow float. The feeling of relief when I  finally had a 
hold of the float was fleeting as I  suddenly thought to 
myself “ now what?”  I  decided I  had to hold on to the float 
for  safety reasons which meant I  was going to have to apply 
pressure on the Spaniard not something I  ever  like to do 
unless a shark is involved. The Spaniard obviously felt the 
added pressure of my body weight so it turned it up and 
went on another  power ful run dragging me along with him. 
I  was yelling back to the boat for  assistance but I  was 
getting that far  away I  did not know if they could hear  me, 
some of the boats trolling around in the immediate vicinity 
could definitely hear  as the looked over  wonder ing what 
the hell was going on, they probably thought I  was being 
attacked by a shark.  
 

Meanwhile back on the boat skinner  had thrown in the cobia which was 
nowhere near  dead as Dan later  told me, the fish was thrashing around like 
crazy leaping a full metre off the deck of the boat and that was with the shaft 
still in it! There were a few boats gathered in amazement attracted by all the 
commotion. I t was not a safe boat to be in at that time as everything was 
being torn apar t and covered in blood, as Skinner  was trying to club the 
cobia to death as he could not hold it still enough to knife it. My brother  Dan 
eventually said stuff it I  have to go get Doug and off he went banging all the 
way over  to me while Skinner  finally fell down on top of the cobia pinning it 
with his modest frame he was able to get a knife in it, but not without injury 
to himself.  
 
By the time the guys got over  there I  had managed to pull the fish a little 
closer , close enough to enable a second shot to be taken by Skinner  once he 
got back in the water . With the second shot in I  was able to pull the fish into 
my waiting arms where I  filled with a sense of ‘about freaking time’  I  was 
still in shock at just how hard the fish had fought but to hold a 26 kilo 
Spaniard at the end made the whole battle wor th it. After  taking a few pics 
we moved away from the crowd to dive for  shallow reefies in peace, had 
enough of ballistic fish for  one day. 


