
Bir thday Black 
By Brett Craik 

 

What do most people do on their  bir thday? get drunk?, socialise? not me I  take the day off work to join my hard core blue water  hunting 
cousins Doug and Daniel Hanning on a spear fishing extravaganza in pursuit of large pelagic fish, that’s what I  do on my bir thday! 
 
Launching the boat we ran for  over  an hour  to reach the target area, jumping in the water  was not great it was in fact greenish in colour  
but we could actually see a fair  distance, enough to work with anyhow. I  was on camera to begin with, I  dropped the flasher  down and the 
response was almost instantaneous a large school of Giant Trevelly rose up br iefly they were then replaced by a large impressive Bull 
Shark, towards his back half a reasonably sized Golden Trevelly was rubbing itself against the beast, incredible to watch this sor t of 
interaction I  could not help but wonder  if at times the Bull gets pissed off and swings around chomping or  perhaps they like the attention. 
 
All this had been happening while the guys had been pissing around trying to get their  guns and r igs in order , I  was worr ied they were 
going to miss the show, but for  the most par t they only missed the first scene the second began in spectacular  fashion as cobia began 
streaming up from the depths in all directions, they were everywhere but not real big most of them were between 5 – 10 kilos. They were 
however  proving to be quite aware of us, every time the boys made a dive on them they would each descend quickly until eventually they 
had all vanished. To counter -act the cobia’s shyness we began the second dr ift fur ther  up current giving us more time to prepare. The plan 
worked per fectly, as the cobia suddenly emerged all around us once again the boys dropped and let fly, Doug smashed his cobia r ight 
through the spine he was going nowhere, unfor tunately Dan’s new slip tip failed after  he put the entire spear  through the centre of the fish, 
Dan quickly went back to the old flopper  system.  
 
On the next dr ift both Doug and Dan slammed cobia, I  was r iding their  shoulder  
each time collecting some solid death blows on film. While the boys were 
handling their  fish so I  thought ‘ lets see what’s down below’  I  dived to about 25 
metres hitting the bottom when I  looked to me left I  saw a large bull shark 
moving off fur ther  into deep water  and taking a rather  large cobia with him, I  
have always wanted to shoot one off the back of a big shark just to see the 
reaction pity I  did not have a weapon, I  then looked to my r ight and was met 
with an inspir ing sight of countless cobia moving br iskly along a nice drop-off, its 
times like these you really wish you had a gun in your  hand.  By now I  was 
getting a little bit itchy, I  wanted a bir thday fish and I  wanted one now damn it. I  
dumped the camera in the boat and grabbed my favoured 1.5 metre carbon fibre 
edge gun, its Showtime I  thought to myself.  
 
After  sufficient time in the water  the dive reflex was in full swing enabling me to 
per form some deeper longer  dives. One challenging aspect of diving in deep water , strong current areas in the middle of nowhere is 
selecting the appropr iate time to make your  dive thus allowing the diver  to hit the pr ime position on the reef below, this is made even more 
difficult on the less than desirable vis days such as this one. For tunately through exper ience we have developed a sense of where we are by 
sounder  reading, GPS marks, understanding how far  forward the drop point is and how fast the current is moving, if you get it wrong you 
end up in no man’s land with no fish. 

 
On this dr ift I  was able to do one shallow dive to 15 metres, then sur facing allowing 
enough time to prepare for  the plunge into the zone. The time was r ight, down I  went 
descending to 15 before I  could see the bottom, then things got interesting, it was the 
per fect dive r ight on the drop, r ight where the fish were. Jobies! Four  very large Green 
Job fish stole my attention around the 13 – 14 kilo mark which is pretty huge for  this 
species, they were hover ing r ight over  the lip as I  approached they moved off the front 
and began dropping deeper . I  followed them but was losing ground and things were 
getting a little deep at 27 metres I  thought better  of it and began r ising, a fun and 
challenging dive but no bir thday fish………yet. 
 
Back on the frontline for  the next sweeping dr ift we had the flasher  set at about 10 
metres below us, I  had just done a shallow dive hanging at about 13 – 14 metres 
waiting, anticipating but nothing, I  sur faced and began prepar ing for  a deeper dive to 
check the reef far  below.  I  suddenly picked up something out of the corner  of my eye I  
looked straight at it and then looked away, it simply did not register  then somewhere in 
the deep recesses of the mind something clicked ‘Holy Sh* t that’s a MARLIN’  I  needed 
no fur ther  prompting I  ducked and was underway as I  plunged under  the sur face I  
looked to my left knowing that Dan was close but he was a few metres back and as I  
would later  learn he or iginally thought at first it was just a shark. Too late I  was now 
mercilessly closing the gap at rapid speed, the Mar lin turned slightly, lifting its 
incredible frame and waving a magnificent sword in defiance it truly was a breath 
taking sight and an awe-inspir ing moment everything seemed to happen at slow motion, 
the gun tracking from r ight to left running up the entirety of this magnificent fish as he 
shaped for  depar ture, I  knew it was now or  never  letting fly dr iving 26 years of thunder 
into the lateral line of the Mighty Black Mar lin. 

 



As the spear  struck I  thought to myself ‘ that fish was fur ther  away than I  thought’ , I  also thought ‘ that fish is bigger  than I  thought’  but 
thinking went straight out the door  at this point as the Mar lin exploded in a sensational run that would leave most Wahoo for  dead, he 
turned and headed straight for  Dan in the water  it all happened so 
fast Dan kicked back in time and avoided being cracked open like a 
tin can by a mere 2 metres. Dan thought quickly and unclipped his 
r ig clipping it on the back of my float as it ran past us we now had 
two large compressed air  floats on and 80 metres of combined r ig, 
Doug pulled up in the boat attracted by Dan yelling ‘Brett just shot a 
Mar lin!!!!’  Doug threw over  three floats which I  clipped on to Dan’s 
r ig just as it roared off. We could not keep up so I  we leapt in the 
boat and began the chase, the mar lin now stepped up several gears it 
was absolutely humming the floats were sur fing from one wave to the 
next. Doug floored it and got up beside the gun which was bouncing 
from wave to wave also, the Mar lin reacted to the boat by diving, 
Dan and I  jumped in now I  had a second gun, but the Mar lin 
sur faced again and began running again not as fast this time. I  tr ied 
for  at least 15 minutes flat tack kicking to catch him but all I  could 
see in the distance was a mighty blue glinting tail , here I  was dolphin 
kicking as hard as possible doing probably 10 kicks for  every 2 
sweeps of that huge moon shaped tail yet I  could at best hold the gap 
and I  didn’ t have a spear  in me, incredible just incredible. The 
Mar lin then bolted again, the first float r ipping past my head, I  said 
to myself ‘you have got to be joking’  oh well back to the boat round 
one to the Mar lin. The Mar lin dived again so we jumped back in I  
could not see him or  the gun, I  was now so tired that I  could barely 
get to 3 metres without feeling weak. I  began pulling up the r ig but in 
the process I  would be getting pulled down, in retrospect this was 
because the fish was dead or  dying, I  was not sure so I  sent Dan down 
to place a second shot to secure the deal, Dan made a dive to 19 
metres and placed a weak shot as he was feeling fatigued like me, he 
almost blacked out on the way back up.  The shot was in thou, sor t 
of, so I  began the arduous job of pulling up the dead Mar lin lying 
broadside, that drained the remaining energy from me for tunately 
the last 10 metres were easy as the bladder  expanded. The grand fish 
began to form below us as it rose, as the seconds ticked by the fish got 
larger  and larger  and larger , my jaw dropped as it broke the sur face 
next to me, after  such a tor r id battle the huge fish was lying motionless belly up, I  swam over  and wrapped my arms as far  as I  could 

around the huge frame, ‘ thank you’  I  thought to myself. Dan 
was ecstatic he had front row seats for  the shot and was there 
for  the fight r ight up to the finale he had the energy to celebrate 
I  on the other  hand was completely shot so I  was more subdued 
besides I  knew I  had to get it in the boat and that was going to 
be a mission. 
 
Doug leapt in with the still camera leaving his gir lfr iend as 
boatie, with Dan on the video camera it was Hollywood time. 
Taking the photos and film proved very awkward, I  was 
struggling to manoeuvre the fish, the water  was greenish too 
which never  makes for  great photos but we did get some 
awesome video at one point I  am holding the fish by the bill and 
then swim over  to the tail giving an idea of the size. 
 
As I  suspected getting the fish in the boat proved to be no easy 
task it was however  made easier  by the boat being an 
aluminium pontoon kiwi boat, truly the best spear fishing boat I  
have ever  had the pleasure of diving in. Dan pulled on the bill 
while I  pushed from the water  in truth Dan did bear  the brunt 
of that job.   
 
After  a few more photo’s we decided to head home as we had 
some work ahead of us, just as we were leaving bait fish were 
leaping everywhere ‘was there another?’  The r ide back felt like 
a dream, in-fact the whole exper ience still feels like a dream to 
this day, if it is please don’ t wake me. The fish was officially 
weighed at 135.2 kilos, my rather  inventive uncle then built a 
massive smoker  in the backyard, to this day we are still eating 
smoked black mar lin it truly is fantastic. 
 
What a day! what a fish! thanks to the boys and the team, 
what’s in store for  next year? I  don’ t know perhaps a Blue!!!  
 

 

 

 


