
Kings &  Cobes 
By Doug Hanning 

 
Strong nor ther ly winds had kept us high and dry for  quite some time, well when I  say quite some time I  mean two weeks, that’s 
an eternity for  addicts like us, so we were very keen to get back to the frontline ASAP, especially after  all repor ts had suggested 
good numbers of cobia were being caught offshore. 
 
As the days past our  patience waned and we began to get edgy, when a midweek forecast came in as not too bad, the temptation 
proved too much and subsequently work was 
postponed and a dive organised, some days its 
very handy being self employed. 
 
The next morning as the sun rose over  an 
inviting liquid hor izon we found ourselves 
sucking up the invigorating salty air  mentally 
prepar ing ourselves for  what would no doubt be 
a long arduous day, just the way we like it. My 
brother  and I  were for tunate enough to have 
recruited the old man as boatie today leaving us 
with two in the water , one camera &  one gun. 
 
Jumping in first up we were met with some 
poor ish quality water  maybe around 14 metres 
max and a darkish colour  too, the reduced 
visibility would prove to be a significant 
hindrance throughout the day, as diving blind on 
20 metre reefs tends to result in not hitting the 
correct structure or  mistiming on par ticular  fish 
only to see numerous tails flicking away in the 
distance, we were going to have to work harder .  
 
Still bear ing the conditions in mind it did not take too long before we both got on to some fish, managing to pick up quite a few 
tasty parrots and gold spot wrasse. Interested to see what else was around we began to litre the area with bur ley, the response 
was almost instantaneous the problem was they were all small however  there is something to be said for  watching dozens of 
veracious juvenile snapper  feeding. Damn those little tykes go hard when there on the chew, great to watch from such a close 
distance too, the stocks for  the future look very strong. After  it became evident we would not be able to raise anything of 
significance from the depths we decided to make a move, got to keep moving. 
 
The next couple of reefs produced nil as well after  we worked them pretty damn hard for  an hour  or  two. We then made the 
rather  obvious decision to check out a nearby spot where we had seen cobia at on previous occasions, it just made sense. 

 
From the sur face we could not see the 
bottom typical of the day really it was 
not until half way down both Dan and 
myself, being on his shoulder  with the 
camera, noticed a school of dark shapes 
below us began to take form, Cobia!  
 
I  just love diving in Br isbane where 
anything can happen from one minute to 
the next or  one dive to the next. I t was 
truly an impressive sight as the school 
defensively split in two they only br iefly 
continued to saunter  around before 
eventually becoming disconcer ted by our  
presence as they began to flick glide and 
turn in that distinctively cobia fashion. 
Dan held his line and made his selection 
on what was probably the largest fish he 
could potentially reach from his cur rent 
position before making his shot. The 
Cobia ran pretty hard initially before 
allowing Dan to pull him nearer  the 
sur face with relative ease, this is a 
common cobia tr ick they are just waiting 

until you try to grab them. Sure enough the fish went crazy at the sur face sending the shaft flying in all directions like a sword, I  
had foreseen this action so I  had already collected a second reel gun from the boat. I  plugged him again which only served to 
fur ther  enrage him more sending him off on another  tumbling run, it would prove to be another  10 – 15 minutes before he was 
completely subdued. Dan was pretty happy with him as he came in at 24.5 kilos who wouldn’ t be, not a bad size or  at least that is 
what we thought at that point. The Drama had rattled the other  Cobia to the point where we didn’ t stand a chance at landing 
another  one, it was time to move again and time to alternate gun and camera. 
 
The next reef proved to be similar  in fish and vis just like the morning reefs we had hit, it took several deep dives before I  finally 
got on to a gold spot trevelly r ight on the bottom. Initially I  thought he was a golden as he had all the same colours.  Just as I  had 



placed that fish in the boat in came an aggressive 
kingfish, he came r ight up next to me, I  instinctively 
extended and fired smashing the fish broadside. Dan was 
r ight there with me to witness the spear  shoot r ight 
through and out the other  side followed by an explosion 
of blood. He put up some resistance after  that but the shot 
was cr itical and within a few moments he joined the 
trevelly in the Icey-tek. 
 
With the day coming to an end we were beginning to head 
back in when the old man noticed something myster ious 
on the sounder  which he wanted us to check out. Straight 
away we could see it was an old wreck holding plenty of 
bait on it, things look fair ly fishy even more so when I  
turned to see a 30 plus kilo cobia swimming up off the 
structure for  a look at us, I  couldn’ t believe it! 
Immediately I  began yelling at Dan to load the gun as I  
only had a camera. As fate would have it just as Dan 
loaded the gun the Dyneema spectra cut inside the rubber  
on the brass ball sending the gun but cannoning into his 
chest at a forceful rate. The blow winded him, leaving 
him wheezing while flounder ing on the sur face like a 
whale caught in shark nets. The cobia turned and moved 
away unharmed, now that’s one lucky fish, what are the 
odds of that happening  r ight at that moment, still at least 
we had some fish by that point and more impor tantly we 
had found a new wreck in about 20 metres a nice 
comfor table depth to hunt. 
 


