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Late January is obviously a very warm time of year up the Qld Coast, the water is warm, the air temp is warm and the sun relentlessly 
beats down taking no prisoners. Not only is there the burn of the sun to contend with there is also a persistently reoccurring problem in 
the warmer months of a jellyfish influx. 
 
Ducking out of the office a little early on Friday afternoon I whisked 
through the CBD picking up old mate Daniel Skinner on the way as 
we made a bolt to try and get ahead of the traffic heading north to 
the Great Barrier Reef. Doug was already up there with his old man 
and Greg Thomas another one of the cronies, much to our jealousy 
they had already spent a day on the reef already. 
 
Keen to get up there and catch some shut eye before what would no 
doubt be a long and arduous Saturday we hastily sped north taking 
only brief stops as required including a call from Doug whom filled 
us in on the day’s proceedings. It seemed the boys had speared a 
heap of trout and picked up some Spaniards, the only problem was 
Doug said it was very hot out there, so hot in-fact that he had been 
struck down with heat stroke. Unable to move he had spent quite a 
few hours lying on floor of the boat periodically vomiting. Most 
concerning news for two air conditioned office boys to receive 
especially considering Doug works in the heat everyday. 
 
Arriving close to 10pm everyone was already in bed so we crept in and tried to go to sleep in the very cramped accommodation, so 
cramped I felt like I was on a hot sweaty submarine. Consequently the morning greeted me with a groggy lack of sleep feeling common 
with these trips, but fortunately it was raining outside helping to cool things down. 

 
The boat ramp was fairly busy a sign that many people had cottoned on to the fact it 
was going to be a pearla of a day out there. After a swift launch we passed the 
headland and roared off across very flat seas the trip was definitely going to be 
quicker than normal. Some time later we pulled up at the reef, the clouds having long 
since departed with the sun beginning to grasp at any exposed skin, it was time for 
some sun cream before we got our gear in order.  
 
Immediately hitting the water it felt warm around 26/27 degrees according to my 
watch, the 3mm top with lycra was more than enough for this temp. After a few 
moments scanning around we quickly realised the top few metres were the domain of 
the jellyfish, there were masses of them everywhere, technically speaking a smack of 
jellyfish. One thing I have noticed in the water over the past few years is the increased 
numbers of Jellyfish I have been seeing and feeling, even around Brisbane at times 
they have hit there like a wall of jelly. The rapid increase in Jellies is of major 
concern in the scientific community as they firmly believe this is attributable to 
mankind’s impact on marine life. The Jellies may merely be taking the place of 
already over fished creatures since they feed on the same kinds of prey as adult and 
young fishes so if the fish are removed from the equation jellies are likely to move in. 
Another strong contributing factor is the increased nutrients in the water ascribed to 
agricultural runoff, this is because those ecosystems with high levels of nutrients 
provide nourishment for the small organisms on which the Jellies feed. Often this 
occurs in waters with low oxygen levels which favour Jellies as they can thrive in less 
oxygen-rich water than fish can tolerate. A recent study off conducted off the African 

coast discovered that Jellyfish had actually overtaken fish in terms of the biomass they contribute to this specific area studied. Some have 
referred to it as a devolution of the ocean seeing it revert from higher organisms to more basic organisms, of course my uncle would 
always prefers to take the opposite opinion of the mainstream thinking and would suggest rather that it is in fact evolution if the Jellyfish 
win in the end anyway since they are therefore better adapted to the dynamic environment. 
 
Pushing through the Jellies we were met with some rather filthy water, 
filthy of course being a relative term it was around 15 metres which is 
quite poor for the reef. That sort of visibility makes it quite difficult 
especially when you are trying to hit the bommies and ledges off the 
dropoff. Visibility aside the first reef we went to had no fish around 
anyway so not a hell of a lot was hitting the esky, its like that up there 
sometimes the reefs tend to get hammered a lot more than the used to 
with the increasing population and also people in general seem to have 
larger boats these days with a longer reach. 
 
With a lack of significant fish around I made my way into the shallows 
to take some pictures and film of the smaller colourful fish we often 
swim past without even casting a glance. I was able to film all manner of 
fish life in only 3 to 4 metres of water which was nice and easy a casual 
frolic if you will. 
 



The small fish/shallow diving only holds my attention span for a short while 
before I am always lured back out towards the drop in search of bigger action. To 
this accord I made the drop where the other guys were working, slim pickings for 
sure out there with only a couple of trout being picked up but fortunately in being 
there I was able to film some of this action.  One strong gauge as to how things 
are going in the water is the behaviour in the boat, when nothing much seems to 
be going on the shenanigans always increase as we lose focus, it’ s a direct 
correlation and one that was fully evident today. 
 
Diving down in one of the many gutters that run from the exposed reef to the 
drop I came within centimetres of two turtles with the camera before noticing a 
shape behind them move. Poking my head around the side of the camera housing 
I caught side of solid cod moving 
with purpose gliding its way over 
to a small cave before turning in 

and disappearing. Although fish on coral reefs often can magically disappear in caves when 
you think there is no way out I could tell this one was a dead end so I called over Doug. I 
descended to the side of the cave hoping to get a side on shot with Doug approaching to the 
front. I didn’ t know at this point but Doug could only see a small fraction of the fish and he 
had not seen it swimming in the open like I had. The fish was bigger than the typical 2 – 3 
kg trout he had been shooting so he got a shock after he fired as a twisting writhing cod 
around 10 - 12 kilos emerged from the cave making a mess out of his equipment. Doug 
blurted to me “why didn’ t you warn me, I would have otherwise placed a better shot”  Oh 
well the bent spear was able to be straightened and the fish was in the boat so that’s the 
main thing. 
 
Moving along the reef the boys discovered more fish were in the shallows than out deeper, 
its funny how it goes like that sometimes. They began diving in about 4 – 6 metres on top 
of a few ridges spearing a few trout before trouble arrived in the form of a couple of 
whalers. The two sharks began drifting in and out having a look, surveying the situation 
they knew we were hunting and they wanted a piece of the action, patiently they bided their 
time. 
 

The guys speared a couple more before and would have thrown them in the 
boat had it not appeared that the two sharks had vanished, so they 
continued on the hunt. This complacency was a mistake as the sharks 
returned at lightning speed one struck a fish on the Doug’s line severing it 
and sending his catch flying in all directions. With one trout disappearing 
down the throat and another falling to the reef covered in lacerations I 
quickly got down there forcing the sharks to back down giving me some 
time to gather 
up the fish or at 
least what was 
left of them, all 
fun and games I 
love the 
competition for 
food in the 
ocean. 

 
Life in the boat on this day was very warm, there was absolutely no wind to 
speak of and with the sun reflecting off the glassy ocean Doug snr our boatie 
now began to resemble an eastern rock lobster as we downed some more 
water and plied ourselves with more sun cream to try and avoid that half 
moon forehead burn you get with wetsuits. 
 

Time was leaving us as we decided to have one last crack in the 
shallows, it’ s always nice to round out with some shallow 
diving as you tend to get too tired by the end of the day for the 
deep stuff. To be truthful there was not much going on in the 
shallow bommies, Skinner resorted to humming a tune in his 
snorkel as his mind began to wander which I could hear and tap 
along to. Just as it appeared we were done for the day we found 
a ridge in about 12/13 metres covered in bait. It was worth a 
look anyway as both of us descended upon it as the bait opened 
up for us with the top metre of the reef fairly thick with bait we 
scanned around figuring that surely something would be here 
for a bite. Scanning around we noticed some movement in the 
bait before an amberjack came cruising in, not really concerned 
with the bait the amberjack was more interested in these strange 
gangly dark shapes clumsily moving along the reef towards it. 
As the fish moved in sufficiently close enough Skinner put in a 
crippling shot and that was the end of that.   
 
The next day we ventured out only half as far since we still had 



to drive back to Brisbane at the end of the dive.  Diving a smallish reef rising to around 19 – 20 metres in current with roughly 15 metres 
vis is always going to be a difficult prospect but when you have no other options you just have to push the tempo. 
 
Leaping over just at the sun began to peak over the clouds on the horizon the chilling sight of many very large jellyfish with tentacles 
extending 3 to 4 metres in all directions was there for all to see. They were in every direction you pretty much could not look anywhere in 
the top 8 or so metres without having them in the fore or background. We felt the burn throughout the day as these tentacles inevitable 
found their way across the exposed skin on our faces, if you get hit in the wrong place damn it hurts and leaves a mark too. 
 
With the current running nicely across this reef the conditions looked a bit 
mackish to me and sure enough within the first drift a macky was sighted 
Doug chasing this one down and placing a mid body shot from about a 45 
degree angle the fish unable to put up any descent resistance. Doug then 
followed this up with another Spaniard almost straight after he boated the 
first one.  
 
Floating in amongst the sea of jelly there were several sea snakes 
periodically rising from the reef to get air before returning for the hunt, its 
funny I don’ t mind snakes at all as I am happy to touch them and film 
them while some of the other guys can’ t stand being near them extending 
their guns in a fending off position. One large jellyfish then took a shine to 
the flasher and fully wrapped itself around it, looked like it was trying to 
eat it, we decided not to touch it instead we hoped the jelly would find it 
not to its taste and move on. 
 
Ten minutes into the next drift we discovered a nice ledge at 21 metres it 
was very hard to stay on it but worth it as the place was crawling with reef 
fish, the boys picked up a few trout here in some challenging diving 
having to swim at the surface before diving always makes it hard to hit 20. 
After the boys pulled a number of fish Skinner got in on the action 
plugging a very nice tusky which he quickly killed and placed on his line 
before it was suddenly ripped apart from a powerful whaler that tore his 
rig in two and stole the fish which totally pissed Skinner off as he worked 
damn hard to get that fish, bloody freeloading sharks! With a few more 
sharks appearing any speared fish would now become vulnerable since we 
had to fight to get to them in the first place so we decided it was time to 
head back in and get started on our journey back to Brisbane carrying our 
burnt, stung and blistering skin with us.  
  
 
 
 
 
 


