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Summer is in full swing and the fish are in thick. If you are able 

to make to the awesome tournaments lined up represent the 

Neptunes well. I look forward to more action packed stories 

from the group. Please send me your photos and write-ups. 

There are rivers of tuna flowing, yt boiling, dorado drifting, and 

wsb cruising. Get out there and enjoy this amazing year we are 

being gifted. 
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August 2017 Trident 

Attention Members: 

I need your help to make the newsletter a monthly 

success. Needing reports, pics, and videos. LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

happy with this edition and I hope you all enjoy it as much 

as I ƘŀǾŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ 

there have been many more fish to hit the deck. The 

bluewater meet was a great turn out. With the Yellowtail 

Round Up just around the corner this event is going to be 

one to clear the calendar for on Sept 9th. Cash prize for 

ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǾƛōŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ƴƛǎǎ ƛǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƳŜ ȅŜǘ 

ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǎǘƻǇ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ ƘƛΦ LΩƳ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻŦŦ 

the 405 fwy at Spear America South Bay. Running a shop 

has left me very dry, but I was fortunate to get a dive in 

for the bluewater meet, and I really enjoyed seeing 

everyone at the weigh in. 
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Presidents Message 

Hey fellow Neptunes,  

I hope you all are haǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ²{. ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

islands. And oh, them Tuna! I know some of you have scored on that action as well ς LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƛŎǎΣ ƘŜŀǊŘ 

some stories. The 2017 Bluewater Meet is now in the history books. Lots of nice fish were brought to the winners 

ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ άƴŜǿέ LǎǘƘƳǳǎ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ CŀǘƘƻƳƛŜǊǎ ǘƘǊŜǿ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǳƴǘƭŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƭŜǘǎ ƎŜǘ ŜƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƻƴŜΗ 

Our brother Byron has fought the battle of his life in the past month after a major coronary event. He looked over 

the edge, but stepped back from it. The love and support of all of us that care so much about him helped work the 

miracle. We look forward to diving again with Byron and seeing his strong and happy face amongst us. As for your 

tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΣ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ !ǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜΦ LΩƳ 

not complaining, but .   .   .   been extreme skiing, rock & ice climbing, jumping over crevasses in the Alps, paragliding 

big air from Europe to Aspen, solo ascents in the Sierras, downhill mountain biking, wild river expeditions through 

the Alaskan bush, & bluewater hunting all my adult life. Never did see an operating room for 56 years. This year I saw 

two within a 45 day period. At the end of April, while in Panama (after scoring my PB YF Tuna), I took a digger while 

trotting down the dark staircase to the staterooms on the mothership. Aw just a little ankle sprain. Dr. Strohbach 

taped me up, all good! I toughed it out for the next 3 days, lugged my crap through 3 airports & denied the pain. Two 

days later, an x-ray showed a fractured and displaced fibula, 3 inches above the ankle. On May 17 I had 7 screws and 

ŀ ǎǘŜŜƭ ǇƭŀǘŜ ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎΦ !ƭƭ ǿŜƴǘ ǿŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ŀ Ŧŀǎǘ ƘŜŀƭŜǊΦ aȅ Ǝƻŀƭ ǿŀǎ р ǿŜŜƪǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅ άƘŜŀƭŜŘ ǳǇέΦ 

Soon that day came, June 21st. The night before, I noticed a dark shadow effect in the upper inside corner of my right 

eye. That morning, it was more like a dark curtain, slowly eclipsing my field of view. Weird. I got to an 

ophthalmologist asap and he immediately diagnosed a severe retinal tear that allowed fluid to leak behind and 

detach the retina. I had emergency surgery at 5AM the next morning. Around 200,000 cases of this occur in the US 

each year. The repair technique used on me was to laser the perimeter of the retina back in its proper position, and 

conventionally stitch up the tear. A bubble of gas was then injected into the eyeball to apply pressure to the retina as 

it heals. My head had to remain in a fixed, downward position for 1 to 2 weeks after the surgery. For ten days I laid 

ŦŀŎŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ bƻ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ ²ŀǘŎƘ ¢± ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƳƛǊǊƻǊΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǿ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ р ǿŜŜƪǎΦ aȅ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ōƭǳǊǊŜŘ ƛƴ 

my eye as I look through the bubble. The gas will absorb into my system in the next two months, vision should return 

after that. During this time I cannot fly or go more than 1500 feet above sea level. One thing is for sure, I am bound 

and determined to get my vision back. One eye (the weaker one) iǎƴΩǘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ !ǎ ŦƻǊ ŘƛǾƛƴƎΣ LΩƳ ŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ 

the water to enjoy this sport I love. Within 2017 I WILL. To see the beauty of a brilliant orange sunrise, to see the 

approaching island take shape in the hazy distance, to see a wall of yellowtail surrounded by crystalline blue, to see 

the smiling faces of the best people, my beloved friends and fellow divers ς All of You. 

άaŀƴ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ƴŜǿ ƻŎŜŀƴǎ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊŜέ 

Andre Gide (1869-1951) 

  

Todd Norell 

http://www.longbeachneptunes.com


   
 

  

Neptunes To 5ƻΩǎΥ  

¶ Sign up for the Fathomiers Scramble Meet  

       August 19th 

¶ Show up to August meeting 8/2 

¶ Sign up for the Yellowtail Round Up  

September 9th 

¶ Sign Up for the Family Campout 2017 

 

 

2017  Fish Standings  

2016 Calico Derby :  Scott De Firmian 9.5 lbs.             Biggest Bluefin Tuna (California):  Mark Navas 40.0 lbs  

Calico:  Scott De Firmian 9.5 lbs.                           Biggest Yellowfin Tuna (California ):  

Dorado:                                                    Bonit o:      

Biggest Tuna (Out of Country/State):                                   Sheephead:    

White Sea Bass:  Mike La Riva 69.05 lbs.                          Yellowt ail: Joe Prola 32.0 lbs.  

Biggest Pelagic Fish (Non - Tuna) Out of Country/State:  Masahiro Mori 2 0.5 lbs. Rooster Fish  

Biggest Reef Fish Out of Country/State:              Halibut:  

Lobster:                                                         Abalone:  

Kent McIntyre Award: Mike  La Riva 69.05 lbs. WSB/ ? YT  

  Larry Heinrich  65.7 lbs. WSB/ ? YT  

  Joe Prola 46.7 lbs. WSB/ 32lbs. YT   

     

 

 
¶ Get your Club T-shirts/Bluewater T-shirts 

¶ Send me your photos of any successful hunts 

to (949)945-8930. 

¶ LŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭike your photos on the Neptunes 

website submit your photos to Brandon. 

Make sure you choose the option to 

ŘƻǿƴǎƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎΩ ŦƛƭŜ ǎƛȊŜΦ 
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Mark Navas with a King Neptune local Bluefin 

Tuna weighing in at 40.0 lbs 



           

 
  

2017 Long Beach Neptunes Blue Water Meet Final Standings 

 
1.         Mike Raabe                 46.55 lb           White Seabass             LA Fathomiers 
2.         Bill Ernst                      42.50 lb           White Seabass             LA Fathomiers 
3.         Mike Thomas              32.65 lb           Yellowtail                    LA Fathomiers 
4.         Dave Freeman            29.50 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
5.         Todd Farquhar            29.40 lb           White Seabass             LB Neptunes 
6.         Chad Priest                  28.70 lb           Yellowtail                    Guest 
7.         Daniel Baranbo           26.90 lb           Yellowtail                    LA Fathomiers 
8.         John Johnston              26.30 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
9.         Lou Rosales                 25.30 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
10.       Randy Weston             23.90 lb           Yellowtail                    LA Fathomiers 
11.       Jesse Goode                20.45 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
12.       Eric Huff                      20.10 lb           Yellowtail                    LA Fathomiers 
13.       John Carpenter           16.95 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
14.       Aaron Deal                  19.50 lb           Yellowtail                    SD Freedivers 
15.       Mark Navas                 16.30 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
16.       Brandon Ward             15.30 lb           Yellowtail                    LB Neptunes 
17.       Juan Aquilar                13.70 lb           Yellowtail                    Guest 
18.       Mike Feldman             12.65 lb           Yellowtail                    SD Freedivers 
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Ladies and Gentlemen, ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ are 
producing our Club ¢Ωǎ, BlǳŜǿŀǘŜǊ ¢ΩǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴg Neptune boardies. They donated a 
bunch of hats , t-shirts, and pins for the club auction. So if you need any other gear, look no 
further. In addition, they are offering an exclusive deal for the Neptunes. Shop at 
Katinusa.com and use promo code NEPTUNES25 for 25% off of your order. Still not to late to 
get a pair of boardies for the summer ask Jesse how to get them.

Trident August 2017 

http://www.katinusa.com/
http://www.katinusa.com/
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Mike Raabe 1st Place Fish 

Bill Ernst 2nd, Mike Raabe 1st, Mike Thomas 3rd 
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Attention Tentative Members/Sponsors of Tentative 

Members/Members! 

Board shorts will be available at the August meeting for those that ordered 

them.  

Tentatives: LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ 

introduce yourselves to all of the members. L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎƻ 

many faces and names, but members want to know who you are so put 

yourselves out there and say hello.  
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As always some fish come a day early and some come a day late. A quality 

yellowtail from Mark Na vas a day shy of the t ournament, as well as jeff 

Billhorn with a nice White Sea Bass the day before, and a white sea bass from 

5&/5"5*7& #3*"/ :03, 5)"5 %*%/z5 .",& *5 50 5)& 8&*() */ $*3$-& 0/ 5*.&O 

Beautiful fish nonetheless and a good time shared by all.  
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                     John HugheséMan, Myth, Cupcake Fish Killer! 
 

On top of 60+ days straight at work with 

hundred plus hour weeks on the clock, my 

dad recently passed away unexpectedly. 

Wife is pregnant with baby number two on 

the way and all the cars were breaking 

down. Needless to say, life has been 

happening full speed and my gills were as 

dry as they get. 

 

I decided to make a healthy choice and take 

a few days off to reset my head. My first 

intention was to come hang out with you 

guys and dive the Blue Water Meet but after 

thinking about it I just needed a few days 

away from people to decompress. Decided to 

head to 

Clemente 

where the water 

was a little 

cleaner than 

SBI. Having 

been out of the 

loop for a few 

months I had 

no idea what 

was going on 

out there but 

we lucked into 

a one stop shop 

at Arch. 
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My body was physically wrecked and only at about 30% physically so I was 

very conscious of trying to take it easy and not do anything stupid in the 

water. Fortunately the fish were stuffed with squid and were the stupid ones. I 

had five fish on in about two hours of diving and called it quits and slept the 

rest of the day. After a goodnights sleep on top of my three hour nap we woke up 

and put a few more fish on board in the morning before we pulled the plug and 

headed home early.  Took the wind and swell right on the beam for the 50 mile 

ride home and then cleaned fish till dark. I was toasted but went back to work 

the next few days and finished up my long work run with a smile. 

 

I never get to hook up with you guys on the tournaments we have because they 

always coincide with this big work run every year. I miss the camaraderie but 

this year especially I had to pick some solitude to process and fortunately the 

fish cooperated. Hopefully next year the dates will move around a little bit and I 
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could join you guys out there! It's been a 

tough year for me on a variety of levels but 

it hasn't been without its share of 

blessings as well. Just before and just after 

a two-month Straight work beating I had 

some of the best trips I can remember. 

With all the islands blowing up and tuna 

offshore, being a glutton for punishment I 

just wanted to dive dirty water for 

Seabass. Picked Catalina on this last trip 

and it seemed to be a good choice. 

Visibility was 

marginal but 

with 

abundant 

Seabass to 40 

and yellows to 

35 you stop 

worrying 

about vis 

quick. I hope 

you guys 

take a break 

from the tuna fever to enjoy our local 

islands at their best during this 

premium El Nino season! 
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    Tentative JƂƆŻƈŴ ŰŸſſƆ ŭƅŴƉŸſżƁź ƊżƇŻ şƅżŸƁŷƆ ƁŸŴƅ ŴƁŷ şŴƅƑ 
 

 
I just got back from a couple ƂŹ ƇƅżƃƆ ŴƁŷ ƊŴƆ ƇŻżƁžżƁź ƇŻŴƇ ƇŻŸƅŸ ƅŸŴſſƌ żƆƁLƇ ƇƂƂ ƀƈŶŻ 
to report on. After thinking about it, maybe that is exactly what needs to be said. 
  
We have a set group of regulars that dive together quite a bit. It includes our own 
Jason Taylor, Yu Fukushima and a couple of guys from another club. During 
downtime on the boat we run out of shit talking and start going through ideas on 
what we need to shoot and where we should go to do it. The list is long and filled 
with exotic places that none of us have the time or money for. So instead, we settle 
for what can be done quickly and has a good chance of big fish without breaking the 
bank. The last couple of years it has been a trip out to Texas with Keith and this year 
a week in Panama with DFAC. Both are scheduled for prime time while our fishing is 
relatively slow. Wahoo in Mar with Keith and YFT in April in Panama are a guarantee, 
right? 
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The first trip is out to Texas. We 
have done the trip before and 
after 5 days sitting in Surfside, TX 
last time watching the 
inbreeding (no offense to 
anyone or their sister/wife), we 
knew to watch the weather and 
not fly until it looks good. Our 
week quickly approaches and the 
forecast is turning to shit so we 
start the Southwest cancel and 
rebook game. Finally a window 
appears and with the boat 
booked the following 3 weeks, it 
looks like it is our only chance to 
get out before Panama. So we 
rally the team and jump on the 
next flight to Houston. This 
turned out to be the first 
mistake. Winter/Spring in the 
gulf can be highly variable as the 
wind kicks up quickly and the 
forecast changes daily. We end 
up getting on the boat with 25kt+ winds which were supposed to get better later 
that day. We head out taking wave after wave over the bow and soon stop the boat 
waiting winds to lay down. Eventually we work our way to some rigs about 80 miles 
out late in the afternoon. Diving is great, 100ft vis and the rigs are loaded with the 
usual suspects with even a few wahoo buzzing around the outside. We tag a bunch of 
snappers, try unsucceƆƆŹƈſſƌ ƇƂ ſƈƅŸ ƇŻŸ 100ſŵ+ ŚţLƆ ƂƈƇ ƂŹ ƇŻŸ ƀżŷŷſŸ ƆƂ ƊŸ ŷƂƁLƇ 
ƊƅŸŶž Ƃƈƅ ƆŻŴŹƇƆ ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸ ƁŸƋƇ ŷŴƌLƆ ƊŴŻƂƂ ƀŴƆƆŴŶƅŸ. 
  
ŲƂƈ ŷƂƁLƇ ƅŸŴſſƌ ƆſŸŸƃ ƊŻŸƁ ƌƂƈ ŴƅŸ ƇżŸŷ ƈƃ ƇƂ Ŵ ƅżź, ƃƈƀƃŸŷ ƈƃ ŴŵƂƈƇ ƆŻƂƂƇżƁź 
massive wahoo the next day. For starters, the rig horn goes off every 60 seconds. 
Right as you are about to nod off, the giant fog horn wakes you right back up. A few 
hours later (or about 240 horns), I get up to piss and notice that there is a 15kt steady 
ŵƅŸŸƍŸ ŵſƂƊżƁź. ŚƇ ŷŴƊƁ żƇ ƊŴƆƁLƇ źŸƇƇżƁź ŴƁƌ ŵŸƇƇŸƅ ŵƈƇ ƊŸ were on a mission with 
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another 55 miles to get to the spot. We arrived to the same 25kt wind as the prior 
morning and 5ft wind swell at 6 seconds apart. At least the water was clear but there 
were no wahoo and no sharks, nothing but a friendly barracuda following us around. 
The drifts were fast and we were having a hard time keeping an eye on the boat (and 
vice versa) and keeping water out our snorkels as the waves broke overhead. Finally 
we start to see the regular welcome party of bull, hammers, silkies and spinners with 
a wahoo or two off in the distance. Simultaneously the weather is getting 
unbearable. The boat has trouble locating a pair of divers (even with their floats) and 
ƊŸ ŻŴƉŸ ƇƂ ƀŴžŸ ƇŻŸ ŷŸŶżƆżƂƁ ƇŻŴƇ żƇ ŽƈƆƇ żƆƁLƇ ƊƂƅƇŻ żƇ. ŭŻŴƇLƆ Ŵ ƇƂƈźŻ ŶŴſſ to make 
when you are on the spot and starting to see fish but this trip is filled with enough 
risk in perfect weather so I have no regrets. We finished up the day on some rigs 
inside where the weather was cooperative enough to shoot the rest of our big stupid 
ŚţLƆ ŴƁŷ źŸƇ ŵŴŶž żƁ ſżƀƃżƁź ŴſƂƁź ŴƇ 18žƇƆ. 
  
To add insult 
to injury, the 
two trips after 
us had no 
delays and 
perfectly flat 
weather. 
Sharks were 
minimal and 
they 
absolutely 
slayed the 
wahoo. There 
were so many 
fish, they 
never touched 
the rigs and 
had to go 
back in 
because they 
ran out of ice. 
At least we 
got to shoot a 
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ŵƈƁŶŻ ƂŹ ŹżƆŻ żƁŶſƈŷżƁź ŚţLƆ ƇŻŴƇ ŶſƂƆŸŷ 3 ŷŴƌƆ ŴŹƇŸƅ ƊŸ źƂƇ ŵŴŶž ŹƂƅ ƇŻŸ ƌŸŴƅ. ŨŹ 
course, we shrugged it off knowing that we had vindication waiting in April in 
Panama. 
  
Panama was absolutely awesome in almost every way except the big one, dead yft. 
The lodge was great, the boats seem like they are made for diving, travel was smooth 
and the group had a bunch of cool divers. We arrived and Terry Maas had been 
diving for a few days with only 1 fish shot and reports of some tough diving. Like the 
other group reported at our last meeting, the fish were moving quick down in the 
murk layer which started at about 35 ft. DFAC has a couple of rules for this trip since 

it is based out of a fishing lodge 
that gives them a pretty good 
rate, making it cost much less 
than other options. The lodge is 
part of a conservation group 
trying to ensure there will be fish 
in Panama in the future so they 
catch and release all their big 
jacks and pargo and limit the 
spearing to pelagics only. In 
addition, there is some local 
drama between all the 
commercial, fishing and diving 
interests so the lodge chooses to 

stay off the Hannibal Bank and do all their diving jumping birds/dolphin. Finally, 
Terry is an absolute purist and encourages everyone to dive bluewater without the 
assistance of chumming. This program has been successful as they regularly land over 
30 fish each year but this time the fish were moving fast and uncooperative. 12 divers 
spent 5 full days ŶŻŴƆżƁź ƇƈƁŴ ŹƂƅ ƂƁſƌ 5 ŹżƆŻ. šƂƊŸƉŸƅ, żƇ ƊŴƆƁLƇ ƇŻŸ ŹŴƈſƇ ƂŹ ŴƁƌƂƁŸ 
other than yft that preferred swimming mach 2 in 70 degree jellyfish soup rather 
than lazily drifting along in the 83 degree blue surface layer. 
  
After 5 straight days of diving and seeing a handful of fish at 40ft+ away, our group 
decided to detour to Isla Montuosa to look around until we heard a report of radio 
fish. It was probably a combination of our exhaustion and boredom from 12 hours 
days that forced us to switch it up and it was ŴƁ żƀƀŸŷżŴƇŸ ŻżƇ. śŸƆżŷŸƆ MſƂƂžżƁźN ŴƇ Ŵ 
variety of reef fish, we had wahoo start to show up on the edge and show interest in 
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our flashers. We were able to bring them in and Jason and I tagged a couple with 
opportunities on a couple more. The prospect of ƀƂƅŸ żƁƉżƆżŵſŸ ƇƈƁŴ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƆŸŸƀ ſżžŸ 
a good option on day 7 so we repeated. The currents were ripping and the character 
of the reef had changed so we headed to Isla Ladrones to do some more exploring. 
ŚſƇŻƂƈźŻ ŶƂƁŷżƇżƂƁƆ ƊŸƅŸƁLƇ ƇŻŸ ŵŸƆƇ, ſżŹŸ ƂƁ ƇŻŸ ƅŸŸŹ was great and it was awesome 
to dive an island that looks like it came out of Jurassic Park. 
  
So if I learned anything from all this, it is that there are no guarantees in spearfishing. 

Even when you hit the best spot at the 
best time with the right gear and the 
best diver (okay, kook), it still all has to 
come together for the perfect trip. 
That said, each trip was great and I had 
Ŵ ŵſŴƆƇ. ŞƉŸƁ żŹ ƇŻŸ ƇŴƅźŸƇ ƆƃŸŶżŸƆ ŷżŷƁLƇ 
happen, there was a reward of a 
decent fish or two. I also learned that 
karma repaid me for the shit weather 
żƁ ŭű ƊżƇŻ Ŵ ƊŴŻƂƂ żƁ ũŴƁŴƀŴ ƆƂ ŢLƀ 
looking forward to karma repaying me 
a slob yft on my next trip. 
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                                     {ŜŀƳǳǎΩǎ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ 5ƛǾŜ ¢ǊƛǇ                                                July 9, 2017 

 

¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƭŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ {ŜŀƳǳǎΣ ƴƻǿ рм ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƛǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ōŜƛƴƎ 

said his diving, breath hold and hunting skills show no signs of retreat.  For the last few years, a 

ǎƳŀƭƭ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŘƛǾƛƴƎΦ  ²ŜΩƭƭ ŀƭƭ take any excuse for a dive trip, and I 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ  !ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ .ƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ .ƻȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ 

consists of the usual suspects, Too Tall, No Deal, Dexter and me AKA One Way. Normally our 

current club president, Todd, who himself possesses multiple derogatory nick names, was 

unable to attend this gala event due to being side lined with two injuries. The first of which, he 

is recovering from, a broken femur. This injury happened weeks ago while in Panama and 

there is strong speculation that alcohol could have been involved.  More recently, Todd 

underwent eye surgery to one of his retinas. (Get well soon Todd; we miss your comedic 

fashion and due to the lack of your presence, it has now caused to me to be butt of most of 

the jokes.)  

The 3 day dive trip left San Pedro dock 

early Saturday morning for Santa Barbra 

Island.  We were to spend a day and a half 

there primarily targeting White Sea Bass, 

and then finishing the trip at Catalina.   Our 

first spot was the 9 fathoms were we had a 

slight downhill current, 40 foot visibility 

and 63 degree water temp.   I believe I was 

first in, what a shocker. A half an hour 

passed by before my first sighting of yellow 

tail blew by. Out of range and wanting 

nothing to do with me, this small school of 

20 pounders escaped the wrath of my 

Alexander tuna gun. Sometime later, 

another single yellow appeared.  I launched 

a Hail Mary shot and connected. The fish 

wrapped up in the kelp 30 feet down.  I 

started to retrieve it but all I pulled up was 

my empty shaft. It was a total Houdini. 
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Moments later, the 

birthday boy swam 

up to me with a 15 lb. 

yellow asking if I had 

a stinger attached to 

Ƴȅ ŦƭƻŀǘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

be bothered to swim 

this monster back to 

the boat. Sure not a 

ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ  LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ 

than happy to swim 

the ¼ mile back to 

the boat through the 

kelp towing  a 

Gannett float , 75 

feet of bungee, and 

your fish dangling behind the mess.  He clipped the fish on and disappeared.   

Making it back to the stern step, Too Tall had a shit eating grin on his face and a 38 lb. white in 

the cooler. This was especially annoying to me for two reasons. The evening before, we had 

ǎŜƭŜŎǘŜŘ ǘŜŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴ ƳƛƴŜΦ {ŜŎƻƴŘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƎƻƴƛȊƛƴƎΣ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƴƻǿ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

hear his unabated gloating. The weekend competition went something like this. Seamus, Too 

Tall and No Deal were on one team and Dexter and I on the other. The weight of the largest 

catch of each team member would be counted, two fish per team only.  Dexter and I had to 

stop this madness and get a fish on the score board.  

The sightings had dropped so we moved the boat to the back side and anchored outside the 

massive kelp bed. The gloating continued, so in order to escape further injury to both my ears 

and ego, I was the first in. The visibility was incredible. You could see the bottom at 50 feet. As 

I swam through the bed, a 4 foot diameter silver ball of micro bait caught my attention. 

Framed in the center and staring straight at me was a 6 pound calico. My shot was good.  It 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻmpetition much, but Margaret would be happy, calico is her favorite.  

Back on board, Too Tall is holding his gun now shaft -less. He had taken a shot at yet another 

white swimming under him. The fish took off snapping his shooting line at the crimp. Gone 

wŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘŀŦǘΣ ǘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǎƘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏƻǎǘ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻŀǘƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜΦ  Lƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƛǘ 
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reached a new level of irritation when No Deal decided to comment about the size difference 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ¢ƻƻ ¢ŀƭƭΩǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŎŀƭƛŎƻ ƭȅƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜ ōȅ ǎƛŘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ cooler.  The losing team, by the 

way, not only has to put up with hurtful, insensitive and abusive comments, but also has to 

buy these knuckleheads dinner. Its double jeopardy I tell you.  

On to the next spot Dexter and I fell further behind when the White Sea Bass Whisperer 

ǎƘƻƻǘǎ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǿŜƛƎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀǘ рпƭōǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ άIέΦ DŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘ aƛƪŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ Řŀȅ 

one I told myself. 

Approaching early evening, we set anchor 

near our first spot. Too Tall requested an in 

water photo shoot so team member No Deal 

obliges. The scenario looks like this; Seamus 

and I had just got back and we are standing 

on the aft deck telling stories of missed 

yellow tail opportunities. Too Tall is in the 

water staging his 54 pounder, No Deal is gun- 

less with the Go Pro in hand and Dexter has 

his gun loaded 15 feet from No Deal. No Deal 

just happens to look down at the precise 

same moment a 40 lb white swims just under 

Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴǎΦ IŜ ȅŜƭƭǎ ǘƻ 5ŜȄǘŜǊ ά5ƛǾŜΣ 5ƛǾŜ ƴƻǿέΦ 

Bewildered, Dexter takes a breath and dives 

on the slow moving target.  He fires, missing 

the fish and in state of disbelief watches as 

the fish swims off untouched. It seems that 

ƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŀ ŦƛǎƘ ƻǊ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪΦ 5ŜȄǘŜǊ 

has one of those Walley Potts Reel.  To keep 

the line from unwinding while out of the 

water, he places a large rubber band around 

it. Yep you guessed it, he forgot to remove it. 

At least this is what he is attributing the 

missed shot to. 

The anchorage was miserable, we were broadside to the swell all night and no one slept much. 

This day was a blur. Too Tall was on his game shooting a 52 and a 46 pounder within a 



Trident              August 2017 

 

relatively short period of time. Seamus, No Deal, and Dexter all shot 15 lb yellows. Thanks to 

Dexter, we are finally were on the score board but way behind. The evening was upon us and 

the leading team was busy planning the victory dinner as we headed for Catalina.  

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǘ ¢ǿƻ IŀǊōƻǊǎΣ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŜǎǘΦ  

bƻ 5Ŝŀƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ 

the water 10 

minutes when he 

landed a 22 lb 

white.  Dexter got a 

25 pounder and 

spooked a tanker. 

Seamus shot a 42 

pound white. I shot 

a white which took 

half the line off my 

reel and tore off.  

The take away from 

all this is that our 

network of divers is 

extremely 

completive, and 

although it is in our 

DNA to win, it is our 

desire to share 

these experiences 

with this tight nit 

group of friends -- 

This is the true 

driving force.  

Happy Birthday 

Seamus  

Mike Marsh  
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              Seabass Slayin with Paul Zylstra   

 

I had a chance to go dive Santa Cruz Island last month  for the first time and 

Ýè ØÝØâMè ØÝçÕääãÝâè. Äí ÚæÝÙâØ Úæãá ëãæß ×ÕààÙØ ÕâØ èãàØ áÙ ÜÝç ÖéØØí ëÕç ãâ 

the fish and we had an invite. Who could turn that offer down. So we packed 

up the truck with gear and left for Channel Islands harbor at 3am. We arrived 

èã Õ ÖÙÕéèÝÚéà 26M ÉÕØãâ èÝÙØ éä Õè èÜÙ àÕéâ×Ü æÕáä ÕâØ »ãâ(èÜÙ ãëâÙæ)æÙÕØí 

to go and pumped up to tell us 

he had gone the evening before 

and saw lots of fish.  

ÎÙ àÙÚè èÜÙ Øã×ß Õè ãMØÕæß 

thirty and crossed the channel in 

calm conditions to arrive just 

aft Ùæ çéâ éä èã 30M êÝî ÕâØ Õ 

medium current. We suited up 

and jumped in.  

As I swam through the kelp I 

saw schools of sardines, barracuda 

chasing them and quite a few 

nice size calicos. Oh this was 

sooooooo fishy I thought. I know 
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ÀMá ÛãÝâÛ èã çÙÙ Õ çÙÕÖÕçç any 

minute. Hey was that a seabass 

tail I saw go behind that kelp? Yes 

Ýè ëÕç. ÊÜÙ ëÕç Øãëâ ÕÖãéè 20M 

just cruising slowly into the 

current. I swam up to some kelp 

and dropped in behind her and just 

to the left. When I leveled off the 

fish was still swimm ing slowly but I 

could see she knew I was there. 

Damn just out of range I thought. 

Well, here I go and I started 

ßÝ×ßÝâÛ èãëÕæØç èÜÙ ÚÝçÜ. ÀèMç Õ âÝ×Ù 

one a little bigger than I had 

thought. I line up as I closed the 

gap but the fish was now right in 

front  ãÚ áÙ ÕâØ À ÜÕØ âã çÜãè. ¹éè ÛéÙçç ëÜÕè¶ ÊãáÙ ØÕíç ÝèMç íãéæ ØÕí ÕâØ 

she turned left right in front of me. Click the shaft was away. The shot was 

right in the shoulder so I could pull pretty hard.  

I retrieved the fish and returned to the boat took a 

couple pictures of my first ever Santa Cruz Island 

seabass. Just over 40 lbs. The day would yield a fish 

Úãæ ÙêÙæíãâÙ. Àè ×ãéàØâMè ÜÕêÙ ëãæßÙØ ãéè Õâí ÖÙèèÙæ. 

ÀèMç ÛããØ èã ÜÕêÙ ÚæÝÙâØç! 

Paul 


