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farmers got permits to collect eggs for stock they were given a
quota of hatched crocs to release at a certain age. The quota was
incorrectly calculated and for years they have released many more
young crocs than would naturally have survived.

Jeremy Williams

Date: Tue, 29 Sep 1998 14:55:44 EDT
From: JTobin2260@aol.com

To: freedivelist@freediver.net
Subject: Peril at Isla Guadalupe

It was a most beautiful sight yet terrifying. It moved with grace
and nobility but was clearly capable of great violence and merci-
less destruction. It was a thing to be admired for its size and power
and a thing to be feared for what it was capable of doing. At that
instant in time, as I lay floating on the surface of the water, looking
down the barrel of my speargun, watching it swim closer, I had
never in my life felt such an overwhelming urge to get out of the
water.

It was Friday, September 25th, 10:15 a.m. and I was freediving
for yellowfin tuna at Pilot Rock on the north end of Guadalupe
Island off of Baja California, Mexico, with two other freedivers;
Dan Rujan and Brock Kennedy. We were drifting along in the cur-
rent over deep clear blue water. The three of us were spread out
but in sight of each other and we all saw it at the same time.

At first it was difficult to make out exactly what I was looking
at. It was some sixty feet away and slowly moving up from the
depths below. Looking down at a forty degree angle, the first thing
that I saw was the light coloring of its belly. The rest of it was dif-
ficult to make out because it was being closely escorted by no less
than twenty pilot fish. As it slowly moved closer, it became unmis-
takably clear that I was looking at a nearly seventeen foot long
GREAT WHITE SHARK!

Big black eye, stout dorsal fin, gill slits, pectoral fins and in-
credible girth, all being slowly propelled forward by a slowly
sweeping powerful tail. The tension was high. Not just from being
in the water with a great white shark but because we were here, at
Guadalupe Island, with its terrible past and being two hundred
miles from medical help. There was no confusion now about what
I was seeing nor what I should do next. This might have been the
time for panic to set in but it did not. My mind was clear and my
thoughts deliberate. I knew I was in great danger but I also knew
what actions I must take.

Nearby, there was a thirteen foot inflatable being operated by
Dave Pickett, a deckhand from the Horizon dive boat. Dave told
me later that he’d had an uneasy feeling that day and decided that
he would stand by a little closer than normal and keep a sharp eye
on the three of us as we drifted along. Prior to seeing the shark, I
noted that the inflatable was not far away.

After identifying the great white shark and the threat that it rep-
resented, I lifted my head out of the water and yelled to Dave
“WHITE SHARK, WHITE SHARK" and then looked back
down in the water to track the shark’s movements and keep my
gun at the ready. The shark, with its entourage of pilot fish, was
still there and slowly moving closer to the surface. All three of us
had yelled to Dave within seconds of each other and being the
closest to the inflatable, I was the first one to be picked up. As
Dave pulled alongside of me, I abandoned my speargun and
heaved myself into the boat to expedite getting to my two friends

still in the water. Dave gunned the engine and brought the inflat-
able alongside Brock Kennedy and another speargun was tossed
aside. Brock wasted no time in coming over the side of the inflat-
able and seconds later we were alongside Dan Rujan who also
dropped his gun at the last possible moment before heaving him-
self into the boat. Just then, the shark came to within a few feet of
the surface giving Dave a brief view before slipping back into the
depths below.

We spent the next few minutes looking all around, hoping to get
another view of the shark but it was not to be seen again. Scattered
around us were our tuna floats bobbing at the surface with each of
our guns suspended at the opposite end of each float line. The
whole episode ended as quickly as it began. A sense of relief came
over each of us. What was previously a potentially deadly situation
now seemed almost comical. We excitedly recounted the events
that just passed as we motored the inflatable boat around, gather-
ing up our spearguns.

Little did we know, that in less than twenty four hours and
twenty miles to the south, Dan Rujan, alone in the water and just
seventy feet from the anchored dive boat, would shoot a great
white shark in the face in order to defend himself. However, that is
a story that Dan will have to tell,

Joe Tobin,
Santa Cruz, California

Date: Thu, 1 Oct 1998 20:30:29 -0400

From: Dan Rujan <dan_rujan@compuserve.com>
To: freedivelist@freediver.net

Subject: Peril at Isla Guadalupe

For those of you waiting to hear the sequel to Joe Tobin's story
"Peril at Isla Guadalupe”, I have to apologize for the delay. It took
me a while to clean the brown stains off my wet suit.

8 a.m. we're anchoring at the Pilot Rock on the north end of
Guadalupe. We're having a pow-wow: Fishing boats reported re-
cent shark sightings in the area, al around 10:30 a.m. "Yea, right...
sharks...right ..BS ! ......all they wanna do is to have all the fish to
themselves...right !" So six of us decide to jump in - two groups of
three.

Been drifting for about half an hour and finally we see bait.
About the fourth dive onto the bait, 30 ft down I can barely make
out the bottom. Searching for movement I see a dark shape below
me. What I first interpreted as the top of the pinnacle soon materi-
alized Into something that's got "wings" - distinctly shaped pecto-
ral fins....what ? A "take two" reveals THE mother of all tails -
slowly propelling the beast.

Chills run down my spine..... " Oh shiiiiiiit 11"

I kick towards the surface tracking the shark's movement below.
I brake surface and yell " SHARK !". Brock and Joe see it too.
Meanwhile the shark moved SLOWLY from the deep, diagonally
towards one of the tuna floats some 50 ft away.

What a sight ! My first "real shark” encounter.

I don't know what to expect next....

Needless to say that I did not wait for a formal invitation to join
Joe and Brock into "Big Wave Dave's” inflatable. I dropped the
gun and walked on water the whole 15 feet to where the inflatable
was,
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Next morning, 20 miles away from the Pilot Rock: One hundred
yards from the boat the plateau drops from 70 to 100+ ft. The
drop-off looks promising. There is bait above the ledge. The shark
still swims in my mind and just like in halibut hunting I associate
shapes with the THING. Role switching: Who's the hunter and
who's the game ?

again ! I kick to the surface and yell "SHARK...SHARK". I keep
my gun pointed at the moving shark which this time it's coming
straight towards me from down below. My favorite prayer does not
come to mind and the shark is getting closer..and closer... I can
almost hear the music....I pull the trigger the shaft flies.....oh shit,
he's farther than I thought —

- bad time for "buck fever”

...fortunately the tip hits him in the nose and the shark twitches
and changes course 90 degrees to the left...I say it's an easy fifteen
footer..

I hear a voice...it's not from heaven, but close enough, it's Big
Wave Dave: " Dan, get in the boat !

Once again, there is no need for a special invitation... I drop
the gun and walk on the water to the inflatable.

Back on the mother ship Horizon: *..Moving to Idaho seems
more attractive than ever.."

1 don't have to tell you how thankful I am to the dive masters
and crew of Horizon especially to "Big wave Dave" for getting my
ass out of the water in time,

Travelling back in the ice box wouldn't have been the same....

Dan Rujan
Bay Area, California

1998 BLUE WATER HUNTERS

SPEARFISHING CHAMPIONSHIP
September 26-27, Azores

The IBSRC sponsored this new meet which took place at the
Azores, a location made famous by the recent World Record tuna
taken by Paulo Gaspar at 655 Ibs.

The wind came up for this meet and made diving difficult. No
tuna were taken, and many divers came up with no valid fish for
the weigh in. Some of the fish weighed in were trevally, hogfish,
comb grouper and barracuda. Some of these fish, however, qualify
as new JUSA records.

1st Place: Edmundo Oliveira, Brazil

fish: 4, weight: 69.56 Ibs., score: 51.550
2nd Place: Marcal Melo Jr., Brazil

fish: 3, weight: 51.25 lbs., score: 38.250
3rd Place: Ray Powell, Australia

fish: 2, weight: 41.22 Ibs., score: 28.700
4th Place: Eduardo Oliveira, Brazil

fish: 2, weight: 38.91 lbs., score: 27.650
Sth Place: Anténio Cruz, Portugal

fish: 1, weight: 23.58 lbs., score: 15.700
6th Place: Adrian Padt, South Africa

fish: 1, weight: 12.23 lbs., score: 10.55

SECRETARY’S REPORT

Fathomiers Monthly Club Meeting
September 14 1998

1. 8:08 p.m. Meeting called to order.

2. Members voted for Oct. and Nov. club dive sites.
Results: Oct. 11 - Reef Point
Nov. 8 - Palos Verdes
Nov. 15 (Larry Staat meet) Nicholas Canyon.

3. A short discussion regarding a bill by assemblyman Keeley.

4. A hunting video by Wendell Sasso was shown courtesy of Nel-
son Dooley

5. Names of prospective officers for next year will be taken at the
October meeting.

6. A secret ballot vote was taken to accept new members.

7. FISH STORIES:

Jose Shaur along with Al and Nelson went to Turtle Bay for
some spearfishing. Al promised Jose that he will see at least a 40
Ib. yellowtail on this trip. Al delivered the promise as Jose shot
and landed a 47 Ib. yellowtail. He also landed a couple of leopard
grouper and a few more smaller yellowtail,

Rick Bae shot a fish and was playing with it with his line. The
fish swam around him and he decided he had enough. So, he
quickly swung his arm around and grabbed the fish. He noticed
that everytime he pulled on the fish, his weight belt moved also.
He took a closer look and discovered that the wasn't pulling on the
fish he just speared but instead he was pulling on the fish attached
to his weight belt with a stringer. The fish he shot broke free.

Rick charters the Westerly a few times a year. The cost is about
$95.00.

Mori was diving Catalina and almost everytime he shot a fish, a
black sea bass would come up and gulp it down. He also testified
to the value of using a bungee line when fighting a fish.

Carlos Serret shot a white seabass while diving at Palos Verdes.
The tip didn’t go all the way through the fish so, he gave it all the
line it needed. After the fish tires and taking a closer look at the
shot, he was surprised how the tip stayed on the fish.

Scott de Firmian and Peter Marley were on their way to the is-
land when they came across a kelp paddy. Nobody wanted to jump
in except Scott. He checked it out and saw a yellowtail hanging
around. He was lining up a shot when he saw a dorado swimming
by. He swam the opposite direction hoping to get the fish's curios-
ity. Sure enough, the dorado turned around and swam in front of
Scott. He shot and landed the 15 Ib. Dorado.

Paul, Steve Castro and Mitch Walker went out for a day of
spearfishing in Paul’s boat. Mitch wanted to try some bluewater
hunting, so Paul took him to a nice spot. Mitch shot a yellowtail
and when they got back to the boat, they heard a barking sound.
They looked around the boat and found a baby seal in the bait tank
feeding on a yellowtail that Paul had shot. They filled the tank and
got the baby seal out.

8. 9:50 meeting adjourned.

SPECIAL NOTE: There was a problem with the club roster so
publication of the new roster will be delayed until November.
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Is Time Running Out
for the Mythic Man Fish?

Outside Magazine, October 1998

The greatest breath-hold diver the sport has ever seen
By Paul Kvinta

Looking back on it, I should have suspected trouble right around
the time Francisco "Pipin” Ferreras Rodriguez informed me that an
aquatic personality dwelled within my body.

"He has been inside of you all your life," the world's greatest
breath-hold diver told me, “but you do not know him. He is a com-
pletely different person. It is important for you to meet him."

I was game to shake wrinkled digits with my aquatic inner self,
but that might have been the beer. We were knocking back a few at
the poolside bar of the Pelican Bay Hotel in Freeport, Grand Ba-
hama, and Pipin was holding forth on breath-hold diving — how it
was not merely a sport, but an evolutionary step toward a shining
global enlightenment. Every human, Pipin said, possesses an
“"aquatic genetic memory,” a primordial remnant of our premam-
malian days as gelatinous globs of seagoing protoplasm. To access
this memory all I had to do was gulp a giant breath of air, pinch
my nose and hold my breath, and quickly plunge 30 feet or more
beneath the ocean’s surface; thus my slumbering personality would
awaken like a startled Rip van Winkle. Afterward I could reveal to
this soul mate my hopes, my fears, my very dreams. “You will be
tapping into pure energy,” explained Pipin. "Pure energy with the
power to heal.”

If anyone should know about such stuff, it was Pipin, the Cuban-
born prodigy who, with a single breath of air, had plunged without
scuba to a record depth of 439 feet, a distance greater than the
height of the Statue of Liberty. In the fringe world of competitive
breath-hold diving, or freediving, a sport in which individuals at-
tempt to out-sink one another in the open ocean, Pipin is Greg
Maddux and Evel Knievel rolled into one. To his millions of fans
across Europe, Latin America, and Japan, to the audience that has
watched him triumph in live television broadcasts of freediving
compelitions, he is — like Sinbad or Ronaldo — simply and sin-
gularly Pipin.

A pilgrim seeking a guru, I had come to Pipin searching for
knowledge: 1 wanted the master to teach me how to freedive. But
as | sat with him on a balmy Caribbean evening, Pipin had other
things on his mind. There was his upcoming trip to Antarctica to
*carve a hole in the ice” and set a cold-water freediving record.
There was his proposed children's television series about astro-
nauts who land on an aquatic planet populated by fish-people.
There was the movie of his life, a planned $20 to $40 million bi-
opic to be directed by Alfonso Arau, who helmed Like Water for
Chocolate. There was also Wet Galaxy, a 100-foot-tall combina-
tion freediving facility/discotheque that Pipin had planned for Mi-
ami, having secured, he says, a 99-year lease from former mayor
Xavier Suarez.

I mentioned to Pipin that the sport of freediving had opened up
some interesting projects for him. Pipin stared at me a moment.
"Freediving is not a sport,” he declared. "It is ... a symbol for hu-
manity.”

However one classifies it, freediving has been practiced for cen-
turies across the Mediterranean, Caribbean, and parts of Asia, with

certain adepts — Greek sponge divers, Japanese pearl divers —
possessing a mythic status on par with the American cowboy. This
was the traditional style of freediving I most wanted to learn, a
style known as constant ballast, in which the diver dons nothing
more than a weight belt and fins and propels himself with his own
leg power. As freedivers attempted to out-macho one another to
deeper depths by the middle of this century, new styles emerged,
including "no-limits,” a form that is to freediving what bull riding
is to rodeo. When a hotshot like Pipin attempts a no-limits record,
he wraps himself around a T-shaped metal sled weighted with 100
pounds of lead ballast and suspended on a line at the ocean sur-
face. He pulls a pin and rips down the line on this contraption,
plummeting 10 feet per second into the black abyss. If the freedi-
ver can keep from panicking and withstand the intense water pres-
sure that reduces his lungs to the size of potatoes, he'll reach his
mark, abandon the sled, and rocket back to the surface beneath an
inflated air bag. The entire spectacle lasts less than two minutes.

I first learned that Pipin was teaching freediving to ordinary folk
in the summer of 1997, when I saw this advertisement for a con-
stant-ballast class in a dive magazine: "Freediving Clinics with
Freediving World Champion Pipin Ferreras! Reach depths of up to
75 feet or Pipin will refund your $300!" Later I read that he was
launching the International Association of Freedivers, an organiza-
tion for training and certifying breath-hold enthusiasts the way the
Professional Association of Diving Instructors trains and certifies
scuba divers. "I want to help all people understand better the im-
portance of our aquatic potentialities,” Pipin explained to me.
While I couldn't be exactly sure if I understood all the permuta-
tions of that, I got the gist. Possibly more than anything, Pipin
wants to usher freediving from the extreme fringe into the profit-
able mainstream. "One day,” he predicted, "you will see everyone
in the airport carrying his own sled, the way they carry surfboards
today."

Understandably, there are those who find this a bit much.
“Pipin's a freak show," says Tec Clark, director of the YMCA
scuba program and U.S. representative to the Confederation Mon-
diale Activités Subaquatiques, the world body that certifies
freediving records. "Sitting on a sled isn't freediving. It's stunt div-
ing, and il's dangerous.” In 1970, concerned that an elite group of
sled divers had begun plunging well beyond 300 feet, CMAS
stopped sanctioning no-limits freediving, labeling the practice
“human applied experimentation.” As for taking novices to 75 feet,
Clark calls that “irresponsible.” “Focusing on depth like that
misses the whole point of the sport,” says Clark. "Freediving is
about being at one with the ocean environment, not about who can
go deeper.”

But just as novice mountain climbers tend to obsess over the
altitude they reach, aspiring freedivers — myself included — often
fixate on depth. Sharyn Janis, a 54-year old nurse from Chicago,
attended one of Pipin's classes off the coast of Honduras in July
1997. "I got down to 50 feet!" she says, explaining that her class-
mates all seemed to have a fine time, even the guy who blew out
an eardrum trying to nail a 75-foot dive.

I called Pipin's office in Miami and the office of his sponsor,
Mares, a diving equipment manufacturer in Connecticut. A Mares
official told me Pipin was going to Freeport for a week to shoot a
shark-feeding episode for a Mexican television program. But after
talking with Pipin, she assured me the master could squeeze me in
for a lesson after the filming. In fact, she said Pipin needed to
make a training video, and he would use me as the student. When I
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asked Pipin’s office manager if there were any exercises I should
perform to prepare for my course, he said no, adding, "Just waich
what Pipin does. Then you do it."

Pipin is a hulking man, with a shaved, bulbous head and a line-
backer's six-foot-three inches and 210 pounds. He possesses both a
commanding Latin presence and a goofy, gap-toothed grin, making
him something of a cross between Antonio Banderas and Howdy
Doody. In Freeport, he arrives at the Pelican Bay Hotel in the
company of his girlfriend, Audrey Mestre, holder of the French
women’s no-limits record (269 feet). "You are lucky," Pipin says.
"You get to meet not one, but two champions. Ha ha."

This day the champions have a movie to make, and Pipin’s cam-
eramen set about organizing a scene near the hotel pool. In this
first scene Pipin and Audrey will sit around a table with Ollie
Ferguson, manager of Freeport's Underwater Explorers Society,
UNEXSO, the world’s premier scuba-diving center for shark inter-
actions. For the benefit of the cameras, the three will debate
whether Pipin should wear the 20 pounds of Arthurian chain mail
that Ferguson requires of his employees who feed the sharks.
“This,” Pipin explains, "is for the dramatic tension."

The scene rolls, but almost immediately the camera craps out.
Quickly the filmmakers devise a strategy: They will send for an-
other camera from Miami and, in the meantime, do an in-water
walk-through of the critical shark-feeding scene. As we putter out
aboard one of the dive boats, Pipin tells me I'l be able to study his
freediving form at the shark site — the previously mentioned
close-hand observation that will allow me to absorb the famed
Pipin technique. I'm adjusting my mask and fins at the site when
Pipin sidles close. Don't snorkel too near, he warns, lest I wander
"into the frame." Obediently, I tread water some 100 feet from the
action, unable to glean much technique — unable to see much of
anything, in fact, save Pipin's head rising and falling in the swells
like a long-abandoned cantaloupe.

That evening Pipin and 1 meet for the first of my "theory"
classes, which, per Pipin, will occur in the educational environ-
ment of the hotel bar. The professor and student order a couple of
beers. Our two theory sessions, he explains, will be followed by a
class in the ocean; Pipin assures me that despite our limited time
together I will casily dive to two "atmospheres,” somewhere be-
tween 33 and 66 feet. "If you follow everything I tell you," he
says, "66 feet for you will be nothing.” Tonight’s curriculum in-
volves the inner self, relaxation, and yoga. Pipin says that his guru
in India — a man he claims can hold his breath for 14 minutes —
taught him how to cleanse his body of negative energy and how to
attain inner peace, all through meditation.

But first, a class demonstration. Pipin shifts in his seat and pre-
pares to display proper freediving breathing method. Suddenly his
mouth transforms into something akin to an industrial-strength
vacuum hose, the kind used at a coin-op car wash to Hoover grit
from floorboards. Whoosh. Whoosh. And yet despite all the inhal-
ing and exhaling, despite all the subsequent discussion about re-
laxation, Pipin appears to be anything but centered. He's fidgety.
Perturbed. "Man, I have not been able to sleep,” he complains.
"There is too much going on." Pipin has learned that Televisa, the
Mexican media giant, wants to broadcast 20 hours of live coverage
of his upcoming record attempt in Cabo San Lucas. This is not
ease-making news for Pipin or, one imagines, for the programming
honcho behind the decision. For Pipin, this means a lot of work;
his last such attempt in Cabo involved 10 Suburbans, three big
trucks, a makeup trailer, two helicopters, and 10 cellular phones.

"There is so much to do,” Pipin says, fidgeting again. "I cannot
relax.”

"Why don't you, uh, meditate?" I suggest, naively.

“I do not want to meditate,” he grumbles, "I cannot meditate. If
I meditate I won't get anything done." I'm anxious to get back to
our theory session, to prep for the upcoming dives, but my instruc-
tor is still distracted. Pipin glances around anxiously. "I should be
in Miami focusing on Cabo, not this," he mumbles. "I wish I wasn't
even here this week.”

We receive word that the new camera won't arrive until mid-
week. I grow nervous that the delay might jeopardize my
freediving class, but shepherding the skills the master has taught
me, I hole up in my hotel room and purge my tissues of negative
energy, loudly inhaling and exhaling until cottonmouth sets in.
Then, properly focused, I spend some of my newly expansive
hours trying to ascertain the facts about the life of the world's best
freediver. Pipin himself might supply his bio data, but the ahswers
I get from him either obsess on the absurdly heroic — like the time
a tiger shark gulped down Pipin's boyhood spearfishing buddy, and
Pipin responded by stalking the beast, butchering it, and delivering
the friend's remains to his grief-stricken but presumably thankful
mother — or come in torrents of vague generalitics. One evening,
loitering outside a restaurant before dinner, Pipin mentions that he
returned to Cuba not long ago to visit his sick mother. When I ask
how he managed that — since he defected to the United States in
1993 — he stares at me incredulously. "Don't you know, man?" he
says. "I am a hero in Cuba. Everybody knows me. Don't you
know?"

Of course, I should have known. It's all right there in Pipin's re-
cently published autobiography, Ninety Miles. This work, a
souped-up fusion of Gabriel Garcfa Mérquez and Danielle Steel,
opens on a sugar plantation in the coastal village of Matanzas
(Pipin provides two dates for his birth, 1957 and 1962, so the
reader gets to pick), where young Pipin grows up under the loving
care of a black nanny (his parents have scampered off to the moun-
tains to become heroic guerrilla fighters). The most fascinating
thing about Pipin's early life isn't that he begins breath-hold diving
at |1 months — it's that he still can't walk at 19 months because
he's possessed by evil spirits. Justifiably concerned, the nanny
whisks little Pipin off to her village, where elders spend an entire
night dunking the toddler in goat blood and dedicating him to Olo-
kun, the Afro-Cuban god of the sea. Success. One month after this
ritual, the not-yet-two-year-old can walk, and more: Wee Pipin
makes a solo journey to the cliffs to "fling himself into the sea
from the height of the great rocks.” End of chapter.

The book progresses, as does Pipin. The lad grows into a
mighty spearfisherman, and then, by the end of his teenage years,
he gets his big break. As it happens, a Soviet submarine is patrol-
ling Bahia Honda one day when crew members spy something odd
prowling at 216 feet. On closer inspection the crew is stunned. It's
Pipin! The Soviets call in the Cuban navy, which surrounds the
breath-hold diver with ships and helicopters. Plucked from the sea,
Pipin is subjected to a battery of tests by the Soviet doctors, and
when the data leak out — his heart rate at 100 feet, for example,
slows to about five beats per minute — freediving officials in Italy
convince the Cuban government to hurry the phenom to Europe to
compete. Accompanied by a phalanx of Cuban secret service men,
Pipin shatters the constant-ballast record with a plunge to 219 feet,






