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NOV 14 LARRY STAAT MEET
TO BE HELD AT REEF POINT
DEC 5 CLUB DIVE

DEC 13 MEETING-ELECT OFFI-
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THE FATHOMIERS NEWSLETTER IS THE
OFFICIAL MONTHLY PUBLICATION OF THE
LLOS ANGELES FATHOMIERS

The Fathomiers is a Southern California club dedicated
to Freediving and Competitive Spearfishing.
Membership s open to the public. To become an Active member, you

must fulfil) obligations and conditions. You can also become an Associ-
ate Member for $20. Contact the Fathomiers for further information.

r CONTACT NUMBERS —
PRESIDENT Paul Romanowski 714.847.1930
VICE PRESIDENT Jose Shaur 310.798.2097
SECRETARY Mitch Walker 909.305.0020
TREASURER Eddie Ota 323.295.1809
RECORDER Richard Balta 562.402.4461
CONSERVATION Gary Thompson 310.670.1571
FISH REPORTS  Mike McDermott 714.525.7309
NEWSLETTER Scott de Firmian 310.328.0132

e-mail spearol0@aol.com
Jim Losey 310.375.0103
e-mail jlmodive@mciworld.com
Fax:
Louis Rosales 310.644.5624
e-mail Irosales@mediaone.net

Editor’s address: Scott de Firmian
2014 Gramercy Av.
Torrance, Ca. 90501

The editor reserves the nght to make spelling and grammatical comections to submis-
sions, and may rewrile sections for purposes of clanty and/or space considerations. The
intent and meaning of submissions shall be maintained as closely as possible. Anyene
who has subnutted an article may request a preview of their article as it will appear in the
publication. Al that time the submitier may request changes or withdrawal of the aticle.
The cditer and the club officers will determine which submissions to include and which
to exclude. While r ble effort is expended to ensure accuracy of the informaticn in
this newsletter, we do not guarantee it The editor, and the Fathomiers and it's officers,
shall not be held liable for errors in this newsletter. The Fathomiers do not accept paid
sdvertisements.

Subrussions are needed Asticles or information may be mailed, emailed, or communi-
cated over the phone. Articles and photos may be dropped off at Team Spons for the
newsletter. Photographs submitied will be retumed to the owner after publication. Please
take the initiative to conlact me or to send me materials. If you have information for the
newsletter, do not depend on “word of mouth™ to get it to me

Thankyou

The editors would like to thank those of you that have
contributed thus far and to remind vou that we are still in great
need of diving stories, tips etc. so we can make your newsletter as
good as is possible. Contributions are easiest to use if they are in
computer form (e-mail, word processer etc.) but any contribution
is more than welcome.

TUNA, SHARKS, SAILFISH, ONO

By Larry Carter

Its late July and I've finally returned to La Paz. I brought my
wife here in November for her birthday on a regular fishing trip.
She beat my butt four to one. On our last day we had two 100Ib
yellow fin tuna “playing” under the boat for at least five minutes
and I've been dreaming of tuna ever since.

The fishing outfit we were with wanted nothing to do with
spearfishing and I received an emphatic "NO" on my first request
for a return dive trip. Eventually the owner and I discovered a
near family relationship and I received a cautious "I guess”. Terry
Maas Blue Water Meet was coming up and I thought our host
might like a piece of that action. Once again the response was
"Thanks but no thanks",

Afier checking into the hotel my brother Shane, his wife and
father-in-law, and my wife met with our host to plan the follow-
ing day. Shane and I would be in one boat diving and the others
would share a boat fishing. Concerned about our safety we were
assigned the only english speaking "Captain® in the fleet, Juan.
Juan was at the meeting and I showed them a map drawn for me
by Robin Carden (Robin of the famous Capistrano shootout par-
ties). The map showed the El Bajo seamounts and the target arca
suggested by Robin. This area was well known by our host and
our departure time was set for 5 a.m.

I've been diving a long time and I'm embarrassed to say |
could not sleep a wink. Finally after checking the clock every few
minutes to see if I had slept I got up at 2:30(1:30 a.m. our time)
showered, shaved, and went for a Jong walk on the beach and
docks. Yes there are ladies of the night in La Paz and they are
beautiful.

Five o' clock finally arrived and we're loaded up and on our
way. The boat is 22ft with a 150hp outboard, three seats and a
sunshade. Its fast and we fly through the dark of the night. It’s
warm encugh to wear shorts and t-shirts. We sneak up the outside
of Isla Espiritu Santo and stop on a sandy beach so the other boat
can caich some bait (sardines via a thrown net). The sun is peek-

METEOROLOGICA
Weather -

Los Angeles (213) 544-1212, Santa Barbara (805) 897-1942
Surf Reports -

Ventura (805) 644-8338 and (805) 962-7873, , Zuma (310) 457-
9701, Malibu (310) 457-9701, Hermosa (310) 379-8471, Cabrillo
Beach (310) 832-1130, Orange County (714) 650-5783.

Online NOAA Redondo Beach Buoy -
http://www.ndbc.noaa.gov/station_page.phtml?$station=46045
Online Swrf Cams -

http://www.hbonline.com/bchcams.him

Online Surf Forecast -
http:/fwww.ocrgister.com/ads/ocean/surf.html

Online Tide Tables -

http:/facs.scripps.edu/cgi-bin/tidegen.pl

Online Southern California Swell Model
http://cdip.ucsd.edu/models/wave.model. html

Online Globa! Wam Forecast (Unclassified)
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ing over the horizon and we're off again passing Isla Partida.
About 16 miles out from Partida are the scamounts that Juan lo-
cates with a hand held GPS.

Our target area is different than the fishermen so they go off to
another area. Shane and [ jump in and considing over the horizon
and we're off again passing Isla Partida. About 16 miles out from
Partida arc the scamounts that Juan locates with a hand held
GPS.

Our target area is different than the fishermen so they go off to
another area. Shane and I jump in and consider the craziness of
jumping into the middle of the ocean with nothing to see but the
Big Bluc and shafis of sunlight. Fortunately the water is full of
jellyfish or sea snot as the locals call it. Long lines of clear goo
containing litte red dots. The snot gives us something to focus on
so neither of us gets sick from vertigo.

According to Robin we are to drift with the current on the out-
side edge of one of the sea mounts and when it locks like we've
gone far enough get back in the boat and do it again. I can see no
seamounts and have no idea where we are. Something got lost in
the translation with Juan and afier drifting for quite some period
of time we look up and see Juan at mock speed going back to the
starting point. So there we are in the middle of the ocean swim-
ming against the current chasing a boat which can barely be seen
on the horizon. I might add the water is hot. our suits are hot, and
the sun is starting to bake (105 degrees).

Eventually we get to the boat and Juan has an attitude becausc
it took us so long to get there. We explain patiently that we can't
swim as fast as the 150 hp and we pull out our towropes. We
jump back in the water and we are already fighting off cramps
from our cross-country swim.

The water seems dirty but when we dive down and look up to
the surface it appears we are in a huge amphitheater with unlim-
ited visibility. In pursuit of safer diving Shane and I have only
501t of float cord (bungie) coming off our first buoy which is a
large boat fender. 50ft behind that is the Riffe float and flag.
When we hit the end of our line the water darkens, the snot gets
thicker and no bottom can be seen.

Once again we drift seeing nothing but snot. At the turn
around we grab our tow ropes and off goes Juan again at mock
speed. Our left arms pull from the sockets and all we can see is
prop wash. We try to breathe in the rooster tail and hope not to
drop our guns. Eventually we can't hold on and drop off. Juan’s
muttering, in spanish. that the gringos can't even hold onto a rope
and picks us up. We again paticntly explain the forces of water
against dragging bodies and normal human strength. At this
point all three of us are thinking its going to be a long week!!!
Shane and 1 now have lefi arms that are three inches longer than
our right arms.

For the rest of the day we are drug all over the El Bajo getting
headaches from the exhaust and seeing nothing but snot and bub-
- bles in the slip stream. Oh-the sting from the snot is ok when it
glances off your cheeks but when the water pressure molds it
across your lips and it has time to really bitc in-Oh Baby!!!

The fishermen in our crew got a couple of tuna 10 and 25lbs
and a Dorado. The divers went home with their tail between their
legs.

Next day we're back on the Bajo and I remember I built a
*gling gling” on the same principle as vou saw in the Australian

videotape. We have decided that we've been drifting too fast so
we put out a sea anchor and hang the gling gling off that. Juan
has decided that since we can't hang on the tow ropes at 50mph
we might as well get in the boat and let our floats drag with our
guns tied to them. Shane and I picture our loaded guns hopping
and skipping in Juan’s rooster tail and decide the floats can drag
but the loaded guns are coming into the boat (carefully). Juan also
decides we need a chum line and we're so demoralized we buy
into it. Loaded guns in a bouncing boat and swimming in a
bloody chum line, Big Al would say, "who ever heard of such a
thing".

Juan’s GPS puts us on the spot and I can't believe my eyes.
The water is twice as clear as it was the day before and there arc
baitfish everywhere. The chum (sardines) are thrown off the back
of the boat in about eight picce chunks and sink as the boat drifts
away. Pretty soon there is a clump of sardines on the surface, an-
other 10ft deep, another 20ft deep and so on until the food chain
goes out of sight to the bottom, assuming there is a bottom.

The theory is the chum will reach the tuna on the bottom and
they will munch their way upward to the back of the boat. I posi-
tion myself to the right of the food chain in a spot where I can
dive on the 10, 20, 30fi chum and Shane is staking out the 20, 30,
and 40ft chum on the left. We take turns diving hoping for tuna
to materialize and wondering what else might be coming up to
feed on those two big blue pieces of chum.

We are in the water no more than 10 minutes when we are
engulfed in a huge bait ball. Green jacks, yellow mackerel which
are tuna’s favorite food and black skip jacks. You can feel the
energy in the water. I lift my head and yell at Juan "something’s
going to happen, perfect conditions, your bait pattern is perfect”.
Juan the ever-humble skipper replies °I know”. I was trving to
make Juan part of the team and prevent him from dving of bore-
dom. I did this for the rest of the trip.

Shane and ] are very excited and we are both diving constantly
waiting and hoping. Because the water is so warm and our tropi-
cal suits so comfortable our bottom time is twice that as normal.
It’s very easy to overstay our dives. In Tortuga it takes three or
four kicks to dive 20fi. In La Paz three or four kicks take you to

. 40ft and 50f1 dives are very easy.
I've drifted back into Shane's area so ! kick forward swimming
up the center of the chum line to check out the gling gling. I can't
2 believe my eyes two small tuna are going around and around the
s flasher trying to figure out how to eat it. The fish are no more
than 6fi or 8ft under water. I sprint forward and as I close on the
¢ fish I can see the distance fooled me and they are about 40lbs. At
\ that time two more show up and the four of them are screaming
< around the gling gling like fighter planes.

There is no pattern to their flight. Think of blowing up a bal-
< loon, letting it go, and trying to shoot it with your spear gun as it
) sputters around the room. Anyway my gun is extended and I pick

one that has zigged and zagged a couple of times and is now in a
flight straight up to the surface. In a split second his back is ex-
posed to me and 1 fire. At the exact moment I fire he breaks right
from his upward swooping movement and my shaft flies past him |
like a lost heat-seeking missile.

I spin around and yell for Shane but don't see him. 1 start pull-
ing my shooting cable back up to me and I know you've seen it a
million times, the tuna are now circling my shiny shafi and slip
tip. I again scream for Shane and he's just breaking the surface
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from an over extended dive. Secing stars he's partially paralyzed
and unable to dive on the fish. I try to pull them up higher but in
a blink they're gone.

Now we don't know what to do. Do we wait on the surface and
maintain our ability to dive in an instant if the fish show or do we
continue to dive 1o mid depth setting up ambushes. I decide to
wait, Shane decides to ambush. It’s not long until 1 see another
40 pounder attacking the chum in the 20/30f1 area. I dive and try
to get a shot at him but can't. The fish docs a loop forward, back-
ward, breaks lefl and right, sees me and he's history.

Awhile later 1 see another one and its the same story, its im-
possible to move the gun that fast. There is no such thing as inter-
secting their path of travel because they don't have one. Its up,
down, left, right, loop and vanish. Don't think the fish simply
come up the food chain, they come from all directions. One in-
stant they're there, you blink and they’re gone. Sometimes you
wonder if they were really there. It was about this time that I'm
around 30ft when I see Shane at 50fi fire and hit a 100-pounder
solid in the side. Shane had just built his tuna gun and this was
the first time he fired it. New gun, first shot, 100lb tuna. The fish
dives and Shane instinctively grabs the bungie. Instantly he is
turned upside down and I see him bring his body around creating
drag against the tuna. At this point the nightmare of nightmares
occurs the line gocs slack.

At the surface we meet and discover his slide ring has been
forced back on the shafi with such force that the slip tip is locked
in place and cannot deploy. The spear simply went into the fish
and pulled straight out. It’s my understanding that this same
situation occurred with Julie Riffe during a recent long-range trip
1o Mexico. We can't get the slide ring free from the shaft and
Shane has to replace it with a new system.

Shane tetls me he got the shot this way; he saw the tuna com-
ing up the chum line from below his position at 50ft. Ignoring the
fish he simply picked the tastiest looking piece of chum and set
up on it hoping the tuna would also choose that one. It did and
Shane got his shot.

By this time Juan was in tune with bait balls and was dropping
us off all over the place. On one such jump I was surprised to see
the water a deep beautiful clear blue. It looked like South Pacific
water. | was on the left side of the chum line and scanning further
left I saw the first Wahoo I've ever seen. He was way out and |
thought he might come in if I dove and hung there like you do
with yellow tail. No luck, he stayed where he was. He was beauti-
ful, iridescent blue vertical stripes glowing on a field of black. I
couldn't tell how big he was because of the clarity of the water. I
made a few dives eating up the distance by diving obliquely in
front and behind him. Pretty soon I was close enough to dive be-
neath him and then risc above him. As I passed above him he
turned to leave but it was too late. I took the shot and hit him per-
fectly in the center of his back.

I thought I stoned him because he just sat there. I grabbed the
bungie and he exploded downward. I could now see that he was a
small fish, (211b) and was shocked to see my boat fender fly by
imploding flat. The Riffe float stayed on the surface and I grabbed
the line hoisting evervthing to the surface. Juan was more excited
than me and I think at that point we became a team.

As I jumped in the water to reload Juan yelled at me "Sailfish,
Sailfish". He indicated that a nearby fishing boat had a Sailfish

online and I sprinted off in that direction. Juan started the boat
and followed. As I came into view of the action | saw a large Sail-
fish being recled to the side of a boat. Much to my surprise 1
could see another Sailfish rising from the depths. I yelled to Juan
there was another sailfish coming and to ask the fishermen to
leave his fish in the water until I could close the distance. Juan
made the request but they paid no attention. Under water I saw
the upper half of the fish being pulled from the water. The ap-
proaching Sailfish who was nearing the surface saw mc and lay
motionless facing me for a moment or two. He then turned his
attention to the struggling fish. I was still too far away.

I again yelled at Juan who was driving along side of me to ask
them to leave the tail in the water and again they refused. The tail
slipped from view and the second fish looked at me one more
time and turned and began to dive under the fishing boat. This
was as good as it was going to get, so I fired secing my shaft lose
power and slip beneath the fish. I couldn't believe it. The possibil-
ity of having a Wahoo, Sailfish, and Tuna in one day was lost.
Just another 30 seconds........

Sometime later 1 saw two tuna 60/801bs in the chum line but
couldn't get a shot. At the end of the day I had seen a total of
eight tuna and Shane ten. Exhausted we took the next day off and
based on the fact that most of our action took place before 10 a.m.
we agreed to leave at 4 a.m. (3:00 LA time) on Thursday.

Arriving on the mount with the sun just peeking over the hori-
zon we got in the water and Holy Moly it was our first day all
over again. Dirty water and Nothing, Nothing, Nothing. How
could the water be so different from one day to the next? The only
excitement of the day was when I was on the lefl and scanned be-
hind Shane and saw five huge hammerheads following us. They
were barely visible in the dirty water but looked to be 300/4001bs.
Big strong beautiful guys just cruising along with us paying no
attention to the chum, just checking us out. They stayed with us
the entire drift but we never saw them again. Once again demor-
alized we headed home. The fishermen got a 60, 21, and 10
pound tuna plus a small Pargo and another Dorado.

That night I went to bed praying to Neptunc to give us another
Tuesday. Leaving at 5:00 a.m. we arrived on the Bajo for our last
day jumping into flat, oily, crystal clear water. In many places we
could actually see the edge of the seamount and sometimes got a
glimpse of the bottom. I had never seen my brother dive so well
and work so hard, so I decided to see if I could make something
happen for him.

Recalling the tuna circling my shaft I fired my gun and dan-
gled the shaft while drifting to no avail. We came by a large
school of black skipjacks of at least a thousand. I dove down and
shot one leaving him dangle beneath us. Shane was off to my left
and slightly behind me waiting. The fish would struggle, vibrat-
ing wildly and despite plastic coated cable eventually saw himself
in half and fall below. As the skipjack would fall away other bait-
fish would attack him in frenzy.

I did this three times and as | was loading my last rubber for a
fourth attempt I detected movement to my right. Turning my head
1 looked straight down the open mouth and throat of a large ham-
merhead targeting my right shoulder and neck. He was just a cou-
ple of feet away coming fast. I swung my gun around in his face
and the shark dove under me streaking towards Shane. Shane
jerked his legs up into his armpits and the shark flew under him.






