
by Craig Shephard

After almost 2 months of organising the 
morning of departure had finally arrived. 
The car was packed, which included enough 
food for a small tribe. My wife and my two 
kids, but most importantly my spearing gear.

“

”

We were heading three hours south of Sydney to 
Murramorang (South Durras) just North of Batemans 
Bay for a spearfishing weekend with 25 members 
and family from the St George Spearfishing club. We 
are hopeful for clear water, Kingfish, Abalone and 
possibly the elusive Snapper.

We arrived at the South Durras turn off in good 
time and it took every bit of discipline not to speed 
the remaining 9km to the resort. I couldn’t wait to 
see Wasp Island which sits only a 200m off the point 
adjacent to our accommodation. As we approached 
the last hill I could feel myself rising in my seat trying 
to peer over the crest in the road and then, there it 
was. What a sight! Flat and clear. I couldn’t wait for 
the others to arrive so we could start planning our 
weekend of spearing.

Three of the keener guys (Jack, Byron and 
Lucas) also arrived early and were hassling me to go 
for a quick dive before the day ended. I was keen but 
the 25km to 30km NE wind and the fact that the next 
2 days of diving would keep me from my kids (not 
to mention the cold Jim Beam Blacks in the fridge) 
so I passed. Lucky for me, as no sooner than I sat 
down on the verandah with my son (two and a half 
years old) on my lap and “Jim” in my right hand, when 
I see Jack run back to his tent, quickly followed by 
Byron and Lucas. I figured the nor-easter had dirtied 

the water until I saw Jack’s lip — swollen like he’d just 
copped a left hook. “What happened” I called out. 
“Blue Bottles” Jack mumbled from behind a tea towel 
filled with ice.

As the day drew to an end the cars kept arriving 
and our cabin slowly started to fill with keen spearo’s 
all keen to plan for the next 2 days of southern NSW 
spearing. Lucky for us, one of our former members 
(Zappo) who lives in South Durras and was more than 
happy to take us on a guided tour, the only condition 
— NO GPS’s.

After a few hours of planning, a few too many 
beers and plenty of tall stories, it was decided that 
we’d all meet Zappo at his place at 6.00am and head 
into the bay to launch the boats.  We said our good 
nights and parted ways till the morning.

Day Two
6am start, well that was always going to be a tall 

order but at least we had the boats in the water not to 
long after and we were flying full speed out of the bay 
and heading north.

It never ceases to amaze me how you can 
always pick the spearos, for every time they idle 
down everyone on board can be seen leaning over 
the side, waiting for the wash to dissolve and almost 

in tune you can hear all on board say “I see bottom” 
or “the viz is great”. Lucky for us today this rang true 
and it looked like we had at least 15m.

We’d pulled up on a reef approximately 500m 
off shore and it was about 200m across, so plenty 
of room for the boys to spread out. The depth was 
around 8m on top dropping off to around 15-18m to 
rubble and sand. Nice place for Kings, Snapper and 
other table species such as Rock Black Fish.

We anchored 2 boats and kept 1 with a boaty to 
keep an eye out just in case the current came up and 
someone needed help. The youngest was 14 (Jack), 
1 lady (Jessy) and the oldest, well he must be pushin’ 
somewhere near 60 (Allen).

We all jumped in and straight away I saw half 
a dozen small snapper around the kilo mark. Great 
sign, so I dived and slowly sank on top of the fish 
scanning for their bigger brothers which I hoped were 
lurking in the distance. None were obvious and as 
I had no burly I was expecting this fella to bolt any 
second but to my surprise as I slowly sank closer 
and closer he came into range so I took my first shot 
for the trip straight down on the dorsal spines and 
my trusty pranger made good landing my 3rd only 
snapper.

Within a few minutes I was swarmed by yellow 
tail and they all seemed a little nervous. Something 

was spooking them and I was sure I’d see some King 
Fish any second. Bang! The yakkas sprang out in a 
wide fan as 10 Bonito all around the 2 to 3 kilo mark 
smashed through the school. Nice fish, I just hope 
there are some Kingies following. I swam around for 
half an hour, worked the flasher but all I saw were 
Bonito.

My attention stared to drift towards the thumping 
Pigs (Rock Blashfish) below. I love to hunt Pigs. If 
you aren’t familiar with this species, they are closely 
related to Ludrick but get a hell of a lot bigger, and 
taste excellent. They also present a shifty prey but 
once you’ve figured them out I find there are two 
reliable methods which nearly always produce the 
goods. The first method is quite simply to follow them 
and watch which cave they go into, then dive and 
quietly ambush your target. Sounds easy, but this can 
still be quite tricky as they will often go into 1 cave, 
but continue in the subterranean labyrinths which 
often exist in southern NSW coastal reefs.

The second and more challenging method is as 
soon as you see their black silhouette in the distance, 
dive and lay on the bottom. Sometimes you will need 
to go below their level and hide or just sit still in a 
crack or ledge. Most times the biggest fella in the 
school will want to show you his dominance and 
come straight at you in what I’m sure is a show of 



defiance. You need to be ready, but still and aiming 
straight in his direction. Generally, he will swim within 
about 2 meters of you, have a quick look and then 
bolt left or right. The trick is to pick which way he will 
turn and then just as he does, nail him.

Pigs are a powerful species and grow to around 
7kg, though the specimens I was targeting were 
between the 3 and 4 kilo mark. Unless you stone 
them they will fight and carry on giving you a good 
old floggin. They fight like pigs, hence their nickname. 
Either way, still a staple fish in these parts and one I 
never get bored of targeting.

After a few solid hours at this location, I had a 
nice bag of pigs and a range of other species would 
feed us all for dinner. The current started to pick up 
so we all climbed out and headed south around the 
headland to another smaller reef just off the beach 
which looked very interesting.

This time I jumped in with Luke who went straight 
to the bottom and started stalking some nice bream. 
Before I even had my first dive he’d stalked along the 
bottom blending into the rubble and slammed a nice 
bream around a kilo. 

Luke rose all excited that he just saw a nice 
Snapper around 3 kilos in the distance so he started 
burling. He dropped his 1.2m Torelli Titan on the 
bottom and sat on the surface cutting chunks off his 
burly. I moved away not to spook his soon to be prize 
(well at least I hope it will be) and started chasing 
the tailor which just came flying out of the shallows.  
Contrary to popular believe Taylor are actually good 
eating if eaten fresh, but more importantly are great 
fun to spear.

After an hour or so chasing Tailor, which I 
managed just one (but I did manage a few nice bream) 
I came across Luke who was wide eye and muttering 
something about “did you get a snapper?” I said 
“No, did you?” Luke started telling me how he’d kept 
stripping chunks off his mowie to tease in the snapper. 
He said he’d done this for 15 or so minutes whilst all 
the time leaving his Torelli on the bottom. He would 
dive and each time the snapper would move away, 
then carefully come back to the burly when he rose 

for air. Luke must have done this little duet 10 times, 
but finally one dive the snapper was more interested 
in the burley than himself so he carefully picked the 
gun up, aimed and fired. To Luke’s amazement he 
nailed his first snapper. “Yes” he cried under water 
and just as he was about to start retrieving his shaft, 
somehow the unthinkable happened. His prize slid of 
the shaft before the flopper had a chance to engage. 
No wonder he came flying over wide eye’d asking if I 
got a snapper. “Sorry Mate” was all I could say, I don’t 
think I can print what he said next….

We all got back in our boats and headed back 
to the ramp where we met up with the guys from the 
third boat. Michael spent all day shooting Bonito 
hoping to turn them into snapper, but unsuccessfully. 
Adam had a nice bag of mixed species but it was the 
lady on board (Jessie) who scored the only Kingy. Not 
huge but still a nice fish. Well done Jessie.

Once again after a great day we found ourselves 
sitting on the verandah and telling stories about the 
fish that got away — well at least Luke was telling this 
one.

Day Three
The next morning I was awoken by my phone 

buzzing at 6.30am. “What the,,” I muttered. I answer 
only to hear Zappo rambling on about a Tsunami. “A 
what” I said. “A Tsunami  warning has been issued for 
the east coast of Australia” I jump out of bed, smack 

on the telly and sure enough it was all over the news. 
Even worse it was due to hit in 2 hours and as I looked 
out the window at the water less than 50m from my 
front door I said what all dedicated spearo’s would 
say “But it’s so flat, no way”.

Within 10 minutes the whole crew were outside 
huddled in 2 nervous scrums. All the women were 
wondering if the kids were going to be safe, while 
all the blokes were wondering if we could still go 
spearing. At least the blokes had their priorities right.

The reports started coming in. Something about 
a wave traveling at 720kmh across the pacific. Then 
a report from Tonga that 2m waves had struck. Again 
we all huddled around the telly. But was there any 
damage? It wasn’t clear. Then we heard that it was 
about to hit New Zealand and the authorities were 
advising no one to go in the ocean and a few local 
caravan parks had been evacuated. Maybe this 
could be serious? Then we hear that the wave in New 
Zealand was only 50cm.

It was then reported that the wave was expected 
at 8.45am local time. That was in 15 minutes. We 
all agreed that at any sign of the water receding 
we’d just jump in our cars and drive up the hill in an 
orderly manner. Come 9.00am not even a ripple was 
observed and no reports of any damage across the 
Pacific had been reported, so we all decided the day 
was too good to waste.

So if you are ever asked what makes a keen 
spearo, just tell them that not even an 8.8 rictor scale 
earth quake or Pacific ocean tsunami stops the 
mighty St George Spearo’s.

We headed out of the bay at full speed and 
again traveled north. As we rounded north head it 
was becoming obvious that the day was going to 
be something special. The water was calm, no swell 
and purple blue in colour. We traveled for about 
10 minutes until we see Zappo slow and again the 
usual gaggle of spearo heads peering over the 
side. Thumbs up from everyone. We could see the 
bottom in 15 meters. Zap points straight out to sea 
and powers up. We follow and come off the plain at 
approx 1km off shore. I look over the side and can 
just see white structure. I grab my mask, climb on the 
stern duck board and plunge my head in. The depth 
was 18m and I could see the bottom with crystal clear 
clarity. The viz must have been 30m+.

There was a quick flurry on both boats but within 
a few minutes there were 5 of us in the water. I make 
my first dive and almost straight away I realize I was 
bombing down on 20 or so snapper. I couldn’t believe 

how many there were or how big they were. Young 
Luke Colys was also in the water with us and burlying 
a bonny from the day before. The only problem was 
the burley was going south and the reds were heading 
east. They slowly disappeared from sight well before 
their free feed reached the bottom.

We quickly moved onto the next spot a little 
further along the coast and again all piled in. The 
viz wasn’t as good as the off shore reef, but still 
pleasant. This time we split up, I headed east with 
Jack and Vlado. As the bottom started to disappear 
into the depths at 15m I noticed a nice snapper of 
around 2kg tear off. I grabbed a silver and quickly 
transformed him into a continuous burley trail. I mixed 
up fine and large chunks. By the time I had finished, 
my young red friend came zooming in a series of start 
stop movements until he started smashing the burley 
below me. I took a big breath and started to quietly 
descend. I gave one strong kick with my DiveR’s and 
then the lead weight in my vest did the rest. Within 15 
seconds I was directly above the snapper and within 
range but I was directly above his dorsal fin. Not the 
ideal shot as I was using a straight shaft. “Bugger!!” I 
mutter to myself. “Turn” I was thinking but right before 
my eyes and within range he started to swim away 
but still smashing the burley. I slowly rotate a full 180 
degrees with my spear trained on him but still I wasn’t 
happy with the angle. All I needed was him to turn a 
little to the left. He started to move further away and I 
was sure I was going to miss the opportunity. But then 
he stopped and turned to his left, just enough for me to 
take a longish shot. The shaft entered near his tail and 
came out the other side near his pectoral fin. Thinking 
of Luke and in 15m for nearly a full minute I swam 
horizontally to my thrashing prize and embraced him 
in a bear hug and started for the surface. I’m not sure 
if my “yahoo” started before I broke the surface but 
it was certainly heard by my fello spearo’s who came 
rushing over.  He may have only been 2kg, but that 
snapper is up there with one of my best fish, simply 
because how hard they are to capture.

The three boats met up again back at the ramp 
and we compared catches. Grant managed a nice 
king of around 10kg which was also a very nice 
catch. We all bagged out on Abs and a few got some 
crays. Thanks to all who came for the weekend, it was 
one of the best weekends spearing I’ve had in a long 
time and I look forward to the next St George trip at 
Ulladulla in May.


