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— Scott Bannerot was amongst a recent foray with a leading charter
operation to remote coral atolls far out in the Coral Sea. In this
pristine location they encountered a run of wahoo that left even

these seasoned anglers breathless with excitement. The lessons they
learnt will be of great use to you too.
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“NEARLY AN

HOUR LATER

WE'D HAD

NINE WAHOO
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RELEASES
AND THREE
TIMES THAT
NUMBER OF

STRIKES.”

Imagine you're flylng out on a

seaplane far over the Coral Sea,
way beyond the ouler edge of the Great
Barrier Reef and landing at a deserted,
sunken atoll. From there you step
aboard an ultra-modern mothership
to drop off your gear, heading out in
a custom gameboat moments later to
seek anything from glant marlin to a
who's who of open-ocean trophies. It's
a dream come true and untl recently
places like Kenn, Wreck, Frederick,
Marion and Flinders reefs could only
be fished in your dreams. The launch
of Nomad Sportfishing’s mothership
operation in 2005 has made fishing
these remote locations a reality.

Now in its second full seosom,
Damon Olsen’s team at Nomad are
discovering a number of emerging
patterns, the main theme being that
colossal bites of major gamefish
species provide unique, rapld-fire
testing grounds for the best tackle,
lures and technigues on the market
- an accelerated learning curve that
completely transcends the normal,
stately pace of fishing technology
development. We're talking about all-
out attacks that make o mockery out
of any weak link in rod and reel design
features, terminal tackle strength and
rigging, swimming action and shape,
size and color of lures.

Incredible strike rotes and elevated
average predator size brings each
technological detall into the white-hot
spotlight of baptism by fire, resulting
in warp-speed rates of natural
selection. Failed equipment falls by
the wayside, lying broken and bent

Il doesn't get much better than this.

in mangled heaps, and the stuff that
works surges to the front line and slays
there. We're also doing some things
that, to our knowledge, have never
been done. We're coming up with new
twists that really work - not because
we're smarter than anyone else, it's
just that we've been thrown in to a
unique situation for a sportfishing
crew, and its a case of adapt or
be destroyed,

CALM BEFORE THE STORM

A recent sojourn to Wreck Reef is
a prime example. All of you
experienced readers know thal no
malter where you fish, fishing s still
fishing - even In remote locations
the bite turns on and off in sync with
myriad environmental variables, and
when it's shut down it can be just as
profound os when everything lights
up and goes off again.

This was the case for the first three
days of the charter to Wreck, a lonely
Coral Sea outpost some 200 nautical
miles north-east of home port, Hervey
Bay. We tossed poppers in search of
glant trevally, dropped jigs and trolled
our best offerings for dogtooth and
wahoo, and sconped the horlzon
for bird focks indicating yellow(in
tuna, We nabbed a few green jobfish,
bluefin trevally, small GTs, red bass
and wahoo, but the bite was decidedly
off. This charter group had chosen to
eschew gameboats and signed up to
fish exclusively from 17ft Kevlacat Fly
Caster skiffs, so when the breeze came
up, Damon moored all four of these
at one of the shools and we used the
mathership to give the entire eastern

end of the reef complex o real going-
over, We found tons of mid-water
bait, and towed our best spreads of
wahoo and dogtooth morsels, finally
nabbing three wahoo near the end of
the afternoon. At this point the group
was becoming despondent that the big
trip they'd all looked forward to for
months on end appeared to coindde
with a pervasive case of lockjow at
Wreck Reef, If they'd known what was
coming next, they would have been
grateful for the solitude and rest.

FIRST CONTACT
The best charter skippers almost relish
a bit of adversity. A quiet first three
days lefi Damon undaunted. After
all, breezy conditions had limited our
ability to probe same of the best passes
and corners in the skiffs, and we still
had half of the 15-mile series of reefs
to cover. The orders came down from
the bridge to saddle up. By sunrise
we had the towing rigs in place and
we sipped steaming mugs of coffee as
our chef whipped up a hot breakfast
The skiffs knifed along in the wake of
mothership Odyssey, our bow pointed
for the western-most anchoroge of
Wreck Reef. The stark sand mound
of West Cay poked over the horizon,
and soon we were unhitching the
skiffs as Odyssey swung gently on the
hook over an expanse of rippling
sand bottom, shimmering aqua in the
early moming light. The wind had
dropped to nothing, and we could all
feel something in the air as we loaded
tackle and skimmed off on a plane
under cloudless blue skies,

1 had the privilege of fishing the



