acrat

RASER Island,
Queensland,
Australia,
February
2005, On the
way back from
the Breaksea
Spit, Capt,
deun l’.llw
r
N oma d |
Charters and
I were talking
whilst we made our way
home to harbour after a good
day's fishing aboard Noniad. his 34ft
ig gamefishing catamaran, Damon had
cret project he wanted to share
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with me. He wanted

to fish the remote reefs

and atolls of the Coral Sea

for monster GTs  six
months from that day:.

Nobody had seriously

ba fished these places for many years,

and the people he'd spoken to
about the trip had already
booked. There was just one little
problem — he needed to build a
bt ..
Fraser Island, six months later



The GT fishing

in the Coral Sea
was “simply
insane”, 40kg-
plus fish %
— no problem!

There it was, in
front of me, in the
Unrangan marina —
Odyssey 2, an BOft
maotor  ciatamiarian
with a striking
shape and the lines §
of a true long-
range, ocean-going
boat. At the helm,
Capr. Damon
(Hsen, The

Cairns

Townsville

Rockhamplon

Brishane
Gold Coast

Oelyssey 2 0s designed (o carry four 180
ski-hoats powered by TOhp d-strokes,
and she was to be our home for the
next few days as we set about fishing
ofl a remaote atoll in the Coral Sea.

Our target? Kenn Reel, 290 nautical
miles NE of Hervey Bay, in the Coral

Sea, South Pacific. Alver 27 hours of

quiet cruising at 1.2 knots, the rising sun
glinted Off a multitude of reefs, emeng-
ing conl bommies, rocks, sand cays and
reef-fringing barrier as far as the eye
could see. After hours of darkness, life

was sprouting all around the boat.

Fortunately a high-pressure weather
system wias due to be over the Coral
sed for av least three days and would
keep the sca flat for us. The ocean was
incredibly calm and 1 was amazed to
see such quiet water, considering our
exposcd position in the middle of the
ocean so far away from any coast. The
light was perfect and, as always in the
southern hemisphere, the colour of the
sky was ol a blue that is clearer and
deeper than anywhere clse,

odyssey to
ishing heaven




“he beauty of the lagoon inside the reef was breathtaking — a rainbow o

SOYSSEY: A DREAM COMES TRUE

capt. Damon Olsen is a voung, tall,

srong Aussie who grew up fishing on

e Great Barrier Reefl Against all odds

se made his dream come true — he'd

gotten the boat ready despite the jungle
! burenucrcy and boat yard hazards.

The boat can accommodate 20
snglers with full gear for over 1 000
miles, if necded, and can quite safely
sy out at sea for a month if fishing is
ol

Damon and his guys each have
cawpertise in different fields and double
ap s lishing guides, First mate is Tim,
w expat South African who worked at
Saearuto’s fishing lodge and immigrated
W Australia after he met an Aussie mer-
siidd. The rest of the fishing crew was
made up of Scott, an American marine
sologist and oceanographer with years

{ guiding experience, and Ed who had
worked on tuna boats in the rough seas
4 south Tasmanis,

To feed all those peaple a French
chief had been engaged, and Alain, who
fadl just arrived from French Polynesia,
handled the job admirably. He was
helped by Nicci, a true yvachtic hostess
whiy looked after everybody, made sure
that the cabins were in order and that
DCCT NEVER T O,

The cabins aboard Odyssey 2 are
small but comfortable, and the bunks
very good. Guests are accommodated
m four cabins, each with four bunks,
and two cabins with twin bunks. Two
bathrooms which offer very hot show-
crs and plenty of freshwater, thanks to
the desalinator, mean you don't have to
gueue up too Jong in the morning and
after fishing. On the bridge youTl find
the crew’s cabin, another bathroom and
the pilot house with a full armay of elec-
tronies, a decp water sounder, GPS plot-
ter, digital map reader, radar, weather
station and sat phone,

f shades of blue, turquoise and emerald-green, blend-
wg to provide what must surely be one of nature’s most beantiful sights. And there were big GTs to be caught too ...

e e el

The upper deck houses the four ski-
boats and is used as a sun deck or party
deck when the fishing boats are
deployed.

For this trip we were joined by 11

Japanese anplers. Their leader was the

charismatic Yoichi Mogi who has pio-
necred modern GT flishing and deep

water jigging. | also had the pleasure of

meeting Kenji Konishi who is the boss
of Carpenter Rods and Lures, and cur-
rently Japan’s number-one master GT
angler with several fish over 50kg to his
credit. Konishi-san is o very quiet and
extremely polite man in the true

Japanese tradition,

The party brought along an unbe-
licvable number of rods and reels and a
mountain of lures. The back of the boat
soon looked like a tackle store. Despite
the language problem | got on very well
with Konishi-san and quickly become
“Bertrando-san” to their group.

The largest GT of the trip was caught by the author and weighed just under 50kg.

| to my ears. The marine life is just

Deploying the fishing boats wook a
good hour, bur we had found a safe
anchoring spot in the lagoon inside the
atoll where we would be protected
from any swell should the sea become
rough.

By this stage we were all very excit-
ed and could longer wait to cast our
lures over the promising reefs. 1 ended
up in the last ski-boat, with Mogi-san
and Thara-san, nicknamed “Ipoh™ as he is
a judoka champion. Damon was in
command and soon we were heading
towards the first point. The craft's tri-
hull proved very stable and still pro-
duced good speed, The d-stroke Suzuki
was s0 quict that fish continued swim-
ming around us, without taking any
notice.

The sea was calm, the surface glassy,
and the sound of the swell breaking
lazily over the exposed reel was music
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scenes from the Coral Sea trip during
which an assortment of fish were
caught, including 103 GTs between
15kg and 50kg, coral trout (above),
dogtooth tuna, red bass, grouper,
wahoo, yellowfin tuna and sailfish.

ncredible.  Baitfish were everywhere
— mainly flving fish and blue bally-
wos. Every time | scanned the horizon
| saw vellowfin tuna breaking the
water’s surface with flocks of birds hov-
cring above them. They were only half
2 mile from the reef edge, and they
staved busy all day, every day of our
irip. [ have never seen so many tund
being so active for so long, | don't
wnow why, bur the Japanese preferred
w0 leave them alone and concenteate on
the GTs.

The rules of engagement were sim-
nle: fire with every popper, stickbait or
spoon we had. The only rule was to
release all the fish we caught and only
Leep a few mna or wahoo for sashimi.

I had brought along my big guns —
3 brand new Accurate TwinSpin spin-
ning reel mounted onto my Carpenter
sPTRUHL rod for the large blooping
puppers, and a second one on my Smith
Tokara for the stickbait.

The reels were loaded with 130 1b
Tuf XP braided PE line from Western
Filament. The diameter is similar 1o
4 Ib mono, but it’s much stronger. The
braid is then spliced into a loop onto
which 1 loop-to-loop a twisted casting
mono leader of three metres. This is
connecied via an opposite nail-knot 1o a
short S0cm bite leader of 400 1b fluomo-
cirbon mono, The bite leader ends on a
AH) Ib Sampo swivel which is erimped
to the line and a 300 b split ring to
change the lures, We didn’t use snap
attachments as they always break open,

The group of Japanese were all fish-

1" _-‘ » .I.- o . E,
Fad N gt
£ if-.._ W A
ing with Carpenter rods and mostly
Shimano Stella reels, They used lighter
PE line in the 65 b o 80 Ib because,
being small guys, they just can't handle
heavy drags. They all wore their flota-
tion jackets, even in the hottest weath-
L.

FIRST CAST

My first cast close 1o the recf saw a big
red bass hitting the lure as it landed on
the water. At 12Kg it was double the
size of the bass | normally cawch. We
worked the point for one hour in gin-
clear water and were constantly
harassed by red bass, green jobfish and
coral trout, T Rept my big lure on whilst
the other guys went lor the smaller
OIS,

The coral was awesome, and 1
couldn’t help staring into the depths,
watching the colourful coral formations
we were going over. Wham! First igno-
hilis — 15kg. Not big, but very strong.
The water was only 24°C which is quite
cool for the ropics, but iUs normel for
September. We carried on, and strange-
Iy the water was very quiet, with not
much activity apart from the tuna going
mad only halfsemile away, Even though
you're fishing in Jurassic Park, the T-Rex
isn't always on the hunt!

We waited for the tde 1o start push-
ing again and decided 1o head up north
to the tip of the reef. Scott had the
same idea and got there before us as
Mogi-san wanted to first refill the beer
box. Suddenly shouts carricd across
the VHF radio. Scou's anglers had been
ambushed by warriors from the igno-
bilis tribe who made short work of
their light tackle, He was calling for
heavy tackle strikes, knowing full well
that I had my big guns armed and ready,

Full throttle on the Suzuki and the
Keviacat charged over the sea. | stood

at the bow, SPTEUHL in hand, loaded
with my best Orion lure — safery catch
off. As we got there we saw three guys
with rods bent double, line cutting the
wiater, big brown shapes anacking their
lures, an explosion of baitfish — and
Scott shaking his head. The spot was
awesome, It seemed the incoming tide
trapped the baitfish in a little bay sur-
rounded by two sharp points which
extend far out into the deep blue water,

“Cast only when in range.” said
Damon as he slowed the boat. Three
big poppers became airborne at the
same time and landed in the strike
zone, Simply insane! We had a wriple
hook up of G0kgplus GTs!

Mogi was instantly bust up on the
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reel, but Taharm-san was still in control
il his opponent. Whilst small, Ipoh is

bl like a bull and he makes good use
[ his low centre of gravity

I had dedided not 1o give any line to
my fish as we were hooked up in less
than three metres of wiater, As i resulr,
my fish couldn't Build up any speed and
thrashed the water in big bow wives
and tail splashes, 17kg of drag and |
was tryving to hold a 50kg GT like a
rhindg on i rope.

I could see the big. angry head of
the fish and, much to my horror, the
ure had disappeared into its mouth
With no ather choice the fish was stuck
ahout 30 metres from us, shaking its
aissive head like a pitbull terrier. Then
: hit me off through the 400 b fluoro
cader.,

Ipoh was still fighting, his judoka
spirit glving him the stamina to sce the
ght through to its end. It ook every
rick we knew to get the fish away from

¢ reel so that we could see how huge

wils. All this was too much for Ipoh’s
cel and it burst into pieces — gears,
springs and screws went flyving — lucki-
v just as the leader was up. 1 grabbed it
sod lined the fish so Damon could Tip-
calf e, The beast was beaten — A0kg of
gnobilis lving on the deck — and we
Ul cheered the first monster of the trip
\ few pictures later it swvam away, still
strong and angry. In the meantime, the
ther boats had arrived at our new

Fis_H ih g an sl

* Calstar Rods

Custom made to persanal rEgQUNrements

from 4 b~ 1301b

Fishing reels:

Customising of Penn and Shimano -

left-hand conversion, drag “blusprintng™

Moimoi fishing lines
Warld no, 7 IGFA-rated monofilament
Ahard rofled “wind-ons®
mnd top shots

Custom lures and riggs

Mouwlderaft, softies, standard and custom

honev spot and were hav-
ing similar fun.

In four-and-a-halfl days §
fishing around Kenn Reef,
the four boats lainded 103
GTs berween 15Kk and 50kg.
I had the privilege ol catching
the largest of them which
came in at just under S0kg,
with Konishi-san, the master
himself, looking on,

Then there were the dog- §
tooth tuna we caught on jigs at §
night, the red bass, the huge coral
trout, grouper, wiahoo, vellowfin
tuna and sailfish all hooked on sur-
face plugs. At some points it was like a
fishing remake of the fights in the
movie Kl Bl

Do I need to mention the giant GTs
that were either seen or hooked and
lost? We all saw them, and after seeing
what a 50kg fish could do to our tackle,
these even larger fish drove fear into
our hearts. | hooked one — the mother
of all giant ignobilis — near the reef,
but lost it through a stupid tackle fail-
ure when, alter doing all the hard work,
the crimp slid out. Damon, who landed
i GEke GT at Fraser the yvear before, said
this fish was much, much bigper.

On one day | even raised a black
marlin of a solid 200kg behind my stick-
bait. It followed the bait all the way 1o
the boat in only 200 metres of water, bt
didn't bite.

The pristine white sand cays (top) and
reel-fringing barrier in the lagoon
(above) — fishing heaven!

TOO BEAUTIFUL TO FISH

More than even the fishing, it's the
sheer beauty of the place that amazed
me. Just take a look at a marine map of
the South Pacific. Point vour finger
between Australia and New Caledonia

otography

Outriggers and downriggers

Spec
and full rigging undertaken

Teaser reels
Both manual or slectric available

Rigging of traces and leaders
Custom hooks, Sampo swivels, pigtails, Aussie wire

and all rigging supphes

Peter "B"

Big game harnosses and gloves

fistwr Schaffer marine outriggers for
all sires of ski-boats, Adwce and/or total fitting

Specialist
supplier of
premium
big game
fishing
equipment

Boating accessories

From marfinmats to fighting chairs, we supply
* the unobtamable!

Big T custom range - rigged or unrigged

Contact Bradley Kidd = Cell: 082 834 1303 » Dffice: (013) 745-7163
Home: [013] 745-7086 » E-mail: bradkidd@mweb.co.za
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It's time to fish so it's time to leave the
mothership, Odyssey 2, an B0 motor
catamaran with the lines of a true long-
range, occan-going boat. Guests are
accommodated in four cabins, each
with four bunks, and two cabins with
twin bunks.

— that's where we were, That alone
wits enough to keep me happy, even
before 1 had caught any fish.

At low tide the reef becomes magi-
cal, and 1 can hardly find words to
describe what T saw, Tt was like a rain-
bow of blue, tourguise and emerald-
ereen all over,. When we got inside the
lagoon it was so beautiful 1T couldn’t
fish, I put down my rod and just con-
templated the scenery around me,
respecting the virginity of this place
that belongs to the world as a whole.
The entire atoll is immaculate — no lit-

tern, no trce of pollution
o Only nature as it was
thousands of years ago,
- before mankind in its
stupidity started its pre-
dation guided by mad-
ness and greed.

The remains of a
wreck on the sand cay
reminded  us  that
despite the calm condi-
tions we expericnced,
we need (o respect the
ocean and we need o
take care of such picces of paradise.

The noise of a plane brought us
back to reality as a Transall from the
Australian Customs department flew
low over us, checking on the boat's reg-
istration and that we were permitted to
be there. Longliners, purse seiners,
shark finning boats, rapists of the sea,
pirates of the ocean, stay way from
these recfs: they are part of the Great
Barrier Reef Marine Park, and commer-
cial fishing is illegal here,

THE CEREMONY

The best part for me was on the last
day. After | had caught the big fish,
Kenji Konishi had asked me to try one
of his new rods called Wild Violence.
He was very interested to hear my com-
ments on it After the Tast day’s fishing 1
cleaned it and gave it back to him. The
rod was just incredible and a joy 1o use,

At dinner that night he appearc.
with the rod laying on its sleeve and
called me, The translator told me the
he wanted to give it 1o me as i presen
and that it would be an honour for his
if I would accept the fishing rod. Like
in & samurai ceremony, I was given the
rod in front of everybody, and it el
incredible. Beyond the language barrics
and culture difference, we had the same
passion — a love for the sea, the fish
and the fishing. T realised that Japan is 2
great nation of sportfishermen as we'
as tackle manufacturers,

All too soon we needed to get the
ski-boats back on the upper deck, o
the anchor and get ready for the long
cruise back.

Alone at the stern of Odyssey 2 o
she headed back towards civilisation. |
wittched the wake on the deep blue
Pacific Ocean. [ reminisced about the
big fish 1 caught and released. 1 had
mixed feeling of happiness and sadness
— the Coral Sea blues, Despite the
clear blue sky and bright sunshine, [ fe
cold., Indeed, the sea alwavs evokes
deep emotions,

Kenn Reef: 21°14° South, 155545
East. T promised mysell T'd be back. Al
I need do is press “Go To™ on ms
GPS ...

* For further information on fishing
this region, visit <www.nomadsport
fishing.com.au>,

BE READY.

The Cuda seeson 1s coming.

H yau hoven't mode up your traces with
Gomokatsu Teeles, yeu are ploying
dangeious gome.

Gomukatsu 4 ¥ strong trebles o sirong
and shotp eseugh to never b2 you dows.
Sheald you hook o fish osd lose i, it
shauld be Bacause foulty terminal 1nckle
or the “tox man” got the hietner of you.
Mot becouse the: haok foiled.

Ayciloble ot of leoding tockle stores,

Deatrhuted by Steahh Fiy Rod £ Reel cc- PO Box 589, Poeklonds 2120, Tek 011 782 2333, Fox 011 782 2338 or email; dlevsne@siacit co o, wew,steelth.co.20
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