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Speared any Summer Kings Yet? 
  

  
  
  

Contact us for information on our Seaquel 
Spearfishing Suits  

  
Camo/Cell 5MM, Parka Jacket & Long John  

  

ONLY   $440.00  
  
 

Other Combinations of Materials and thicknesses available  
  

Contact: Bill & Diane  
Seaquel Products Limited  

15G Porana Road, Glenfield  
Ph/fax: 09 4432 771  

  

seaquel@xtra.co.nz  
  

Check out our New website!  
http://www.seaquel.co.nz  

 
 
 
 
 
 



Club Meeting this Month  
  

   

Dave Hansenôs Place 

 
9 Rubens lane 
West Harbour 

  
 

Presidents Rave 
 
Sharks, Cobwebs and Wind (Pre-Nationals) 
 
Monday, 9th January. Every thing feels wrong.  
 
Waking in a strange room, putting on weird clothes, Shoes of all things then coming to an 
office, Yeeeuk!.  
Even weirder is this damn keyboard, obsessed with miss-spelling almost every word. Ok 
persistence requiredé The break-holiday was awesome. The diving in general great but as 
with diving a mixed bag of vis and fishiness. Before I forget (how could one) what the hell is 
that Cobweb Guu that seemed to dominate the entire coastline. Regardless of the water temp 
and clarity those bloody webs were everywhere. Moving on,. My most interesting day out 
came a few weekends ago. The day started with me bashing away downstairs at the Bach 
and the neighbours pouring concrete for their new fence. As often happens we all ended up 
working the concrete and talking of what would happen next. Wind and rain were fast 
becoming the dominant features and the decision would be boardsailing or a dive. The 
Neighbours being mad kite sailors were very keen on that option but after hearing option two 
ñThe Aldermanôsò they soon dropped their thoughts and began gathering all spare wetsuits 
etc. 
 
We made it down to the bar fully laden, four blokes, 6 dive cylinders and dive bags for Africa. 
The bar was what I would call marginal to closed and as we went out into the estuary we 
were met by the Taurua Dive Charters massive Stabi craft doing donuts. At first I thought they 
were giving bar crossing lessons but soon found them avoiding the nasty green things. We 
both spent some minutes tacking about like the motorised version of an Americas cup pre-
race ordeal before I finally hit a gap through the surf. Having already sunk my boat once at 
Maungawhai and almost losing another with Darren Shields playing this game the heart rate 
was well up when I finally crossed the last breaker. The next phase to the Aldermanôs was 
also a little marginal as we lost sight of land and Island within a short period. We eventually 
spotted the peak of the main Island to the south and ultimately made it to the gap just in from 
Terakihi rock. To my surprise the water was really clear and on leaping in warm to boot. I 
quickly swam off to a little Cray spot of mine enjoying the seemly vast number of fish that had 
congregated in the gap. On surfacing from one dive I noticed two Bronzies coming in at me 
from the sand like fitter planes. After the initial fright of having them blast in so quickly I cooled 
down and kept diving. The other guys being Tankies were still kitting up and seemed to slow 
noticeable when I yelled at them our two guests. One the next dive I felt eyes on me and 
turned to see and even bigger Bronzy parked a short distance from me. A quick count made it 
three of them and one of me and these buggers were frisky, racing back and forth. I tried a 
couple of further dives but as many of you are aware, the bottom time becoming was pretty 



minimal and looking in Cray holes a very distant priority. Call me a coward but given the 
situation I headed back to the boat and waited for my bubbly reinforcements before we all 
headed back to Sharky point. Strangely the Tankers never saw the Sharks as they made 
repeated sweeps over them and through their bubbles. A few Crays later we headed back to 
the boat and around the point. The Tankers opted for a fish as I tried to get some club points. 
All was going well until of all things yet another Shark rocked up. This time a Hammer Head, 
with Garyôs fish firmly in his sights. Enough of this bloody outfit I thought as I dragged in my 
Terakihi and freshly shot Trev and jumped into the boat. So four Sharks in one day, my best 
effort in NZ waters. On arriving at the Bach I called the Long Fellow (Long John-Slim Jim) 
telling him of my exciting day and to get his Butt south. He did and the following day we 
ventured out for yet another great day with LJ and I being once again visited by the Hammer 
Head and myself by yet another Bronzy. 
 
Oh well, back to work. 
(Post-Nationals) February  
 
Presidents rave contôd 
 
Back to work again after an interesting week to say the least. What a week eh..starting out so 
nice with plenty of fish and clear water to end with some pretty impressive seas and a 
cancelled comp. The fact our most cherished calendar event was cancelled for the first time 
in my memory comes as little surprise given the number of years we have had appalling 
weather. Comp aside the week was great. The opportunity to catch up with old mates, make 
some new ones, share stories and chill out over s few cold beers under the gas lantern during 
power blackouts at Camp Conway. Brilliant! 
 
A massive thanks to all those that made the effort and I hope you enjoyed it as much as I. 
On another topic I lost count of the number of times I was almost run down by ignorant 
boaties over the break and sadly I believe the majority of them had and still have no idea of 
the rules pertaining to boating or dive flags. Last long weekend after almost running down a 
scuba diver surfacing about 15yards from his boat that had no flag I decided to rig my ronstan 
with boat dive flag and a weight belt to make sure it stayed up. Amazingly an idiot with 
girlfriend went over me at about 40 knots within 20 feet of my float and about 50 feet of my 
boat. 
 
Be careful and make sure you have a bloody big flag.  
 
Gary Conway 

 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Points Standings 
 
John Anderson 71 
Marcus Petraska 61 
Gary Conway  58 
Steve McDonald 47 
Julian O'Neale  28 
Dane Hawker  26 
Daniel Daulton  24 
Andrew MacDonald  24 
Reid Quinlan  23 
Scott 17 
David Hansen 16 
Russell Nelson  9 
Chong Looi  3 
Jared Rehm  2 
Andrew Tasker  2 

 
 



 
Gamblingé 
 
Australian Underwater Hockey Nationals have just been, a friend of mine organised the 
possibly loosest bunch of guys that have ever played together in a hockey team, and we were 
South East Australia. 
 
We arrived on the 20th of January at all sorts of times, made our own way to the 
accommodation via trains, buses and taxis it seemed the info centre had a different óbestô way 
of getting to our accommodation for each group. The accom turned out to be a college, 
complete with hot American exchange students. We were staying in single roomed dorms. 
The team seemed intent on setting the standard for our trip that night, so with the help of 
Regency Duty Free, we managed to break the only pool cue and keep all the other teams for 
whom this was a serious tournament awake, probably a lot longer than they had intended.  
The next day was practice pool time, so we dragged our very hung selves down to the pools 
using the public bus service as we had opted not to hire a minivan, I think over the week 
many would have wondered what they had done to deserve to be on the bus with us.  
The opening ceremony was that night, some of the items mentioned were noise levels at 
night, and the broken pool cue (which one of us promptly announced he had replaced) The 
slightly more sensible people on our team decided tonight that we should not party there and 
allow the other teams to sleep. Instead we tried the local pub, which turned out to be a good 
thing as this is where we met the American exchange students that were also staying at the 
college, because is was only a short walk up the road everyone made their way home in drips 
and drabs resulting in much noise and some rather unhappy Australians.  
Overheard the next day was ñtheyôre just here for a good time, but they are making it 
miserable for usò definite exaggeration from a whiney junior Aussie player. In light of that and 
how we felt playing our first game hung-over we decided to have a few quiet nights over the 
course of the competition. 
 

 
 
We had gone down to the local K-mart equivalent and from the little boys isle purchased a set 
of 10 Spiderman boxer shorts to wear as out team uniform. So now we looked the parté 
For the next 4 days we had 1 game per day except one which we played two. We won our 
Games against N.S.W, VIC, QLD, & TAS with the closest score being 5-2 and the largest 14-
0. We did however drop a game against W.A which sucked because we were up 2-0 at half 
time but their experience came through and we lost 4-3. That was our second game and we 
realised after that we had been fighting against their formation rather than trying to play our 
own. Changed a few things and we ended up winning the round robin. Because we were not 
a regional team, rather a group of the youngest NZ reps we have they wouldnôt let us play in 
the finals, which was fair enough. Of course we didnôt mind it meant we got to go up to the 



pub again a night earlier than most. QLD had been knocked out so they joined us that night 
as well for a good night at the Ranch.  
Finals day was also Australia day, we had been asked to commentate the finals and help 
select M.V.Ps. We are still not sure exactly ówhyô they ówantedô us to commentate, is was 
good fun although the crowd disagreed with us a lot of the time, especially when no-one 
came forward to sing their national anthem before the womens final so I started sing ours 
instead.  
The function that night was definately the best hockey function I have ever been to it was a 
cruise of Sydney harbour being Australia Day there was a huge fireworks display.  
The day after the function was Friday, we werenôt leaving till Sunday and our accommodation 
had run out at the college, we ended up staying in Darling harbour for the next two nights with 
one of the playerôs brother. We were staying on the deck of an apartment tower, not a 
comfortable sleep, but once tanked up you managed to get a few hours. Spent both nights in 
town, lots of cover charges in Sydney which meant your wallet was always far too light in the 
morning.  
 
After sharing a deck with some big ass roaches and 9 guys for two nights I was very ready to 
get home, I almost felt sorry for the Wellington part of our contingent who had to spend a 
night on Sydney airports floor due to fog. Once home I heard about the nationals being 
postponed, so I think I backed the right horse. Pretty watered down report because remember 
ówhat goes on tour, stays on tourô  
 
Julian 
 

 



 

 
This year' s Rus sell to 
Paihi a swi m wil l be on 

 
July 29th.  

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Westie Report 
 

Spearfishing development program 
 

I remember my first comp, after a few years of spearfishing on my own and breaking personal 
new frontiers i.e. swimming all over the New South Wales coast in isolated spots thinking I 
was Wilderness Man.  I eventually ran into a spearo whom informed me of clubs. So hunted 
one down, went to the Manly Sea Hawks club meet and got teed up for an Alliman Shield. 
 
Rocked up on the day with my 80cm Sea Hornet with milk bottle in tow, surfing wetsuit and 
separate hood. Thirty or so boats, loads of spearos with all the gear, camo suits etc 
Wilderness Man was now relegated to Milton Man. 
 
Got myself a boat ride with a good guy (Malcolm Murphy) 19ft haines and 115 of HP whom 
only had two other divers. All the other boats were full, I was about to find out why Malcolmôs 
had space.  
 
All divers except for boat drivers out of the boats and assembled in a triangle in a park then 
the call was made to go, GO, GOOOOOéé.. Spearoôs bolting to ther boats, classic this is 
me. Thirty or so boats at flat stick through all the moorings (Marine police there on the way 
back with a few boats booked).   
 
We left the relative calm of Sydney harbour into 1 metre of sloppy swell and 10-15knts of sea-
breeze. We hit the slop and Mal doesnôt slow down ya-hooooooo, airborne on each or every 
second chop, going as fast as you possibly can without sinking, needless to say Malcolm 
loved to compete and had a habit of breaking transoms. Great fun for the first few minutes 
until I was smashed a few times with my only handhold a side windscreen and all the room 
upfront taken up (why there was space on this boat is now starting to get hammered into me). 
Muscle in my arm giving up, canôt really hold on any more Milton man was now Quivering 
Bruised Jelly Man.  
 
OK we make it to our spot, vertical cliffs dropping to 30 ft and tapering down to 60 ft. I 
managed to get a red mowong (Moki) great. Now off to the next spot, pound, pound pound 
but you get used to it, its sort of fun. 
 
No looking back from there attended every monthly Alliman for about 4 or 5 years except for a 
couple because of thoughtless people with weddings and funerals etc also attended many 
other comps. 
 
Anyway to cut a long story short trying to improve my spearfishing ability has been a long and 
winding road.  
 
Including;   
 
¶ being involved in many complimentary sports, U/W Hockey for several years, 

Freediving, Gym Work, Running etc etc.  
¶ Hanging around experienced guys picking up bits here and there when a few too 

many beers have been sunk.  
¶ Learning things yourself the hard way. 
¶ Reading the handful of books that are available etc etc.  
¶ Several close calls incl being washed over bommie hanging in the air by rope 

wrapped around my wrist slowly losing consciousness. Luckily washed off the 
bommie when by the second or third wave that came through. If looping your rope to 
keep your float off a bommie be even more vigilant not to get washed over.  

 
After Andrew and my Nationals success last year we were gratefully approached by the more 
experienced guys wanting us to compete in the swim offs and aim for the NZ Team. Reason 
was it has had the same crew for about a decade and we need young blood. Perhaps Iôm 
wrong but I got the feeling being part of a NZ team and diving against International Teams 



things would open up as to the finer or even obvious tricks of spearfishing during these trips. 
Greaté. though last years Nationals for us was scrounging around in relatively shallow water. 
Get us in 100ft vis on deep reef systems etc were not up to scratch, yetéé. 
 
In trying to get up to scratch and going back to what is available we tried Freediving training. 
In an environment that for me anyway pushed bottom times to >95%. Which is not what I feel 
is ideal training for spearfishing being 80% average bottom times with fitness creating fast 
FULL recoveries and back down again for another 80-90%%. Leaving that 10-%20% window 
spare for tangles, jams, fish etc, in 13 or so years and 00ôs of days diving has worked well for 
me. 
 
>99% bottom times as it seems to for many spearos going to Freediving resulted in the 
inevitable being an accident. For me not a blackout but t wasnôt pretty and now have some 
repercussions during spearfishing. 
 
So I asked myself what other sports can I play and eventually why is it so bloody hard to 
improve in spearfishing. Dooooonnnnnnggggg!!!!!!! there is no training program, arranging 
training with your buddy is about the best you can do and even that means your training by 
yourself for 50% of the time. And when your training with what youôve read out of a book or 
what your mates or competitors have told you, the resulting techniques can be questionable.  
 
In discussions with other Spearoôs many train and for most of the time alone, some of them 
do some fairly crazy, difficult and hardcore stuff. It doesnôt need to be this way (BTW it 
doesnôt need to be dangerous to train alone there are many things you can do that are fairly 
risk free). The way it is at present the harder you train the more time you spend alone 
basically in physical and mental pain, doesnôt really sound like much fun. I no doubt like many 
others find it very personally rewarding, though keeping it fun by yourselféégetting advice, 
working to a program, doing some things safely etc and there are no surprises why we donôt 
have any volume of younger or even older divers developing into spearing athletes (not that 
old pie boy here is an athlete), it can be bloody difficult, especially the younger you are. 
  
This document was written in a hurry because of work/time constraints, is poorly written, a 
work in progress, but bottom line iséé. I train 2-3 times a week and was in the process of 
putting a junior spearo development program together, whereby our young guys can train with 
me and learn many of the things I know.  
 
I have limited knowledge are in discussion with some of our top spearos (many of whom 
disclose they train alone and seem interested in training together), to create a structured 
programé..with personal goals and objectives, rewards of knowledge on reaching goals, 
having your growth (or lack of it) charted, having dedicated times of the week set aside for 
group training(settle down) i.e. Mon / Weds evenings 6:30 ï 8:00 etc etcééé. 
 
I donôt care whom runs it and are not particulary keen on owning it but will do so until 
someone takes the reigns. An older spearo whom has been there and would get more out 
developing there rising stars and breaking futher personal goals this way would be ideal. If 
you or you know of someone whom may be interested to help me get this off the ground 
please drop me a line or email.  
 
Or similarly if you have something that you could provide as ideas or things that you do in 
training that are good for you please send them to me. I have contacted a few of our older 
legends and they have agreed to provide some input. 
 
Lastly if you are interested in joining a Spearfishing training group please drop me an email, 
though I will send an email before we start which at this stage will be post Easter (cmon Iôm 
busy).  
 
David Hansem 
dhansen@syssol.co.nz 
09 416 0522 
 

mailto:dhansen@syssol.co.nz


Little Barr ie r  
 
Had a couple good dives lately at Little Barrier. Got a nice king, some crays 
and some underwater photos of some interested Bronzies 
 
Dane 
 

 
 

 
 

 



Ti Point  pays off  

 
   On a beautiful summers day I couldnõt stop myself from going for a dive at Omaha. 
Our original spot had too big a swell coming through, making it very surgey. With this 
and the bad viz, we decided to retrace back to Ti Point were it was calmer, had no surge 
and with about twelve metre viz my hopes of shooting a big snapper came back on 
track. I slipped over the side directly above the weed line and at ten metres I was very 
surprised at how good the viz was, none of that yucky stuff thatõs been in the water 
lately. I was quick to shoot a few fish to chum up. After about two hours in the water 
chumming and snooping the shallows, I returned to the weed line where my dad had 
been fishing and only caught a few Yellowtail, which he had also chummed up. As I was 
thinking of calling it quits for the day I saw a big shape coming up underneath me. 
Thinking it was a Kingi, I dived down to have a look but when I got to about five 
metres, òShit!!!!!! Itõs a big snapper!ó So I fined down to about 8 metres aiming at his 
head. I started to sink. Because I have come so close to getting big snappers in the past 
I kept my cool. While I was sinking I was thinking heõs going to spook,ó no he wasnõt. ó 
I fired my spear into his head which came out at the bottom of his gill plate,  pinning  
him to the sand. When I made my way up to the surface I had to give him a good pull 
to get my spear out of the sand. Soon I had him at the surface where after a struggle I 
got him to the boat. There I weighed him and took photos. Dead on 15 pound !  I was 
so stoked after trying to get a big snapper for so long it made it all feel worth while, At 
13 it really got to my dad, me out fishing him, but without his support none of this 
would be possible. 

Cheers 
Safe diving 

Karl Bottema 

 
 



The Summer - so far 
 
My spearfishing during the last year or so has been severely restricted by how many hours I 
have spent in my garage working on my fizz boat. I feel I owe it to the old boat after 34 years 
of use and of course because my father built it. It is nearly ready, another week and I should 
have it in the water. Then I plan to advertise the motor for sale and put a new Honda 50 on it. 
So if anyone is after a used Honda 45 get in touch. 
 

 
 
This summer break we headed up the coast in my yacht to the Bay of Islands. The first night 
out on Boxing Day was a bit of a let down, the bloody freezer wasnôt working too well, so it 
was turn around and drop into Gulf Harbour for a day to wait for the repairman.  After it was 
fixed we dropped in at Kawau to my cray spot to catch dinner. My daughter Ellen wanted to 
come with me and she had her first attempt at spearing a fish with a little gun a mate gave 
me. As usual she didnôt listen to her fatherôs advice and didnôt hold her arm firmly enough 
when she pulled the trigger causing the butt of the gun to kick back into her chin, after that 
she was a less keen to use it. We spent the night at Kawau ï with cray for dinner. The next 
stop was the Chicks, the water was green as with only about 4 m vis, I only found some small 
crays and speared a Trev for dinner. We dropped into the Poor Knights in perfect boating 
weather and had a nice dive near nursery cove. 
 
We reached the BOI on New Years Eve, we scored an invite to a work mates bach to 
celebrate, picking up some scallops on route for the barbee. The scallies were in good 
condition and in about 5m on the bed we often dive after the Russell to Paihia race. 
I caught up with Dan and his father, Dan and I only managed one dive together and he 
managed a really nice snapper, meanwhile I had one of those days when I couldnôt hit 
anything.  
 
I only had one real go at spearing at the BOI, I didnôt want a Kingy because the freezer was 
too full, so snapper were the target. One afternoon we anchored on Moturua Island, I went for 
a swim through the gap between Moutura and Motukieki Island to check out the territory with 
the view to do a dawn raid next morning. The area looked good with guts and kelp and drop 
offs. I speared a 1.5 kg snapper on the first drop off I came to and saw plenty of small 
snapper. That evening I got all my gear ready for the morning. As soon as 
there was a little light in the sky I scoffed down a sandwich and a drink, put my gear on and 
was off. I swam around the point  I dived down to the first to the first drop off, a quick scan 
below revealed,  a big bronze back with pectral fins out about 15 feet below, I slide down the 
rock face and planted a good shot through the top of Mr Snappers head, the spear obviously 
missed anything vital because it went nuts for about 20 seconds before I could get my hands 
on it. After I had him on my buoy line I looked up from the water to get my bearings and 
realized the sun wasnôt even up. The next likely place I approached had a bit of a surge, I got 
swept over it and managed to spot one snapper trying to depart, I got a quick shot off and got 
it through the skin on the top of its head. Now if this was a comp Iôm sure it would have ripped 
off but today I was in luck, I got a good grip around itôs gills as the spear pulled out. After 



these two snapper I thought I didnôt really need any fish so I swam back to the boat towing my 
prize catch through all the moored boats in the bay and everyone was still asleep, it was still 
only 6:45. When I got back to my yacht I could only show the cat because Annika and Ellen 
were still out to it. The first snapper I got I estimate at 8.5 kg after doing a comparison with my 
7.5 kg weight belt and a 10 litre water container, the other was around 3kg. 
 

 
 
I found a good cray spot that shall remain secret while taking my daughter for a swim so she 
could frighten a few parore with her spear gun. Iôll check this spot out during the Russell to 
Paihia weekend. 
 
 When we sailed down the coast the blue water appeared around Tutukaka and stayed with 
us all the way to Tiri. We stopped at the Chicks and it was stunning, dropping anchor in 10 m 
and being able to see the anchor land next to a stingray. A dozen Kingies were swimming 
around the boat while we put our dive gear on. Of course after I was in the water the Kingies 
were nowhere to be seen, so I spent my afternoon happily following a weedline which was 
prolific with fish, I only ended up with a nice Giant Boarfish, but I could have taken a few 
more. The next morning I swam the weedline again to a point often dived in comps, there 
were truck loads of Kingies, the bigger ones were keeping their distance though. every dive I 
would see 6 or 7. Eventually a few bigger ones came close and I got one of around 15Kg.  
 
My last dive was at Kawau for scallops which were pathetically small after those I got from the 
BOI. I dived for them straight after breakfast with about a 2 knot current in at high tide in 
about 12 m, talk about hard work.  
Now Iôm just looking forward to dropping my fizz boat back into the water to do a bit of local 
diving.   
Simon Jones 

 


