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    Years ago, (you know you’re getting old when every story starts with this line), my navy seal friend & I went scuba diving with a chartered dive boat off the Channel Islands in Southern California. It was one of those deals where you get to the boat around midnight; ya hit the bunk & sleep until the boat arrives at the first dive spot.  The trick here is to get drunk enough before boarding the boat so that you don’t notice the other 20 stinky old curmudgeon bunk mates or the harsh ‘Klingon’ sleeping area but not so drunk that you have to deal with a hangover at sunrise.  ‘Klingons’ are the tough guy brutal warrior race from the Star Trek TV show, they thrive on sparse luxuries; I am just the opposite of a ‘klingon’…so I got good & drunk before boarding that man made metal monster of a boat.  

    You wake to the rather loud sound of a 100lb anchor & a 1000lbs of anchor chain rattling out of the bow area just feet from my bunk.  “Woe, a few too many last night”, I thought but last night was just a few hours ago; no problem, I’ll wake up as soon as I hit the water.  After stumbling up on deck & struggling with all the frogman stuff, I take notice of my surroundings; it looked like a sunrise from Mars.  Certainly an off world scene, we were anchored on a kelp bed & the visibility was amazingly clear.  There was a hazy marine layer blocking out the sun so there was this eerie off world orange-ish glow with a fog that allow you to only see for about 100 yards; we could have been in the middle of the ocean or right next to an island, the limited visibility gave it was a very breath taking view.   You could see the bottom at about 75 feet; we typically do our deepest dive first in order to minimize the possibility of getting the ‘benz’, so that’s where I’ll be waking up today…at 75 feet down.  

    I splash down & drift downward while confirming that my gear is functioning properly.  Man it’s cold!  It’s never easy for me to get used to cold water but it’s the cold water that wakes me up & I sober right up too as well.  I find a few sheepshead fish & go on the hunt with my Hawaiian sling.  I manage to nab a rather feisty one; with the help of my navy seal bud we attempt to usher it into my net game bag.  The fish wasn’t giving up without a fight; it had teeth the size of vicious poodle & it chomped at the bag, our fingers & anything else it could get its teeth into. We finally bagged him & a few of his cohorts & made it back to the dive boat.  This dive boat had a sea water Jacuzzi; what a great way to warm up & have a breakfast beer with some raw scallops.  

   By the next dive the sun was out.  We were exploring the amazing under water world in very clear water when all of a sudden it got real dark.  I looked up to see a manta ray with a least a 12-foot wingspan!  Incredible!  The next thing that happens is I see this giant halibut fish swimming toward me with a spear gun line streaming out behind it with a Japanese diver in tow!  Wow!  What a freaky site!  This guy was not about to let go of this prize fish or his brand new, top of the line, James Bond style, compressed air, and hydraulic spear gun pistol!  This guy & his friend must have spent a fortune on the latest scuba gear.  I had not yet seen gear so new, expensive & sort of amusing.  That fish swam like heck with the Japanese diver in tow until they were out of sight!  Much later my friend & I were the last to make it back to the dive boat; every one had made it back except for the oriental James Bond. We all concluded that he must have ran out of air since my partner & I didn’t go back to the boat until we were nearly out of air; after about 30 minutes, just as we were all getting a bit edgy regarding his personal welfare, assuming the worst, some one spots him way in the distance, swimming on the surface with that huge fish!  We gave him a hero’s welcome & within minutes we were all sampling really fresh sheepshead.  That was the freshest fish I had ever tasted.  One minute the fish was thrashing around on the cleaning table & in less than one minute I was eating a succulent meal with a touch of butter & garlic, microwaved for 30 seconds, uummmm!  James “Lee” Bond told us that after him & his fish flew by me, it found a hole in the rocks to hide in; he fought with this fish until nearly his last breath of air when he finally won the battle of man against fish.  

    On the last dive of the day my buddy & I were trying to make the most of it; we didn’t surface until we were basically out of air & had a very long surface swim to get back to the boat.  By this time there was a sort of comradery amongst us all so when we were about 50 yards out, our cohorts already on board were yelling something to us; we couldn’t make out what they were yelling about, we just assumed that they were in a big hurry to leave.  We were in no particular hurry, this was the last dive of the day, and we were spent so we just continued on at a leisurely pace.  At about 30 yard we could start to make out what they were yelling…”SHARKS!  SHARKS!!”  I tell my buddy, “Forget them!  They’re just in a hurry to leave!” We just flipped em’ the bird & continued our slow pace.   At 20 yards out we could make out the serious expressions on their face as they frantically shouted & vigorously pointed right behind us.  We finely turned our lazy butts around to see what they were pointy at; “Oh SHOOT! (Actually we used a more appropriate word) & swam like a heck for the boat.  Just as we scrambled like mad out of the water, 4 or more 8 to 12 foot, savagely agitated sharks were just feet away from our pink little sausage butts.  That was way to close for comfort…but hey it was something to write about :-) 
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