
                                         Fishing report # 019, Location ς Hauraki Gulf, New Zealand. 
 

21/11/2009 

 

Smashed by angry Snapper and the one that got awayΧ 
 

The dawn chorus of birds were singing as my alarm pulled 
me from my sleeping solitude and as the haze of sleep 

lifted, I remembered why I was waking at 5:20am, then 

the energy and excitement of anothe r Jetskifishing session 
charged me up to explode out of bed and get me on my 

way.  
 

It was not long before I was in my wetsuit and appropriate 

gear and hooking the weapon of choice my black Yamaha 
FXHO WaveRunner behind the car. I am sure if you look 

close ly you can see it twitching on the trailer wanting to 
unleash its power and muscle as it gets a sniff of the ocean 

exiting my gara ge. The ice went into the chilly  bin and 

after a quick check that I had everything required to for an 
effective Snapper slayin g session I got on my way. Within 

seconds (30 exactly) I am backing the beast down the boat 
ramp at Bucklands Beach and slipping it in next to another 

Jetskifisho, Eddie whose in the process of launching. As the 

WaveRunner glides off the trailer into the w ater and enters 
its element, it floats poised to get it on. Dave is also there 

with his WaveRunner waiting to bark into life. Innsie text 
me early on, overcome with excitement and was already 

on the water and stalking our fishing ground destination.  

 
As I push the start button the 1.8 litre high output engine 

fires with a sound and feeling that sends adrenalin flowing 
through your veins. The conditions were 10knots from the 

west, which made for wind against tide chop the whole 
way to Crusoe Island, situated  between Motuihe and 

Waiheke Islands. The 3 skis headed away from Bucklands 
Beach and it was not long before the throttles were 

squeezed and we were on our mission. At 80kph I 

approached a solid rolling wake from a launch in front of us 
that formed a beaut iful ramp that my temptation could not 

resist, with speed maintained I was effortlessly launched 
6ft in the air, and had a moment of complete flight and 

silence as I released the throttle to then land like a hot 

knife in butter. It was back on the throttle  as I said to 
myself, man I love this!! With  the cruise control on the 

Wav eRunner set at 75 kph, it wasnôt too long before we 
were at Crusoe and the scouting around for schools of fish 

started, we split up with one eye glued to our fish finders 

looking for  the all - important marks of Snapper holding on, 
or near the bottom.  

 
It was not long before I had located a solid school, 

although the fish looked on the small side this was a worth 

a shot as the surrounding areas where barren. The drift 
direction was diff icult to pick as the current was flowing 

south with the wind direction from the west, so depending 
on the wind gust strength, the repeated drifts often ended 

in slightly different directions which made it very hard to 

place the ski and my softbaits over th e top of the fish, 
resulting in many quick retrieves of my bait, for a reset of 

the drift. Itôs hard conditions like this, the hunter comes 
out in you and natural instincts with experience, influence 

every decision. Luckily after several drifts the GPS tra cks 

started giving me some form of trend as to my 



movements. With the tide flow it was critical to use at least 
a 1oz Jighead to ensure my Gulp Softbait could get down 

and hold in the strike zone. Within 12 minutes the 4 inch 
Gulp New Penny Minnow was hit after a twitching retrieve 

2 metres from the bottom resulting in a nice pan sized 
snapper which was quickly netted, ikied and chilled in the 

icy slu rry sloshing around in my chilly bin. Then it was a 

quick ride up ahead of the school to target the action on ce 
again, but many more missed attempts followed with my 

direction constantly taking me away from my prey. After 
further analysis of my GPS tracks, I finally got the position 

right and the wind threw no big gusts at me, which allowed 

a perfect drift over t he school and my softbait to do its 
thing right in the middle. As seconds passed, my rod 

loaded up with a nice solid fish which made some runs 
beyond its actual size, using every bite of current to its 

advantage. After many more fruitless drifts, I changed  

through 8 different coloured softbaits and lost several 
smaller fish. I decided it was best to move around and 

scan the bottom contours and pinnacles for more 
promising targets.  

 

Innsie had picked up a couple of fish as well, but it was 
relatively quiet all around. I scanned a wide area between 

Crusoe and Park Point on Waiheke for 15 mins looking 
everywhere and things were not looking good. So I made 

the call to head to where a group of 4 boats where 

anchored and drift between them as this usually results  in 
hooking up on a solid fish and the onlookers catching no 

fish are puzzled, confused and left wondering what just 
happened.  

 

The boats were quiet as they straylined fresh baits down 
the current with little success, then one guy came up solid 

on a very nice snapper. Paying attention to the angle of his 
line he was well out the back with a lot of line out, far 

more than the other boats, which indicated where the fish 

may be. I had now changed my softbait to the Gulp 5 inch 
Jerkshad in the Sapphire Shine c olour. Within 20 metres of 

drifting past the back of the boats the Gulp was smashed 
hard with a more solid snapper unleashing all it had to get 

away with solid thumping runs and braid screaming off my 
reel. The current was carrying me fast in the direction  of 

an anchored boat so I put as much drag on the fish as 

possible, to get it too the surface and in the net. Just as I 
got it in the bin Myron (aka Hotbodz) gave me the heads 

up of how close I was to the anchored boat, just in time to 
start my ski and man evoure away as I apologised to the 

boatie for getting so close. So now I was on a mission, the 

fish sign was good where I had hooked up and I quickly 
shot up to assess if it was holding, which my fish finder 

confirmed.  

 



By this time Myron and Dave were in  the same vicinity with 
us all drifting a few metres from each other. Within 

seconds of our baits being dropped to the bottom in front 
of the angry snapper, who must have been on suicide 

missions smashing our softbaits like freight trains. All three 
skis h ad rods bent with solid hook -ups, which is almost like 

a silent form of male bonding. Braid could be heard 

screaming from all our reels as the snapper put in solid 
efforts and used all there tenacity and strength to resist 

our bent rods and aching forearms . Yahoos and smiles of 
excitement were around as we all proceeded to win the 

battle with all fish landed ranging from 5 ï 7lbs. The only 

concern was the anchored boat which remained at the end 
of our drift line, which we were coming close to when 

battling fish due to the tidal flow.  
 

 
 
 

 

The boaties were dismayed to say the least, and would 
have been likely to stop at the tackle store on the way 

home to investigate what sofbaits are all about. One boatie 
however was drifting with us softbaiting and was quick to 

get into the action as it unfolded.  
 

We were all pumped and excited about setting up for 

another drift over over this school snapper. Riding over the 
sign and checking the GPS track confirmed the school was 

holding in the same location. I repositioned and  dropped 
my softbait right down in front of it and whack, my rod 

doubled over hard, point into the water and braid being 

stripped off my reel at a pace that got my heart racing as 
this snapper had some solid weight and was proving hard 

to stop with so much  current on its side. Every metre I 
gained, he took two, with my increasing concern of how 

close I was getting to the anchored boat. I cranked the 

drag keeping in mind I was only rigged with 4lb breaking 
strain braid as I did not want to lose this fish. Th e fish was 

running down and to my right as I battled to get the fish to 
about mid  water when I had to make the call to start my 

ski and tow it away from the anchored boat that I was 

bearing down on rather quickly. I managed to get past the 
boat and put ever ything I had in my equipment to 

pumping this fish towards me as it had run further past the 
approaching boat putting us on opposite sides of the boat 

as we drifted closer. Now I just gave it everything as I 

became more parallel with the boat I had got the fish on 
my side of the boat when it did one solid run and put itself 

on the other side of the boats anchor rope. A few more 
winds I could feel the line vibrating as it rubbed the anchor 

rope. I then started and turned my ski to counter the drift. 

Just then  my fish surfaced lying on its side, tail slowly 
swaying hard up against the top of the anchor rope. Then 

it dug deep with one last thrash and freed itself and 
disappeared leaving my hook stuck on the anchor 

ropeééé..this snapper was a minimum 12lbs judging by 



the size and fight. Oh well a fantastic battle that allowed it 
to swim free and become that much wiser, and certainly 

had me cursing myself with what I should have done in 
hindsight.  

 
Back up to the mark again to hook -up on another solid 

fish, but jus t not the same as the previous. However this 

one turned on the juice with yet another great run laying 
down a challenge with solid tail thumps and headshakes 

transferring up the line. This time I was well clear and 
prepared for the anchored boat and manage d to pump the 

fish up and into the net in time. This one ended up being 

the biggest in the bin for me measuring in at 57cm and 
weighing 6.75lbs. I was still angry with what decisions I 

had made on the previous fish ñI should have gone right 
with the fish, not to the left etcò. 

 

 
 

 
 

As I set myself up for the next drift I thought I had better 

check the time as I was only out for a quick session due to 
family commitments and man was I cutting it fine. Time 

had flown and it was 8:22am so it was a quick lock down 
of the gear in the "Ultimate Rod Holder" as I knew it would 

be a fast and bumpy ride home. The throttle was squeezed 

and the WaveRunner burst out of the water, up over 90kph 
within seconds. The ride home was a fantastic adrenalin 

pumping ride to top off a g reat mornings fishing. Crusoe to 
Bucklands Beach in 8 mins was a good effort in the choppy 

conditions and had the WaveRunner and I wanting more as 

we left the ramp up the road for home.  
 

 
 

 

 



 

 
   
 

Till next time. Bon Appetite.  
 

 
 
 

  Cheers, Mark Greenfield                            

 
 

  VISIT : http://www.jetskifishing.co.nz/  
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