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Our
Ahi
from
the
Beach

BY  C H A R L E S  C I N T R O N  A N D  B R I A N  H I M A L AYA   •   GT  F I G H T  C LU B
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ABOUT THREE YEARS AGO, MY GOOD FRIEND AND 
FISHING PARTNER, BRIAN HIMALAYA, CALLED ME 
TO LET ME KNOW HE HAD JUST LANDED A SHIBI 
FROM THE SAND. Knowing that my buddy rarely jokes about 

catching fish, my jaw hit the floor. In astonishment I asked, “How 

in the world did you pull that off?” He just replied in his usual 

nonchalant manner, “Right place, right time and, once spotting them, 

I switched through multiple lures to get them to bite.” Sure enough, 

Brian had captured it on video for everyone to see. What an amazing 

catch. As the years have gone by “Brian’s Ahi” would always pop up 

in our conversations and we would always joke about “Sashimi Time, 

Baby!” Our fishing has moved from shore to off the boat in recent 

years and shoreline whipping has turned into walks on the beach to 

get exercise or to teach the kids how to cast.

On October 17, 2013, I decided to take a walk myself and whip the 

shoreline early in the morning, something I haven’t done in a while. 

We knew the oama and small schools of hahalalu had been spotted 

close to shore, so I thought “Why not, I might have a shot at a decent 

fish.” Little did I know this day would be my catch of a lifetime. 

As I arrived at the beach, I saw a family fishing for oama and 

dunking along with two guys baitcasting alongside them. I said hello, 

asked how the bite was, and made my way past them to start casting. 

I decided to move fast and cast to any disturbance I’d see in the 

lake-like conditions that morning. After several minutes of casting 

and walking, I noticed the water in front of me starting to vibrate - 

just what I was looking for. I stopped and made a long cast past the 

frightened school and started a fast retrieve on my Shimano 

Waxwing Jr. At that instant, an ‘Aha jumped towards my lure, 

striking it and jumping in the air. A little disappointed by the 

‘Aha ruining my retrieve with the opportunistic conditions, I 

paused and said to myself, “Ok, Mr. ‘Aha, you’re about to be 

boosted - enjoy your waterski trip to shore!” At that instant 

my line took off, peeling drag. ”Whoa! This is no ‘Aha!” I let 

him take a short run then poured on the drag to return the 

favor. I gained line and then he made a quick, short run, 

straight out. I’ve fought a bunch of Ulua and this did not feel 

like one I have come across before. I put the brakes on him 

and started working him to shore, noticing the fish moving 

side to side a lot. A small swell rolled in and I started to see 

the football shape of a shibi. My thoughts rolled back to the 

day Brian caught his shibi from shore and I said to myself, 

“Could it be?” Seconds later, I used the swells to beach the fish. 

The fight was over and laying in front of me was a shibi shaking 

on the sand. I couldn’t believe it! 

I started looking around to see if anyone was near me, like all 

fisherman do after a catch that they themselves are in disbelief 

of. I’m standing there by myself but down the shore towards 

my truck I could see people looking at me. Trying to grasp the 

situation, I reminded myself that I didn’t have a cooler so I 

better get this guy on ice. I started to make my way down the 

beach, dragging the fish by the tail and stopping periodically 

as it does its last shakes. After what seemed like an eternity, 

I finally made it to the group of fisherman that I saw in the 

morning and asked them to take some pictures. They looked 

at me and asked, “How did you catch that?” Exhausted from 

the walk back, I look back and say flabbergasted, “I was just 

whipping.” One of the guys baitcasting tells me he saw the 

whole thing. After a few pictures and catching my breath, I put 

the fish in the back of my truck with the help of one of the old 

timers. I thanked him and started driving home. Stopping at 

the convenience store to get ice, I called my wife and told her 

laughingly “Take a wild guess at what I got laying in the back of 

my truck.”

What a day! Right place, right time, and a story that both Brian 

and I will share with our kids and grandkids for a lifetime. Now 

when Brian and I get together we’ll be trading friendly banter 

about whose shibi was bigger from the sand. But without a 

doubt, these two “Ahi from the Beach” were caught because of 

one guy, my good friend, Brian Himalaya, and I thank him every 

day for that.

Keep the dream alive and never give up! 


