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Now typically, On-the-Spot will report to you the success of a particular fishing trip, and 

we will do that here.  However, a memorable twilight trip with equal parts of angling 

excitement and intrigue will unfold as you read on. 

With a scrubbed deck and a fully stocked galley, 40-50 anglers wait to board the King 

Neptune in San Pedro’s L. A. Harbor while checking and rechecking lines and showing off their 

“hot” tackle.  Captain Tom boards the boat, briefcase in hand and goes straight up to the 

wheelhouse.  Twenty-five yards up the dock ramp the food court is humming with several 

hundred people, mostly Latino families enjoying their Sunday dinner of deep-fried whole 

snapper with lime wedges, French fries, and coleslaw served on a paper-lined plastic tray.   

As sunset was approaching with a slight warm breeze and flat seas, we board the 65-

foot vessel at 6:00p.m. With great anticipation as the anglers placed their rods in the holders, 

claimed space for their tackle, and inspected the sardines and anchovies in the tank, we finally 

head out of the harbor at 6:30 towards Huntington Flats for some sand bass, calicos, and 

maybe a barracuda or two.  Burgers are thrown on the grill and the line forms to place orders as 

NO burger tastes as good as one cooked and eaten on a fishing boat.  The deckhands and 

pinheads are all attending to passengers’ needs, answering questions and collecting money for 

jackpot.  The open-party manifest consisted of mostly men, a few women and just a handful of 

children.   

A bit later Captain Tom meters a great spot and we drop the anchor.  Almost 

immediately the bite turns on with fresh ones getting hooked at a steady pace.  This went on 

for over an hour yielding almost all legal sand bass and calicos and many with a hefty girth.  

A few guys brought their own frozen squid and were occasionally landing a sheephead now and 

then.  A kid named “Pete” was deadheading from the San Diego Sportfishing fleet with a few of 

his friends and claimed he could catch a fish on “anything”.   I took him up on that and 

challenged him to use a pickle slice from the galley.  He caught another fish.  Well of course he 

did, it is salty and has an odor.  So I said “I’ll bet you can’t catch a fish on a rag”.  He went 

below, found a bilge rag, tore a piece off and placed it on his #8 hook.  Moments later, he 



bounces another sand bass.  The kid (who recently became a captain himself) was not just all 

talk. 

 About 8:30 I walked towards the bow and notice a small boy of about seven-years-old 

not fishing, but simply watching everyone else.  I asked him who he was with and he just 

pointed towards the stern and walked away.  A bit later I asked him his name and he said 

“Alejandro” (we later find out not his real name) and again who was he with, and without an 

answer, he quickly walked into the head and latched the door.  He speaks to no one during the 

entire trip.  

 Captain Tom calls down for his nightly grilled cheese with tomato sandwich and upon 

delivery I mention the mysterious child on deck.  “Keep an eye out”, he tells me.  I go below and 

begin to ask everyone if they know who this child is or who he is with.  No one knows either.  I 

return to the wheelhouse and report this to the captain and he radios the landing, who, in turn 

call the police.  There had been a child reported missing from the landing since 6:00 p.m. 

 We start to head back around 11:00 p.m. with a boat full of satisfied anglers; most 

whom have caught limits of sand bass and calicos, a few barracuda, sculpin, and whitefish, and 

a satisfied crew who had a great night with galley sales, fish cleaning, and tips.  We arrive at the 

landing forty-five minutes later and are met by four uniformed police officers and told that no 

one disembarks until the officers take custody of the child.  Eventually a Spanish-speaking 

officer retrieves the child from the boat and finds out that his real name is Diego. Diego just 

wanted to go on a boat.  Earlier he had been with his parents and several siblings having Sunday 

dinner at the food court when he asked if he could go on a boat.  His parents said, “No”.  This 

very brazen and mischievous seven-year-old defiantly ditched his family and managed to board 

the King Neptune unbeknownst to the entire crew!   

 Fortunately, this story does have a happy ending.  Diego’s parents were waiting for him 

at the top of the dock ramp.  His mother was sobbing tears of joy while his father appeared 

relieved, yet obviously angry.  The police turned Diego over to his parents, and all of the anglers 

and crew were content with their night.  Open-party twilight; just another night on the water! 

 

 

 


