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DIVE CRAZY 



The Dominican Republic’s Silver Banks are one of the prime destinations to 
snorkel with humpback whales (Megaptera novaeangliae). My visit is aboard 
the Turks & Caicos Aggressor II, one of only three vessels with the necessary 
permit to enter the sanctuary. Amanda Bryan, the Aggressor II’s captain, spots 
a mother and calf slowy swimming toward us. Amanda tells us to get in the 
water. I am the last snorkeller to slip over the side. I look back to Amanda to 
see if the whales are still headed our way. She smiles, nods and then quickly 
turns to her right and points excitedly. I do not see anything on the surface, so 
stick my head in the water to scan the area. In seconds, a 13-metre female and 
her 10-metre male escort are almost upon me.

The female makes a long, lazy circle around me at the surface and then 
submerges for a dive. As I watch her slowly swimming back up, I am in awe of 
her sheer size. The whale stops about five metres below me and then begins to 
turn this thrilling encounter into an episode of the Twilight Zone. 

The female humpback gets a little closer to me with each passing turn. 
Next, I here high-pitched sounds emanating from her and see her belly ripple 
from one end to the other as if in sync with the sound vibrations. I have no 
clue what this means, but my toes are curling in my fins. When she is only 
three metres from the surface, she veers directly underneath me. My eyes 
widen as I see her four-metre fluke (tail fin) bend sharply downwards and then 
quickly accelerate up towards me. The next thing I know is… impact.

The whale’s fluke slams into my chest and simultaneously knocks my camera 
gear out of my hands, the air out of my lungs, all thoughts from my head 
and my body up and out of the water. I shake my head to clear it and breathe 
deeply as the world stops spinning. It dawns on me that something is missing, 
so I look down to see my hands are no longer grasping the handles of my cam-
era housing. Instead, the fifteen-thousand-dollar camera is sinking. 

I gulp a big breath of fresh air and dive. When I reach the housing, it is 
only a couple of metres from the mischievous whale’s head. I warily grab the 
housing and kick to the surface. As I pat my chest and abdomen to make sure 
I am still in one piece, the female humpback returns to the surface and starts 
another game of "ring around the human piñata." Still breathing hard, I keep 
my eyes on her and wonder what will come next. She is only a few metres 
away when she comes to a stop and rolls ever so slightly to her right. The 
whale looks at me, into me, with her large, twinkling left eye. Then, she slowly 
swims away. 

In retrospect, my humpback admirer or assailant (take your pick) clearly 
knew what she was doing. If she intended to harm me, she could have crushed 
my body almost effortlessly. I still have no idea why she singled me out. Maybe 
she saw a reflection off the dome port of my housing. Maybe she had just 
left a wild whale party and was looking for some kinky action. I really do not 
know. Even so, I feel blessed to have been soundly fluked by a humpback whale 
because I now have one whale of a tale to share with others. 

By Scott Johnson

Ever had your butt kicked by a humpback?

fluked


