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Boarding the plane with Cayman Air started our jour-

ney as we headed off to compete in the Cayman Is-

lands International Fishing Tournament. This was the

original draw that brought us to Grand Cayman. This

tournament has been a staple for the fishing commu-

nity in the Caymans for many years. Captain Jimmy

Nelson and I were delighted to be anglers on the boat

with Frank Thompson, the president of the Cayman Is-

lands Angling Club. 

Following our 4-day fishing excursion filled with plenty

to write home about, the undeniable itch for diving

came upon us.  After the final day of the tournament,

Capt. Jimmy and I smiled and raced across the court-

yard to the dive shop at Sunset House Resort. We reg-

ularly frequent this location while on our aquatic

adventures, and between the in-house dive shop and

Cathy Churches’ underwater photography shop, we

were set for an intense and beautifully documented

experience. With our cameras in tow, we set off to cap-

ture the essence of Cayman diving at its finest. 

First, we decided to check out the sandbar near

Stingray City. This popular location gave us the

chance to swim with hundreds of stingrays, large and

small. We used snorkels, and brought along some

frozen squid to feed the wavy creatures as they glided

up to us in the water.  It was fun to cradle them in my

arms, and the stingrays seemed very friendly and ac-

customed to human interaction. The current, however,

was exceptionally tough, and it took strong swimming

skills to maneuver back and forth between our 38 foot

Bertram and the sand bar.

Next, we decided to take a shore dive from our resort.

The breeze that met us mid-afternoon was balmy, and

the air was warm and welcoming. We stopped at the

resort’s beach side restaurant to hydrate with some

cold iced tea before slipping into our wetsuits and

gearing up for the day ahead. With BC’s in tow, the

walk across the rocky sea wall smelled of salty coral

baking in the blazing sun. We sprayed and rinsed our

masks, tightened our fins, and checked all of our

equipment. We also made sure to get our last laughs

out before we took the refreshing plunge into the

sparkling water.  This allowed us to communicate ver-

bally one last time before entering the underwater

world where sign language would be the only way of

touching base with each other. 

Diving in Grand Cayman is always an unforgettable experience. During
this trip, it was the inevitable result of visiting this gorgeous location.
The clarity of the water is spectacular year-round, and the sea life is in
perpetual full-bloom. My very first dive, in fact, was in Grand Cayman
years ago, and this experience is a testament of why I will be a life-long
adventurer in this tropical underwater utopia.





I would like to think that I was graceful in my fins as I

grinned and eagerly splashed down into the water that

awaited me. The anticipation of what was yet to come

took control, and I couldn’t wait to venture out into the

crystal blue distance. The feeling was one of pure ex-

citement! Breathing through our snorkels, we looked

down at the sandy bottom, and started swimming to-

wards deeper water. Once out past the seawall, we

grabbed our regulators, hit our deflate buttons, and

began our decent into paradise. 

Breathing normally underwater is always a thrilling ex-

perience. It never surprises me that humans have

made so many attempts and developments with un-

derwater equipment. Kicking through the water, Capt.

Jimmy and I passed by the beautiful coral and colorful

fish that fringed the outskirts of the reef. The beauty of

our surroundings was amazing, and we could see the

reef approaching ahead of us.

Arriving at the reef, we were greeted by mutton snap-

per, barracudas, tarpon, angelfish, butterfly fish, and

many other colorful reef fish. It was a real treat to be

surrounded by these animals. The schools of fish led

the way to a stunning bronze mermaid statue standing

nine feet tall at the sandy base of the reef. She is a

magnificent sight, and stands peacefully with her hand

poised in a gentle wave to greet divers and underwater

creatures alike.

Kicking down to the bottom, we saw green moray eels

hiding in the rocks. They are a formidable sight, and

their powerful jaws were opening and shutting, as they

took in water through their mouths. Looking around,

we saw many different kinds of fish. It was interesting

to watch them interact, and go about their day as if

they were not being observed. The colors and textures

of the environment were incredible, and it was a priv-

ilege to be a part of this underwater world.

Deciding to have a little fun, Capt. Jimmy tapped on

the sand, and a curious mutton snapper swam up to

check out the noise. It was an endearing experience

as the little fish looked at us inquisitively, and swam

around us a few times. Losing interest, the snapper

began to swim away, and we tapped on the sand

again. Swirling back around, the fish came up to us

again, and we stopped to take a few pictures with it.

Most likely looking for food, the fish was seemingly as

interested in us as we were with him. It was amusing,

and I smiled beneath my Cressi mask.

Swimming back through the reef, we passed the mer-

maid statue again, and mirrored her wave goodbye.





She had been looking over us, and it only felt right to

acknowledge her all-knowing presence. Colorful reef

fish swirled around her, and I could see a light coat of

green algae fluttering from her surface. It was a beau-

tiful sight that will stay in my memory forever. Gliding

past her, we slowly began our journey back to the

shore. Leaving the reef, I felt satisfied, and my eyes

had been filled with underwater splendor. 

Drawing closer to the seawall, we spotted a large bar-

racuda, hovering over a pile of coral. Swimming up to

it, I took a closer look at the razor-toothed monster. It

looked like a shimmering, scaly torpedo in the water,

ready to strike its prey at any moment! It’s large, round

eyes were watchful, and it was impossible to deter-

mine what the predatory fish might do next. Keeping

a respectful distance, we moved past it, and continued

heading toward shore. 

Making our ascent back to land was effortless, as the

gradual slope of the sand took us up to the sheltered

cove. We were only diving in about 30 feet of water,

so decompression stops were not necessary. Inflating

our vests, we used our snorkels again and made our

way to the ladder. I couldn’t wait to share these expe-

riences with Capt. Jimmy on land, and we were both

excited to have taken the pictures to capture the price-

less moments of our shore dive.

Tossing our gear up on the coral-lined concrete, we

climbed the ladder to dry land. Huge smiles were on

our faces, and we began sputtering out the words we

couldn’t say while underwater. It was fun to relate

these experiences with Capt. Jimmy as we compared

the fish that we had seen, and asked each other about

the fish we may have fleetingly missed. Fondly think-

ing about our experience at Stingray City and our

shore dive, I know that it won’t be long before I am

back in Grand Cayman, diving again.

Lace spent her formative years fishing in Florida. She

completed an internship at Good Morning America and

assisted in the production of two student films at Yale

University. She is a columnist for several fishing mag-

azines, and works for NBC Sports’ Extreme Fishing

Adventures.


