
Monday, May 3 - Washington DC to St. Maarten 

Up at 4:30 to pack and catch the Metro to Reagan for our flight to St. Maarten. Pouring down rain, 

so Sheryl drove us to the airport. On our way to Miami. 

Met Dennis and Lissette at the Miami airport. Our flight was delayed 45 minutes due to crew issues. 

Arrived in St. Maarten approximately 3:30 pm local time. Went through customs and were met by 

Audrey, Tracey, Deb, and our cab driver. 

Dropped the ladies off at the market then Dennis and I proceeded to the Moorings where we put 

the meat in the freezer and headed to the orientation which was already in progress.  

Ladies arrived from the market and provisioned Monumental Dream. Then all parties from both 

boats went to dinner at the Dinghy Dock Bar and to celebrate Dennis’ 59th birthday. 

Shortly after dinner, Doug and Deb arrived via the same cab driver we used earlier. Escorted them to 

the Dream and poured welcoming Gin and Tonics. We all visited ‘til 11:00 pm then turned in. Not 

sure what time, but the perfect squall hit and, of course, we had way too many hatches open and 

the galley got soaked. 

Survived the first night aboard Monumental Dream. 

Tuesday, May 4 - St. Maarten 

Rudely awakened by Cdr. Bob around 8:30 am. Dennis got the coffee going after Doug figured out 

how to turn the stove gas on. Skippers’ meeting at 9:00.  Moorings required us to sign a waiver to go 

to Saba for whatever reason, so we removed that island from our itinerary.  With updated 

information, we returned to the boats and charted a new course.  

After another short shopping trip, the Dream was squared away. While waiting for the harbor pilot 

to take us out, Gloria did her magic money act and seemed to have everyone appeased with 

allocating costs for our first round of provisions. However, the final consensus did not come until we 

were bashing through the breaks and surf on the way to the open sea… a totally different departure 

than four years ago. Huge seas shipping spray down the deck and hanging on for dear life. 

Once under sail, things settled somewhat, but, “Holy Shit, Batman, we’re not in the BVI’s anymore.” 

Bore north out of Oyster Pond and navigated around St Maarten to Marigot Bay. Two attempts to 

set the hook and we were anchored for the night. Took the girls no time to hit the water, Gloria Ann 

being first in. 

A wonderful dinner of Caribbean chicken curry, rice, shrimp and green pepper salad for our first 

evening meal underway. An early night as we are headed for the market first thing in the morning. 

  



Wednesday, May 5 – Marigot Bay to Ile Fourche 

After a rolling night, the crew was up around 7:00 and had coffee and a quick breakfast, then off to 

Marigot Bay for sightseeing and the market. Dinghy’d in and hiked up to Fort St. Louis. Spectacular 

views of the harbor, town, and the French side of the Island. Pictures were taken with both crews. 

Off to the market for some fresh staples and souvenir shopping. After stops at the veggie stand and 

bakery it was back to the Dream.  

The ladies prepared lunch while the men retrieved the hook. We motored out to the NW and 

feasted on leftover chicken, salad, cheese, and fresh baguettes. We set sail in 10-15 knot winds with 

a fair sea and navigated out of Marigot Bay on a heading for Way Point 2 at approximately 12 noon. 

We crossed wakes with several yachts and a container ship and continued in a southerly direction 

around St. Maarten headed for Ile Fourche. Again 10-15 knots and an easy sea had the Dream 

running between 6 and 7 knots. Four tacks later our anchorage was in sight. Dropped sail around 4 

pm and motored to a mooring ball. Boat secured by 4:30 and all hands went snorkeling. 

Gloria prepared tilapia with lemon basil butter sauce, Caribbean shrimp salad, and long rice. Lissette 

made “roots” from local veggies purchased at the market. 

After star gazing on the foredeck, where the crew observed both the Big Dipper and the Southern 

Cross in the same sky, the Dream shut down early. 

Thursday, May 6 – Ile Fourche to St. Estatia 

A sleep-in morning was appreciated by all. A few took an early morning dip. Terry and Audrey made 

omelets for breakfast. Then all hands went snorkeling. The Falyann departed while we were still 

swimming, but we were underway by 10 am.  

A beam reach took us out of Ile Fourche and past Gustavia on St. Bart’s, destination St. Estatia. 

Around 1:00 pm and 13 miles out of Oranjestad the weather turned and a squall engulfed St. Estatia 

extending NNE across the horizon.  The sea turned to beam and was rising and confused at times. 

With freshening winds and a building sea, the crew donned harnesses and life jackets. Passports 

were placed in the waterproof survival bag and Lissette was looking for her Saints. The main was 

double reefed and the headsail was furled to a diaper. Under this sail combo the Dream maintained 

a steady 6-7 knots forward. The wind gusts climbed and blew 20+ and rain fell. The Dream was a 

hand full on a very strong helm.  

2:30 pm the skies lightened and the winds calmed to a steady 12-16 knots. It looks like we were 

blessed by the Lord and spared from the worst of the weather. After a butt-clenching 2 hours of 

excitement, we stood down from our safety gear and resumed sailing still reefed. The wind began 

swirling as the sun broke out and we fired up the pusher to keep the rigging from slapping around so 

hard, but to no avail. After several attempts, the headsail was furled and we struck the main over 



some anxious moments and motored towards Oranjestad. No balls were available, so we anchored 

behind the Falyann and after a couple of adjustments the Dream was secured. 

Mark and crew cleared customs and were headed shopping. Stating customs was closed, they 

offered to pick up some ice for us, as it looks like we are quarantined until customs opens in the 

morning.  After observing two dinghies heading towards customs, Terry, Dennis, and Lissette 

followed. Gloria rearranged both the freezer and the frig and found a small bag of ice. Audrey was 

able to make four gin and tonics from the find (HOORAY!) Gloria and Debra began preparing 

Caribbean BBQ pork chops with Caribbean Cucumber & Tomato Salad for the evening meal.  After 

our ice arrived, cocktail hour commenced in earnest. 

Terry was able to clear customs that evening and all was well on the Dream.  While the chops 

marinated, Gloria took a quick dip as Doug started the BBQ. Dinner again was 5-star and Mrs. Pippy 

went through an epiphany watching Douglas make cowboy bread in a frying pan. 

Grace was said and the meal was taken and enjoyed by all. After dinner, the crew decided to pay a 

“hospitality check” to the Falyann. The Captain and Gilligan remained on board to unwind from the 

day’s harrowing sail and as another squall blew in, they secured the open hatches. The raiding party 

returned an hour or so later, empty handed and a little happier. 

Approximately 9 pm we tried to call Sheryl to share birthday greetings with her, but ended up 

texting instead. Mrs. Pippy has quite a knack at this skill and several greetings were exchanged with 

our absent crew member. 

All was well until about 12 m when the winds turned and the Dream began an incessant rocking and 

rolling. Most of the crew were up two or three times and around 3 am there was an all hands 

meeting in the cockpit… minus Mrs. Pippy who was slumbering blissfully.   The remainder of the 

night was anything but blissful for the rest of the crew! 

Friday May 7 – St. Estatia to St. Kitts 

Happy Birthday, Gloria! After a breakfast of our own choosing, Gloria and Lissette took a dip and 

encountered some wonderful snorkeling. We prepared the Dream for our passage to St. Kitts and 

struck out on a southerly tack in 15-20 knots with a fair sea. Almost a beam in 4-6 foot seas, the 

Dream took a heel and was making a steady 7 knots forward. 

Blue skies and sunshine with a few puffy clouds covered the horizon. Doug and Dennis shared the 

helm while the fairer side basked in the glorious sunshine. A lunch of sandwiches and leftovers was 

enjoyed even as the Dream heeled 15 to 20 degrees. The last tack took us to the lee of St. Kitts 

where cameras were raised and photos were taken of the many colorful abodes dotting the cliffs 

above.  We spotted the Ross Veterinary School and some luxurious condos. 

3:30 pm Motored into the new marina at Port Zante, adjacent to the cruise ship pier. Carnival 

Victory was in port. We were directed to a berth with shore power and water. The going rate is 



$0.75 per foot of length, which we gladly paid for a peaceful night with A/C. The Falyann arrived 

about 20 minutes later. The skippers cleared customs and a shopping party was quickly assembled. 

Essentials were purchased for the evening meal. Percy from Moorings assisted Terry with some sail 

repairs and shared some local knowledge on snorkeling with us.  

By this time, Gloria and Deb had a tasty batch of gazpacho ready which we shared with Percy in the 

cockpit. As Percy also has a cab, we arranged with him to take us shopping at the super market 

tomorrow. Cocktails were served and hamburgers prepared for BBQ’ing. Dennis showed his mastery 

of fire and meat and after the evening prayer dinner was served. 

Clean up commenced around 7:30 followed by a visit from Mark and Bev. They came bearing gifts in 

the form of an underwater camera, which we will use during our upcoming snorkeling adventure to 

Shitten Bay. After evening showers were taken, Audrey, Dennis, Lissette, Deb and Doug headed for 

town to check out the local music we had been hearing since our arrival. 

The Dream was secured by 10 bells as the crew hunkered down for a cool peaceful slumber. Gloria 

said her 55th birthday was fabulous… she began the day with a swim and snorkel in the 

Caribbean/West Indies… it just doesn’t get any better than that! Happy birthday, my love! 

Saturday May 8 – Port Zante to Whitehouse Bay 

Hooray, hooray for the 8th of May, outdoor _____sailing (?) begins today. Woke around 7 am and 

made coffee. Gloria prepared the shopping list; Lissette went to the market to take pictures while 

Dennis made French toast and sausage. Percy took Gloria and Doug shopping at the big store. The 

skipper finished checking in and Gilligan topped off the water tanks. One more short shopping 

excursion and the Dream cast off at 10:45 am, motoring towards Whitehouse Bay and a day of 

snorkeling. 

Anchored around 12 noon and, again, Gloria is first in the water. The rest of the crew followed 

shortly thereafter. Snorkeling was okay around the wreck with the usual compliment of sea life. 

Lunch served at 2 pm; leftovers were wonderful. The crew decided to dinghy over towards Shitten 

Bay. However Dennis decided he would rather explore the beach area around the bay. So we 

dropped him off at the dock. He immediately ran into some locals and it looked like they were trying 

to sell him some Ganja or something?  Buzzed through Ballast Bay and found a small cove in Shitten 

Bay to beach the dinghy. Deb found a conch shell and the beach combing was on! All hands 

gathered shells and then enjoyed a snorkel. We loaded our treasures and headed back to the 

Dream. 

Returning to Whitehouse Bay, we found Mr. Pippy had procured a lift back to the Dream. But much 

to our chagrin, there were no cocktails waiting for us WTeF? After helping Doug scrub the boat 

decks and cockpit, Gloria began the evening meal of Shrimp ala Foreigner over whole wheat pasta 

with veggies and garlic bread. Totally awesome and enjoyed by all.  After a relaxing round of 

cocktails, the Dream was secured by 9 pm.  



Approximately 11 pm a neighbor flashed us with his spot light until we appeared on deck. The 

Dream was dragging on the hook. So we pulled up and reset. Shortly thereafter, the battery console 

started beeping bringing most hands together in the main salon one again.  After a re-set all was 

quiet, but the flies have found us.  A less than peaceful night was in store for the Dream. 

Sunday May 9 – Whitehouse Bay to Nevis 

Happy Mothers’ day to all our mothers. Gloria started the day with an early morning snorkel. Doug 

and Terry began breakfast of hash browns, boiling sausage (furnished by our absent crew member) 

and Bloody Mary’s. After a short crew meeting, it was decided to go to Nevis for a look see. But first 

a trip to Ballast Bay. Gloria checked out the water around the reef and found it too rocky to anchor 

the station wagon. We returned to the Dream, raised the anchor, and motor back to Ballast Bay. 

After setting the hook, Gloria again jumped in and reported very murky water. We pulled the hook 

and motored the two hours to Nevis. 

Picking up a ball in front of the Sunshine Beach Bar, Gloria and I remained on board for a cooling 

swim, while the remaining crew headed in for Killer Bees, the specialty drink of the island. A dinner 

of Caribbean Grilled Chicken, Easy Delicious Red Beans and Rice, and fried plantains was enjoyed by 

all. After dinner, the men pulled KP while the women enjoyed the rest of Mothers’ Day 2010. 

As the crew secured the Dream for the evening, a squall blew through and cooled things down. 

Thank God the island ferry doesn’t run all night… the rockin’ and rollin’ we experienced during the 

day would have rolled even the heaviest sleeper right on the floor.  The weather settled down for 

the evening and the only things moving was the flies. 

Not sure what time, but later in our slumber the Dream was boarded by the wily and seldom seen 

Black Ringed Nevis Raccoon.  Not comfortable taking to white folk, he found our Puerto Rican 

shipmate, Lissette. The adjacent cabin reported shouts of “Get off me!” being heard. Douglas 

thought the ‘cowboy hat’ had been hung, but Dennis denied any nocturnal activities on his part. 

Lissette blamed the garlic; however,  the entire incident remains a mystery!  

Quiet was returned to the Dream so we could make an early morning departure for St. Estatia. 

Monday May 10 – Nevis to Estatia 

Crew up early, anticipating a long sail ahead.  Cold breakfast and a quick tidy up in the galley had the 

Dream underway at 7:35 am. Bore NNW on a heading of 335. Douglas input the route on the GPS. 

Dream was making 7 knots. As we pulled a beam of the Falyann, most of the girls, Gloria, Audrey, 

and Lissette manned the rail to give them a 6 buns salute!  Full moons under a sunny sky… oh my! 

Keeping a weather eye to Whitehouse Bay, we knew the squall there would find us. The crew 

secured the hatches as a gentle rain began to fall. The winds freshened and pushed the Dream to 

9.7 knots forward. After 30 minutes, the winds calmed and the Dream eased to a comfortable reach, 



pulling onto a ball in St. Estatia around 2 pm. The skipper cleared us through customs and the crew 

dinghy’d into town. Took the well-worn “Slave Path” to the top of the hill for some shopping. Mr. 

Pippy took several breaks on the way up. 

Picked up essentials at Duggins Market & Department Store and some enjoyed ice cream bars.  We 

wandered to the fort where we all signed the guest book. Headed back down to the Old Gin House 

for some well-deserved cocktails. “Our bartender she comes from the Islands and her body’s been 

kissed by the sun” and holy crap could she pour a mean drink! Met “the twins” from north of 

Vancouver, Washington; enjoyed chatting with them and some of Falyann’s crew. 

Gloria decided not to wait for the dinghy and swam back to the Dream, stopping off at Falyann. 

Another round of drinks arrived and were consumed at the Gin House, then the remaining crew 

dinghyed back to the Dream. The chef was very stern with the crew and threatened to lock up the 

alcohol. But, she still served a wonderful dinner of Caribbean lime marinated pork chops with 

tarragon, roots, veggies, and the ever-famous “cowboy bread”. 

The crew turned in  around 9 pm so we could take an early morning snorkel around the bay. A fairly 

restful night was in store for the Dream. 

Tuesday May 11 – St. Estatia to St. Bart’s 

Up early and dinghyed into the beach for two hours of snorkeling and underwater picture taking. 

Then culled through a pile of conch shells at the dive shop. Mrs. Pippy and Gilligan strolled down to 

the gas station and purchased five empanadas for the crew for 20 guilders. 

Around 10:45 am, we motored past the oil terminal for open water. A fouled halyard made the main 

hoisting eventful. Under sail by 11 am setting a course for St. Bart’s. Fresh winds pushed the Dream 

on a heading of 005. Caught some quiet air about an hour out, but that was short lived. Gloria took 

the helm about 10 miles out and because of her “need for speed” she put the hammer down!  A 

steady 15+ knots with gusts pushed the Dream to a steady 7+ knots forward. 

Even with a 20° heel the ladies were able to prepare a feast for lunch. Bowls of food and bags of 

chips were rotated clockwise around the cockpit table so all could enjoy the fare. Lunch was secured 

and the Dream picked up to 8+ knots still heeled 15-20°. After a 28 mile starboard tack, we flopped 

towards St. Bart’s.  And, 14.25 miles later we anchored in Gustavia. What a day of sailing-- 42.25 

miles!  Thank you, Lord! 

Gustavia is awash with boats and peeps. We learned that Gustavia was the finish line for a 25 boat 

fleet of Figaro Beneteau II, 33’ yachts,  double handed from Concarneau, France, across the Atlantic, 

3800 miles (http://yachtpals.com/transat-ag2r-9077). We witnessed several of the yachts crossing 

the finish line, then we dinghy’d into town where approximately 20,000 plus tourists and spectators 

greeted us. 

http://yachtpals.com/transat-ag2r-9077


Mrs. Pippy began the search for ice and scored a small bag from an eatery. We walked around to the 

market for more but it was closed. Once again, Lissette’s bilingual skills were used to score a huge 

bag of ice… more than enough to keep us in cocktails until we could find a grocery store.  Motored 

back and found the Dream in the dark. 

After giving thanks, BBQ’d hamburgers and veggies were served. Mrs. Pippy called for a crew 

meeting after dinner so everyone could share what they wished to do for the remaining days of the 

cruise. This, of course, turned into a huge giggle fest. Plans were made, then unmade. After great 

camaraderie, the crew began the nightly shutdown. 

Doug reported the anchor dragging so he and Terry made some adjustments and added a spring 

line. A very rolling night lay ahead for the Dream. 

Wednesday May 12 – St. Bart’s to Anse de Columbier Bay. 

A sunny morning greeted the crew as we slowly rolled out around 8 bells. Gloria prepared the fixings 

for Terry to do his omelet magic. Another crew meeting was held – sans- Mrs. Pippy -- and we 

decided to go shopping then make our way to Anse de Columbier on the north side of the Island. 

Station wagon’d into Gustavia  around 10:30. The crew was granted an hour and a half to shop. St. 

Bart’s has Ralph, Louis and Versace, and DKNY, Rolex and is very expensive. The exchange rate is $ 

1.33 to 1€. All met at Tom’s Foods for our final grocery shopping spree and replenishing of our liquor 

supply. With the wagon loaded, we headed back to the Dream and re-provisioned. We pulled 

anchor and got underway around 12 noon. 

On the way we saw two more boats finishing the sailing race. An uneventful motor to the blue green 

waters of the bay found us on a mooring ball by 1:30 p.m. Swim call sounded and the crew donned 

snorkel gear. The bay is full of turtles, stingrays, and an amazing variety of tropical fish… from 

barracuda, nurse sharks, sucker sharks, and flounders to trumpet fish, parrot fish, angle fish, 

goatfish, butterfly fish, and tangs, all the way down to the numerous sergent majors and the 

smaller, but very colorful wrasses. Definitely, the best snorkeling to date!  Turtles picnicking on the 

bottom amongst the sea grass and rays… what a sight!   

After our swim, we were greeted by a power boat “inviting” us to pay a 2€ per person fee for use of 

the marine park. Catch 22 --we had to go back to Gustavia to pay. “No problem you can do it 

tomorrow,” the Frenchies informed us. We exchange pleasantries and they left. Dennis, Lissette, 

and Gloria decided to try the de Columbier hiking trail on shore. Mrs. Pippy donned the appropriate 

footwear for the event and the three left in the wagon. It was a short lived hike and the trio 

returned to the Dream. The story however came back about the dinghy skipper’s skills (or lack 

thereof) in landing on the beach. Evidently, he executed the sideways Evinrude overtip maneuver, 

with limited success. 

While Gloria was on the beach, Deb and Doug started dinner preparations. Fresh salmon filets 

BBQ’d with a sprinkle of seasoning, the now-popular Caribbean cucumber/salad and Doug’s famous 



cowboy bread… all served with delicious lemon basil butter sauce. Once again, another fabulous 

culinary delight from Gloria. After dinner and clean up, Lissette poured all a banana liqueur aperitif. 

We each shared our favorite part of this particular sailing adventure and gave thanks for the special 

blessings bestowed upon us as we enjoyed each other’s company and the wonders of His creation. 

Dream secured  circa 10 pm.  

The wind howled and the rigging sang, but, thank God, there was little rollin’ and rockin’.  Around 

midnight a brief squall had the crew battening down the hatches for about 20 minutes. 

Thursday May 13 – Anse de Columbier to Oyster Pond on St. Maarten 

The Dream enjoyed a calm, but windy night as the crew stirred around 8 bells. Gloria sliced apples 

and cheese and heated the red beans and rice for breakfast. We talked about today’s destination 

and were not thrilled about the difficult entrance into Orient Bay. As the second pot of coffee was 

being prepared, the water supply sputtered out its final drops. Terry and Doug investigated and 

determined the Dream had a faulty gauge. So with no water to keep us at sea for another day, we 

prepared the Dream for our final voyage back to Oyster Pond.  

11 am found the wind and sea running hard outside the bay and we hoisted the main with a single 

reef and headed out of Anse de Columbier for St. Maarten. We witnessed the racing fleet pass en 

masse... some under spinnaker and some reaching hard. As we hit the open water, the winds 

freshened and the seas rose. In 6-8’ seas and 20-30 knots with gusts, the Dream made 8 knots easy. 

Driving was a challenge in the beam seas. After a 10 mile reach in heavy seas, we furled the jib and 

made ready to strike the main. Under diesel, the Dream was pointed into the wind and a head on 

sea. With some difficulty, Terry and Doug retrieved the main and we turned south to the Pond, 

passing the red marker around 1 pm. We were met by the Moorings pilot who took us to the fuel 

dock. We took on 80 liters of fuel and he backed us into the slip next to the Falyann, who had 

arrived earlier. 

1:30 pm the Dream was secured and hooked to shore power bringing to a conclusion the Leeward 

Islands Big Wind and Big Water Cruz of 2010. Drinks were poured and camaraderie shared between  

crew members from the Monumental Dream and the Falyann.  

As we weren’t allowed to BBq at the Moorings (something about the restaurants in business there) 

we fired up the oven and our last meal was spicy chicken wings with just about what ever left over 

that you wished to consume.  It was a fitting meal for our last night aboard the Dream.  After clean 

up folks fixed their favorite adult beverage and began the sad chore of packing bags.  

Friday May 14th - Oyster Pond, St Maarten 

After breakfast and coffee the crew began cleaning out the stores. Holy smokes it looks like we have 

more food that when we arrived. Members began combing the docks for boats heading out on their 

adventure and offered gifts of food and water and mix and you name it. The gang remaining the 

night on the islands took the goodies necessary to make their short stay enjoyable. At this time we 



decided all could depart in one cab. So arrangements were made and at 10:30 our limo pulled in. 

Doug spearheaded the bag loading operations.  Everyone and their luggage fit in the van and off to 

the hotel we headed. All hands save for Gloria and me unloaded. We sadly shared our good bye’s 

then it was off to the airport with the two of us.  

Was it the perfect end to a vacation in paradise? Well, hell no it wasn’t. Gloria had to leave behind 

two of her conch shells at the insistence of some self important dude at the airport security check.  

I’m sure he was French! He made her remove the two shells in her carry on bag. The check bag had 

one shell and it made it. Of course she got to keep the little ones we gathered but… Still not the 

perfect ending but a wonderful adventure in the paradise called the Leeward Islands! 

Wednesday  June 16 - Spokane WA 

Just a month since our great cruising adventure ended. I know all have returned to their home ports 

safe and sound.  It was a pleasure being shipmates with all of you on another Living Large in the 

Caribbean Cruz! God Bless and be well!   Gilligan 

 


