
 

BONE ISLAND REGATTA 

RACE TO KEY WEST 

MAY 10-18, 2021 
 

 

“KEY WEST” 

Spanish settlers originally called Key West “Cayo Hueso”, which 

translates to “Bone Island”, referring to the bones of the Calusa Indians 

who had once lived in the Florida Keys. English settlers mistook “Cayo 

Hueso”, thinking it sounded like Key West and the name stuck. 

The Bone Island Regatta adventure started months in advance of the event with the selection 

of the crew. All would need to be competent, competitive sailors, and fairly compatible since we 

would be spending eight days together in a very confined space.   

Jim Edens would be my co-captain as he has sailed with me many times and has the most 

experience on this particular boat. Bob Cole would share watches with Jim, and Tim Fischer 

would be on watch with me.   

We would be racing my Hunter Legend 376 – a 37’3” long and 12’7” wide, sloop-rigged sailing 

vessel named PRIVATEER.  

 

 

    
 

 

“PRIVATEER” 

… is an armed ship owned and officered by private individuals 

holding a government commission and authorized for use in 

war, especially in the capture of enemy merchant shipping. 

(A reason for our competitors to be fearful of us!)



MAY 10, MONDAY 

We all met at my house around 3:00pm.  Tim volunteered to drive as his SUV was the largest.  

Once our weekly provisions and gear were packed, we journeyed 2-1/2 hours to Sarasota 

Sailing Squadron Clubhouse for the 6:00pm Race Check-In and Skipper’s Meeting.  There were 

28 boats entered in the Regatta, 8 of which were in our class – “True Cruising B”.  We consumed 

the provided pizza, salad & beer and visited with other competitors, then departed for St. 

Petersburg and Privateer to be ready for an early morning departure for Venice, Florida. “Tim’s 

onion” was stowed properly. 

     

MAY 11, TUESDAY 

Up early for hot Jimmy Dean breakfast sandwiches and several cups of java.  We left the marina 

around 7:00am for the 50-mile sail to Venice. This day would provide some needed time to 

become familiar with all the intricacies of sail-handling and instrumentation unique to Privateer, 

in addition to each Watch Team’s practice together before the Regatta begins.  We arrived in 

Venice (8-1/2 hours later) and checked into the Crow’s Nest Marina at 3:30pm.  The rest of the 

day, we prepared for the Regatta and enjoyed an excellent dinner at the Crow’s Nest Restaurant 

on the waterfront.  “Tim’s onion” was still secure. 

 

    
 

    



MAY 12, WEDNESDAY 

We were up fairly early and had breakfast at our favorite spot called Jetty Jacks. They were 

kind enough to fill 3 thermoses with coffee at no charge.  They probably heard we were 

“privateers”!  We did not invite “Tim’s onion”.  

  

My long-time friend and a past Ocala Sailing Club member, Juan Guerra, arrived several hours 

before the start and rafted up beside us in his 54’ Irwin named Cumbia.  Cumbia made our 

vessel look like a dinghy!  He was also a race competitor but in a different class.  His crew 

consisted of his wife Lori, his two sons (a US Navy doctor for the Blue Angels and a back-seat 

weapons controller for an F-18 Super Hornet fighter jet), and two other US Navy comrades (a 

Top Gun pilot and another back-seat F-18 controller).  These guys are America’s BEST!   

Approaching the Regatta start time, race participants began leaving the docks and heading 

toward the starting line.  When the 5-minute warning signal went off, we positioned ourselves 

for a fast start. With 6 seconds to go we were approaching the start line too quickly, so I footed 

off so as not to be over early.  At 3 seconds to the horn, we headed up, trimmed in the sails, 

and began our attack. Unfortunately, there was a large Beneteau sail boat “parked” parallel to 

the line and was blocking our wind.  So, our “great start” fizzled and we were left to fight our 

way through the bad air of the Beneteau and several other boats.  Eventually we got clear air 

and Privateer could finally begin the 158-nautical-mile battle to the finish at Key West.  

    

Since the race started at 1:00pm, we each took short shifts at the helm (1 hour, 15 minutes 

each) until 6:00pm, at which time our scheduled night watches (3 hours on/3 hours off) would 

be in place until 6:00am.  During daylight hours, we will share the steering time. The wind was 

fairly light out of the southwest, but it was enough to move us along at around 4 knots toward 

our FIRST waypoint -- Smith Shoal Light, which was 148-nautical miles away (and to be left to 

port).  From there, it would be only 10 more nautical miles to the Key West finish Line. 

    



MAY 13, THURSDAY  

As we welcomed the dawn after a long dark night, we managed to consume some of Jim’s 

delicious breakfast burritos he brought for all of us.  We ate them cold out of the refrigerator, 

but they were spicy hot inside!  Here’s a few names we came up with: “Fire-in-the-Icebox 

Burritos”, “Blazing Burritos on Ice” and “Icy Spicy Burritos.”  We did not, however, eat “Tim’s 

onion”. 

     

   

 

   

 

The race had been close.  With boats in sight all last night and all day today, now Thursday 

night was approaching.  The wind had increased to 16+ knots and shifted to the northwest, and 

we were going directly downwind with it.  The ensuing seas were overtaking us, looming high 

above our heads and raising Privateer’s stern with each wave.  It was as if we were surfing each 

wave which made steering very grueling.  Jim was on the helm and no one wanted to trade 

places with him.  He was stuck steering for hours in these difficult conditions, and we were 

grateful for his physical strength to keep us on course.  



 

With the wind still at 16+ knots and high following seas from our stern, we quickly surged past 

the Smith Shoal Light (which was unlit!), Green Marker #1 Light and into the Northwest Channel 

entrance to Key West – along with three other boats in close proximity.  Just as we entered the 

channel, we were blasted with a spotlight from another competitor, which destroyed our night 

vision momentarily.  We returned the “light” fire as any good Privateer would do!  Other than 

that episode, we could not see any vessels at all, only their navigation lights along with all the 

onshore lights of Key West.  

Although the Channel is fairly wide, we were sailing at top speed in pitch black with no 

moonlight.  The darkness seems to close in on you, giving you tunnel vision. And then… you 

start doubting yourself and second-guessing your sailing decisions. We just followed the 

standard nighttime procedures by following the chart and locating the dimly-lit Channel Markers 

amid all the bright background lights.  Navigating the Channel and avoiding the shoals nearby 

kept us very busy! 

Bob was checking for red buoys on the starboard side.  Tim was checking for green buoys on 

the port side and monitoring the depth gauge.  I was following the chart and telling Jim what 

course to sail.  It was a wild ride!  We did pass three boats in the process, although one of those 

boats overtook us at the finish. Fortunately, it was not in our class.  As we crossed the finish 

line, we notified the Race Committee by radio and shined a spotlight on our sail number to 

identify us.  Once they responded with “Welcome to Key West”, our stress was over and we 

could relax.  Our official finish time was 11:36:23 pm.   

We had slip accommodations at The Key West Bight Marina which was very close by.  We located 

our reserved slip only to discover that another vessel had occupied it.  And I had verified the 

slip number just the day before!  So, we relocated to an empty slip, tied off and attempted to 

connect our power cord.  But guess what -- it wouldn’t reach.  We had to untie Privateer, back 

out, turn around, enter the slip stern-first and tie off again. Finally, our power cord could 

connect.   

All settled in and enjoying a cold beverage, Juan arrived in Cumbia and tied up in his assigned 

slip (which happened to be next to us). He joined us in our cockpit for a cold beer and to swap 

regatta stories.  Not too long after that, the boat that was assigned to the slip we occupied 

arrived on the scene… only to find us in his spot. Everyone is now confused.  We explained what 

happened and he graciously agreed to relocate so we wouldn’t have to move again. Of course, 

we assisted him in docking. 

   



MAY 14, FRIDAY 

When morning came, we went to our (especially Jim’s) favorite coffee place called Cuban Coffee 

Queen.  They brew excellent assorted coffees and concoctions.  Believe me…  after the past few 

days on the water, we needed some good, strong coffee! Then on to Pepe’s Café & Steak House 

for breakfast… always good and another favorite spot of mine in Key West. “Tim’s onion” did 

not accompany us. 

 

 

 

 

         

    



When we arrived back to the boat, the Dock Master greeted us and said we would have to move 

Privateer once again.  So once again, we untied to search for another spot.  We decided to go 

to the fuel dock first and fill-up for the trip home, then found Privateer a new resting place on 

the opposite side of the same dock. (So now we were across from Cumbia.) 

   

We spent the remainder of the afternoon resting up for the 6:00pm Cash Bar Cocktail Party at 

Pirate’s Cove.  The Privateer crew fit right in with the Pirates.  (It’s a smooth transition from 

privateers to the lawless, plundering pirate side.) The beer and cocktails were good and the 

Regatta organizers provided barbequed chicken wings. Once the event was over, Jim, Bob & I 

retired for the evening. Tim went out on the town and arrived back at our “dockominium” around 

3:00 am. The rest of us were snoring away (sawing logs) and didn’t even notice his arrival.  

 

    



    

MAY 15, SATURDAY  

The Bone Island Regatta organizers, Alice and Greg Petrat, hosted a “Drinks on The Dock!” 

gathering at the Galleon Marina from 9:00-11:00am off the stern of their 48’ schooner “White 

Hawk”.  They served Bloody Marys, Mimosas, doughnuts and fruit cups.  What a way to start 

the day! 

   
 

After the dock party we decided to see some Key West sites.  First stop, the First Flight Brewery 

to enjoy another cool and refreshing drink. (It was a long and hot walk from the dock, so we 

naturally needed more Nectar of the Gods! 😊) Our journey continued until we reached Fort 

Taylor on the southwest side of Key West.  We toured the fort then discovered that the city 

provides free AIR-CONDITIONED bus rides. Thank you, city of Key West, for the cool ride back 

to Privateer!  And it was still very hot. 

 



    

    

 

We all showered and dressed in our matching blue sun shirts Jim had designed and purchased 

for the Privateer crew.  (Just like he did for Privateer’s 2019 Regatta crew.)  This year the front 

of the shirts had the BIR signal flags (for Bone Island Regatta) and the back had PRIVATEER’s 

logo.   BEAUTIFUL!  Thank you, Jim!   

Beginning at 6:00pm, we were upstairs in the open air at Scotty’s Front Street Stage Restaurant 

for cash bar Cocktails, Dinner and the Regatta Awards Presentation. “Tim’s onion” remained on 

Privateer.  In our class, we were awarded a Second-Place finish (Trophy & Captain Morgan rum) 

and “Line Honors” for being the first boat over the finish line (Pusser’s Rum).  Even though we 

were the first boat in our class to cross the finish line, the second boat beat us on corrected 

time and therefore earned the First-Place trophy.  

    

 



    

 

       

 

 

 

Furthermore, we are very proud of this additional major achievement: 

On corrected time, we finished SECOND OVERALL of the entire 26-boat fleet! 

BRAGGING RIGHTS… INDEED! 

MAY 16, SUNDAY 

We were up early and Bob went to get our last cups of coffee at the Cuban Coffee Queen stand. 

We departed The Key West Bight Marina at 7:09 am with strong winds in the 20-knot range.  

Where were those same winds when we needed them during the race!??!  We sailed all day 

under reefed sails, but come nighttime the wind had piped up to 28 knots. We all agreed to 

take the sails down and motor the rest of the way home. The seas became very rough and 

occasional waves would break over the cockpit.  But “Tim’s onion” was still securely stowed. 

We were all wet and cold. Around 11:00pm, we veered off our current course and headed 

northeast toward the shoreline.  The wind was coming out of the east, and sailing closer to 

shore might provide more protection from the wind and waves.  

 



       
 

 

 

 

 



MAY 17, MONDAY 

As dawn approached, we were nearing Sanibel Island and the rough sea state was weakening.  

Everyone aboard was much happier. We hugged the shoreline all day and arrived in St. 

Petersburg around 6:00 pm.  After securing Privateer in her home port and showering, a good 

hot dinner was in order.  We enjoyed great Margaritas and spicy Mexican food at Nueva Cantina. 

Still no consumption of “Tim’s onion.”  Many were still rocking with the motion of the sea… and 

several days thereafter! All retired for a good night’s rest. 

   

    

MAY 18, TUESDAY 

Slept late… packed up our gear and “Tim’s onion” … scrubbed the boat inside and out… then off 

to one of my favorite places, Munch’s Sundries, for a well-deserved breakfast.  We spent the 

entire road trip home reviewing the week’s festivities and congratulating ourselves on a job well 

done. 

    

              



    

 

Overall, everything went exactly as planned.  First Place would have obviously been 

preferred over Second Place, but we are definitely not complaining!  There will be fond 

memories and many stories to tell.  We worked well together and Privateer’s cramped 

space was shared with ease.   

Thanks to Jim, Tim and Bob for joining me on the great adventure.  I am looking forward 

to next year’s Bone Island Regatta already…...   

 

 

 

           Captain  Edward  C. Sims 

   Master of Privateer 

 

 

 P.S. “Tim’s onion” was a daily topic of conversation throughout the entire trip.  

And the rest of us still have no idea why he even brought it since he never ate it.  So 
next time Tim, have an onion plan… or leave the onion home!  
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