
 Verne & Penny’s Cruising Days 

 

PASSAGE:  HONOLULU TO FANNING ISLAND. 

TIME:  9 DAYS, 11 AND ONE HALF HOURS. 

FUEL REMAINING: 35 GALLONS 

AVERAGE SPEED 4.6 KNOTS. 

 

6/18/77  LOG 1392.  Stood out to sea at 11:30 a.m.  All sails up and drawing at 12 noon.  Speed 

5 ½ knots under double reefed main and jib-staysail.  A bit gusty off 

Oahu.  Steve Rosenthal let go our dock lines and took pictures, then got into his car and went 

to the Texaco dock where he took more pictures.  As we passed the Texaco dock, Terry called 

out over the loudspeaker, “Goodbye to the Albatross”. 

Several friends were on the dock waving and calling goodbye.  We didn’t think  

anyone knew we were leaving then.  I never thought I’d cry when we left Honolulu – but the  

seawater wasn’t the only salty water around there. 

 

3:20 p.m. Sailing along gloriously under double reefed main, jib and staysail.  Have averaged 

6 knots.  Really gorgeous day.  Wind Vane handling the boat beautifully.  It’s doing a much 

better job of keeping Albatross on course than I was.  I guess we’ll have to make it a male 

gender and give it a boy’s name since he handle Albatross so well – who of course, is a She! 

Good start to Fanning.  About 25 knots of wind.  Albatross seems delighted to be at sea again. 

 



 

6:45 p.m.  Trades have diminished somewhat.  Lovely sunset sail.  Verne is sleeping.  I’m glad 

– he needs the rest.  It’s probably going to be a long night, and he’s been going strong doing 

last minute things for two days.  I don’t have my sea legs yet – got a bit queasy while fixing  

dinner of stew and fruit cocktail, bread and butter.  I’m going to stay out here in the cockpit 

writing until the sun sets in about 30 minutes.  Should be a pretty one.  Everything is very  

quiet and peaceful.  I love this time best.   It’s funny to think we probably won’t see anything 

but sea and sky for the next 10 days.  Tomorrow we take our first sun shot.  I wonder if I 

remember my celestial navigation?  I’d better! 

 

6/19/77:  Today was such a Godawful day that I’m really writing this on 6/20.  Yesterday I didn’t  

have the heart or inclination to write a word.   First thing Verne had to do when he got up was 

to fix the head.  Darn thing would not pump.  It’s curious how the head never refuses to work 

until you have used it!  Anyway, had to take the whole thing apart.  Good thing we had a  

repair kit aboard.  Works fine now.   

Wind blew hard all night and we crashed through the seas at 7 – 8 knots at times.  The motion 

below is incredible.  Averaging 120 – 130 miles a day by log so far.  Before leaving, 

we hoped we would do 100.  Full main and jib staysail up.  Still haven’t gotten my sealegs 

yet – or “Sailor’s feet”, Rita would say, but better today than yesterday.   So far we haven’t 

been out 48 hours, so maybe there’s hope for me yet.  Didn’t get any sleep last night because 

the wind blew so hard, then it died this morning to no wind!  Big seas though – we just 

slopped around.  Very tiring and uncomfortable.   The day was very cloudy and we couldn’t  

get a sun sight all day.  We have no idea of our position.  I didn’t feel like cooking, or eating, 

or anything.  Must be the no-wind-no land in sight blues..I guess.   Very depressing.   

For two cents we would have turned the boat around and gone back to Honolulu, we even 

discussed it – but decided to wait and see how we felt in the morning, both of us had a  

good stiff slug of warm Gin (for medicinal purposes only, of course) and fell into our bunks, 

daring anyone to run into us.    

Toasted cheese sandwiches and applesauce for dinner. 

 

6/20/77: 

11:15 a.m.   Today much better than yesterday.  Sun shining.  Got a good sun LOP (line of 

position) this morning for latitude.  Hope to get a good noon sight to advance the LOP. 

I’m hungry today.  Things are beginning to look up. 

 

6:40 p.m.:   Got a fantastic noon sight to advance the line of position and give us a good fix 

on our position.   Good to know exactly where we are…approximately.  By the two sights we 

are 50 miles South of the Big Island of Hawaii.   The seas have lengthened our, and are not 

so short or steep.  Really beautiful tradewind sailing.  The motion below in the cabin was  

still too violent to be comfortable, so both Verne and I donned safety harnesses a while ago 

and reefed the main.  I know nobody is going to believe it, but we can’t seem to slow this 

boat down.  She charges along at 7 to 8 knots, so we take in sail and only manage to slow 

her down ½ to 1 knot – and she is supposed to be a Tub.  Really a good day.  No remainder 

of yesterday’s depression…Thank God! 

Verne listened for Steve Rosenthal on the Ham Radio today…but no luck…maybe tomorrow 

he’ll be on the air.  Really a lazy day.  Found two flying fish on deck this morning.   The later 



saw two baby ones.  They are only about an inch long and their wings are so disphanous you 

can hardly see them.  I never saw a baby one before. 

The wind Vane is steering Albatross beautifully.  We hardly ever have to go back to the 

cockpit to adjust it.  I don’t  even have to cook for it, and both Verne and I are glad we don’t 

have to be out in this weather  with big seas and spray over the boat quite regularly.  If we had 

 to sit out in the cockpit in that mess, I think we would have turned around and gone back  

to Honolulu long since.   As it is, we haven’t even used foul weather gear.  When it’s nasty 

outside, we just stay below!  I don’t believe today’s sailors are as hardy a race as they used 

 to be.   I don’t care!! 

Guess we’re going to listen to an Island baseball game tonight.  The Radio stations from 

Honolulu are still coming in very well.  I’m tired tonight.  I hope I can sleep.  I guess I haven’t 

settled in yet, because I can’t seem to really sleep. 

 

6/21/77: 

Rather pleasant, uneventful day.  Nothing to see but sea and sky.  I’ve taken fewer seasick 

pills today than ever before (2).  Perhaps I’m at last getting my sealegs.   That would be nice. 

Broke a cable on the windvane  this morning, so Verne repaired it quickly with a piece of  

stainless steel wire, took about  10 minutes.  Vane works perfectly again.  What would we do 

without it?  Turn back undoubtedly! 

Haven’t worn a stitch of clothing in 2 days.  Sure saves on laundry!  Started studying my code 

today.  It’s real interesting helps to pass the time.    

Got good sun sights today and we are where we are supposed to be, except we want a little  

more Easting – so we hardened up on the sheets and started going more to weather. 

Maybe at noon tomorrow we can fall off a little again for a more comfortable sail. 

Going to try to talk with Steve Rosenthall tonight on the Ham Radio.  That would be fun and 

I’m looking forward to it.  Hope he’s on the band. 

Chili and Peaches for dinner tonight.  We are now into our Fourth day at sea and for the most 

part the trip has been uneventful and enjoyable.  No Steve on Ham tonight – very depressing. 

Was looking forward to that. 

 

6/22/77    Some parts of this day good and some bad.  Still really great sailing weather. 

Charging along at 6 and 7 knots under double-reefed main, staysail and jib.    On ham radio 

this morning Verne was trying to get Honolulu and Mating Vitousek to turn on the beacon 

at Fanning on Monday and Tuesday.  Verne happened, by pure luck, to reach a guy in  

Malibu who was taling to a guy on Fanning named Walt.  The man in Malibu relayed between 

Verne and Walt and Walt said he would turn the beacon on those days.  Also, Verne set up 

a schedule with Walt.   That was the high point of the day.  From then on it was all downhill. 

   There’s always something.  Now we think the forward water tank is leaking, but can’t get 

to it to look at it and see.  Keep getting a lot of water in the bilge which must be pumped out  

every day.  Oh well, have plenty of water to get to Fanning.  We can look at the tank there  

and fix it if necessary. 

   Talked to Steve on ham tonight.  Really good to hear from him even though the band was 

bad and we could hardly understand him.   He had called weather for us and told us the 

ITC was between 6 and 10 degrees North.  So we’ll probably get some sloppiness in the seas 

soon. 

   Another bad day for Navigation.  Very depressing.  Got some good sights, somehow they 



didn’t work out like we expected.  Verne looked at me and said, “Do you think we’re going 

to be able to find Fanning?”  Kind of a frightening thought when you think about it. 

Decided to throw all navigation for today away and take an evening Star fix.  Wouldn’t you 

know it? – Sky completely overcast.  Might as well go to bed. 

 

 

6:23/77      Verne’s Birthday today.  I had forgotten that until I heard him singing “Happy 

Birthday to me”, this morning.  I felt bad about forgetting.  We opened a can of cake that 

Teresa had give us at our farewell dinner and ate it with the last of the cold milk. M-M- 

good.  Navigation good again.  Good morning sun line and noon latitude.  Once more we 

have confidence in our navigational abilities.  For the life of me, I can’t understand how  

it can be so easy one day and so crummy the next.  I think sights are going to be a little 

more difficult to get from here on in because we’re getting into the ITC where it’s cloudy 

a good deal of the time. 

Still under double-reefed main and jib.  Haven’t  touched sails or wind vane in three days. 

What a lazy way to cross an ocean. 

There’s always something to repair.  Last night the Green Starboard running light went out 

because the wiring came loose.  Verne fixed it today, no problem. 

  News…News!  I had an honest to God shower today.  I sat on the head while Verne sprayed 

me with the show hose.  Can’t tell you how good it felt. 

Tomorrow is hair washing day.  Can’t get a brush through it now there is so much salt in  

it.  Even little chores at sea become major efforts.  Scrambled eggs with mushrooms, 

Vienna sausages and cheese, plus coffee took an hour this morning. 

Have ham radio schedules with Walt and Steve this evening, Hope they go well. 

6 pm couldn’t get Walt on Radio.  Just too close for 20 Meters, I guess.   Steve kept schedule,  

however.  He’s been really good to talk to us every evening.  I find myself looking forward 

very much to chatting with friends after being out here all day, just Verne and Me with no 

scenery but Sea and Sky. 

 

6/24/77 



The wind seems to be gradually dying.  After not touching sails for three days, today it 

was sail drill day.  Tried the new Mizzen staysail for a while…then took it down because  

the wind increased.  Under full main, Staysail jib and full jib for the night it gives us  

½ knot less speed than the mizzen staysail, but is so much easier to reef in the night if 

the wind increases.  No shampoo today…too busy.  Didn’t fix much to eat today…not 

hungry and nothing sounds appetizing. 

 

6/25/77 

Marvelous warm rain shower today.  Stood out on deck and scrubbed and shampooed. 

What a luxury…no salt in my hair.  Now wind.  Powered some today and sailed some. 

Don’t like to power because we have to steer by hand.  That gets old fast. 

 

6/26/77 

Powering all day.  Not getting as much rest as when we can use the wind vane.  Also,  

we know we’re somewhere near the island, and though it’s too early to make landfall, still  

we’re edgy and keep watching.  Could hardly keep my eyes open during the 3-5 o’clock 

watch this morning. 

Kept ham schedule with Dana in Honolulu this evening.  Steve couldn’t make it, so asked 

Dana to.   Wasn’t that thoughtful of him.   Really good to hear from Dee and Dana… 

familiar voices out of the past. (mild joke; maybe I’m getting rummy)   Poured 20 gallons 

of diesel fuel from Jerry jugs into the tanks.  Still motoring. 

 

6/27/77 

Guess I stayed out in the sun on watch too long yesterday.  Feel weak and lethargic  

today.  Looked in “First Aid Afloat” and decided I had symptoms of heat exhaustion. 

That’s all I need…to be sick just when we’re closing land.  Took two salt tablets this 

afternoon, drank water, and suddenly started perking up and feeling much better. 

I never had heat exhaustion before…but the climate has really been humid and hot 

lately.  No land in sight yet.  Verne says when the log 1114 we should see land.  That 

should be about 10 O’clock this evening.  Have really been getting some good sun  

shots these last two days.  Navigation has been easy.  Do you suppose we’re finally 

learning how it works?  But…until we make that first landfall….. 

11:00 p.m. 

LANDFALL…hooray!  Right after Verne said it would be another 6-7 miles he went up 

on the bowsprit, thinking to himself that we should really be able to see it now….and 

there it was, dead ahead, and about 5 miles away.  It’s so low, that close as we were, 

it was still only a thin dark line on the horizon in the moonlight.  However, we’re so 

tired now out thoughts are only  “so…we made landfall”.  Now we know where Fanning 

is and we won’t run into it.  The offshore breeze is blowing the sweetest smell out to  

us from the island.  It smell like Land !! 

 

6/28/77 

What a long night!  It’s morning a we’re waiting for slack water to go through the pass. 

Verne tried to get Bill on CB radio this morning…and Walt answered.  His voice was very 

cordial and friendly welcoming us to the island and telling us he has a schedule on CB 

with Bill every morning at 8:30. 



At 8:30 we heard Bill’s voice on CB with Walt.  Walt said, “We have some visitors to  

the island who are waiting to talk to you on the radio.  Bill said immediately, “Verne and 

Penny?”   We have arrive at Fanning …it’s Official. 

We worked out way in through the pass and across to Cartwright Point to anchor behind 

the point out of the 6 to 7 knot current of the changing tide.  We have to use the dinghy 

to cross the pass to go to Bill’s place. 

So, off we went to Bill’s for lunch with Walt, Connie, Gerhardt from DESTINY, Verne and 

Bill.  Lunch consisted of roast pork, gravy, rice, fried breadfruit, bread and butter, cheese, 

coffee and Drambuis…a “little” lunch said Bill, typically. 

 

   What a busy day!  You get off your boat on this island and you can’t get back.  Lots of  

familiar, friendly faces and friends to greet.  As we came in to anchor, Talia on the tug waved 

a friendly hello.  Down went the bow anchor, then Verne called to Talia to ask if we could  

use his work launch to set our stern anchor, so we wouldn’t have to row it out.  Talia and  

another man working with him gladly came over and rowed out out stern anchor…for which 

we were very grateful.  Talia’s wife has had a beautiful baby girls since we were here  

6 months ago.  I must make time to see it before we leave. 

    We hadn’t even got fully anchored before another launch came out to Albatross bringing 

Customs and immigration officers.  We remembered them and they remembered us. 

Everybody has asked about Dee and Dana Whistler.  Before they left we gave each of them 

a package of cigarettes and some sandpaper to the Police officer.  Before he left, he asked 

Verne, “you dive with masks don’t you?”  When Verne told him we did, he said “Do you  

have one I could buy?”    It’s amazing the number of things that have gone off the boat in 

two days in trade.  It so happened, we did have an extra mask.  Verne told the policeman 



he would find it and bring it by tomorrow.  He didn’t know where it was at the present time 

as things were pretty much of a mess right now.  Since we arrived yesterday, the things 

we have taken off the boat are: Diving mask, Onion seeds, 2 ½ cases of beer, 2 sheets of 

coarse grain sand paper, 3 packages of cigarettes, assorted candies and gum, various other 

vegetable and melon seeds.   In return for these we have received:  One enormous stalk 

of bananas, lunch at Bills, heavenly Ice-Filled pineapple juice drinks (all we could drink), 

a promise of some lobsters from the north shore in the near future, fresh fish, and best of 

all, an offer of unlimited use of Bill’s shower facilities. 

   The customs and immigration officers had not sooner left, and we were drawing deep 

breaths, glad that was over, when a hail from outside made Verne stick his head out…and 

there was Tooran and Bill in the launch.  Only Bill came aboard, asking Tooran to return  

for him at 10 minutes of 12:00.   Bill complimented the boat…we agreed with everything 

he said.  I told him I was a little afraid to offer him one of our warm beers, since I knew his 

was always cold.  He kinda laughed and said,  “Well, as a matter of fact, you’ve come at 

a bad time.  I haven’t had a beer, warm or cold, in about a week.  We ran out and the ship 

isn’t due for another 3 weeks.  So after looking forward to one of Bill’s cold Australian 

beers for a week, we ended up drinking warm American beer.  Ahh!, the joys of cruising. 

Marina, Bill’s wife, is always telling him he drinks too much.  I don’t think she was too  

happy about our sending over the 2 ½ cases to their refrigerator, but didn’t say much. 

When she did make one small comment, Bill told her it was non-alcoholic American 

beer, or near-beer, because the alcoholic content is so much less than Australian beer. 

She didn’t believe him, of course. 

    We had a lovely lunch with Bill, even though it’s getting close to time for another boat 

and they’re running out of everything.  Marina still managed to place a feast before us. 

We had that good Gilbertese bread and butter, cheese, hard boiled eggs, sliced ham,  

fried breadfruit, rice, pineapple juice over ice and coffee.  To two sailors who had been  

eating mainly out of cans for 10 days, it was light, delicious and filling.  The thing that  

delighted me most, I think, was that about 30 minutes before we ate the fried breadfruit, 

we were sitting out on the lanai watching the Gilbertese houseboy pull the breadfruit down 

out of the tall tree with a long stick. 

Since Bill knew I hadn’t had much sleep last night, he offered me one of the cots on the  

lanai….and I took him up on it.  The pillow case had a lovely embroidering on it with the  

words, “A present to Mr. Frew from Loba”,  I think Bill wanted a rest also, but before he  

could, the whole crew from “DESTINY” (total of 5) came up for a chat and cold drinks.  They 

have quite a United Nations on that boar; 2 Americans, one from New Zealand, one German, 

and one Frenchman. 

   Since we hadn’t yet taken our dinghy off the boat, and since the crew of DESTINY didn’t 

have a dinghy because their motor was stolen in Samoa, Bill asked one of the Gilbertese  

to take us back to our boats across the pass..  He took the crew of Destiny back first, then 

went to check his lobster pots, we we still waited to get back to ALBATROSS. 

    Jock on “AQUILA” went to take a shower, so Verne, Bill and I went to sit beside the  

lagoon…and wait for somebody to take us back to ALBATROSS.  When Jock came from 

the shower, I finally up and asked him to take us back.  He did, and when we got there,  

the first thing we did was launch the dinghy so we could come and go as we pleased 

without having to depend on anyone else. 



 

 

(The dark water is the channel.  The cocoanut trees are on Cartwright point, our anchorage 

spot out of the channel flow) 

 

(Another view of our Anchorage location) 

  

     There was a lot to do on the boat to settle in to anchor and our day had simply been too 

busy to get any of it done.  But, it was all pleasant, and I wouldn’t have missed a minute of it 

for the world.  We launched the dinghy, put up the awning, cleared the decks, put the settee 

cushions up on deck for sleeping since the cabin was simply too hot and there wasn’t a 

breathe of a breeze, and we fell into bed, completely ignoring the fact we had only one meal 

today.  Once as I was falling asleep, I opened one eye to see the huge full moon over the  

serene lagoon and a light in Bill’s office…he was burning the midnight oil to catch up on   



some of the work we had kept him from all day. 

 

June 29, 1977 – 

Wakened early this morning by the sound of the diesel launch taking the copra cutters to  

work.  It was good to get one whole uninterrupted night’s sleep again.  There was still  

plenty to do on the boat to tidy up and make it easier to get around at anchor, so I set about 

the task.  Verne left without breakfast (I promised him some, but somehow never got around 

to accomplishment) to go ashore in the dinghy.  He was going to say hello to Bill and take  

him some onion seeds, and then take the diving mask to the policeman.    When he returned 

about noon, he made a quick lunch of toasted cheese sandwich and apple juice.  Then we 

gathered up shower supplies and went back across the channel to the beach, taking with  

us some candy and gum for Marina’s boys and Pastor Joe’s children. 

 

(Some of the kids of Fanning) 

 

   Our first stop was at Pastor Joe’s and Tota’s house,  Verne gave him the candy for the 

children and he put it in a closed drawer, saying, “if the children see it they will want to  

finish it.”  We sast in the house for a while, but it was so warm that Pastor Joe suggested 

we sit in one of the out-buildings where a breeze was blowing.  We all found this much 

more comfortable and we had a lovely chat with Pastor Joe.  He informed us his wife was 

making some food for us.  (Query: Do the Gilbertese ever have anyone come to their house 

and leave without eating?)  This time it was a really delicious cake, rather like a poundcake 

as we know it, but a little heavier and much finer textured.  To go with this were equally 

good fishcakes made from the fresh fish Pastor Joe had caught yesterday.  The fish had 

been chopped, rolled in breadcrumbs, and then fried.  Very good, and not a foreign tast to  

us at all.  We washed it down with the hot sweet tea the Gilgertese make so well. 

After we had eaten, I heard Pastor Joe tell his 15 year old son something, and soon the boy  

passed us going in a very definite direction with an enormous knife in his hand.  and  

shortly he came back with an immense stalk of green bananas, weighing 60 to 70 pounds, 



over his shoulder.  Joe told us, “That is for you when you go.  My Son will carry it down 

to your dinghy on the beach for you on his bicycle.” 

    Just before we left, Verne told Pastor Joe to empty Verne’s tobacco pouch into a can. 

Pastor Joe was very polite and wanted to leave some for Verne in spite of his urging him 

to empty it.  The Tota came over, smelled the tobacco in Verne’s pouch, and promptly 

emptied it all into her can. 

Pastor Joe and Verne made arrangements to go lobster hunting that night at 9pm and we 

all said “Sabo” until then. 

 

 

(the village at Fanning) 

      We returned to our dinghy on the beach to collect our shower supplies and there, 

indeed, was our lovely large stalk of bananas lying in the bottom of the dinghy.  It’s a nice 

feeling to know we can leave anything lying on the beach an nobody will touch it.  We  

never have to lock anything up.  Unfortunatley, that is not so in very man of the cruising  

areas. 

 

   Next Day.  We made out way to Bill’s house for showers and found Marina lying on one 

of the outside cots having a short rest.  When Verne gave her the candy for the boys, she 

dived right into them herself.  I don’t know if being four months pregnant has anything to  

do with that, or if she just has a sweet tooth.  The boys got some too, but I think Marina  

enjoyed it as much as they did.  When I got out of the shower, Jock was there, with a couple 

of Gilbertese, Marina and the boys.  The center of attention was the biggest centipede I 

had ever seen.  Ugh!  It was awful.  One of the Gilbertese up at Marty’s cable station was  

bitten by one when he stepped on it.  His leg swelled up so much he couldn’t walk.  I  

was glad we sleep out on the water.  I hope no centipede can swim!  The ones here are 

5” long! 

 

   Back out to “ALBATROSS” for a light supper, then preparing out bed up on deck again. 

I see Jock on  “AQUILA” is having three or four Gilgertese women on board for dinner 



 

(Our transportation across the channel to Albatross) 

tonight.  I heard Jock ask Marina the other day that he would like to invite one of the  

Gilbertese girls for dinner on his boat if it wouldn’t upset any local custom.  So when  

three or four women came aboard last night, I wondered if the extras were there to  

protect her reputation! 

 

   Verne just returned from Lobster hunting with Pastor Joe.  No luck with lobsters (the  

moon is too bright, they said), but Verne said it was very enjoyable time because he and 

Pastor Joe had a real nice visit and he had really gotten to know him much better. 

 

June 30, 1977 – 

This business of going to sea has certainly changed my living habits.  On Land I go to bed 

early and wake up early and eat a lot.  Since we’ve been on this trip, I go to bed late and  

morning comes much too early…and I don’t care whether I eat or not.  What a switch! 

I’m sure its for the better..particularly the last! 

   Since Verne has made me run from one activity to another since we arrived at Fanning 

and I complained, today he said I could do exactly what I pleased all day.  He said…that 

was the theory!  This morning I got two hours to myself to catch up on the log, while he 

went ashore to ferry diesel fuel.  Pretty soon, here he comes back with Gerhardt and Walt. 

They wanted to see “ALBATROSS”.  So, we showed them what there was of it and they 

were very complimentary.  I don’t know how Gerhardt managed after his 52 footer, but  

he’s a very charming man.  Walt and I discussed ham radios and sending code, the Verne  

informed me Bill had again asked us to lunch and it was time to go. 

So, off we went to Bill’s for lunch with Walt, Connie, Gerhardt from “DESTINY”, Verne and 

Bill.  Lunch of Roast Pork, Gravy, rice, Fried Breadfruit, Gilbertese style bread and butter, 

cheese, coffee and Drambuie.   A little lunch said Bill, Typically. 

 

   Then the rains came!  This is the wet season.  We knew that.  What we didn’t know was 



how it could rain in the wet season.  It’s a regular downpour (no soft Walla Walla all day drizzle 

for hours).  Bill made the mistake of leaving the Benedictine and Drabuie on the table 

and going back to work.  We waited until 4 pm for the rain to stop, or at least let up. 

No such luck…but the 7 of us made vast inroads on Bill’s liquer.  We were joined a short 

time later by Jock and Emmy. 

   At 4 p.m. Verne and I finally decided to brave the elements and go back to ‘ALBATROSS’ 

anyway.   The awning was full of water which we caught in various buckets and pans. 

Hooray, now I’ll have enough fresh water to wash clothes without ferrying. 

    Before we left Bill’s, Gerhardt asked me if I had a copy of “Hawaii”.  Ginny on his boat 

wanted to finish it.  It just so happened I did, and was glad to pass It on to another cruiser. 

Happened to find out she is also reading “The Log of the Mahina” as am I.  It seems our 

reading tastes run in the same vein. 

 

   Kept schedule with Steve tonight, but the band faded out before we were finished.  Talked 

with him just long enough to let him know we are at anchor in Fanning Lagoon, had a good 

trip, etc.  So, he will let our friends back in Honolulu know.  Also kept schedule with Jim in 

Honolulu this morning.  He tried to phone patch a call to Jim and Jean Gifford but nobody 

answered.  Said he would try later in the day and give them a message.  This is the first  

opportunity we have had to let people back in Honolulu know we made it this far OK. 

 

July 1, 1977 – 

   Finally!  A day that wasn’t busy, rush rush.  Wasn’t feeling too great today – nothing  

serious, I’ m sure.  Just felt better in bed than anywere else, so stayed there most of  

the day. 

Did get quite a large hand washing done with all the rainwater csaught yesterday, and  

set two sheets and pillowcases to soak until tomorrow.  Have quite a system washing by  

hand, but Vene will have to help me wring out the sheets tomorrow.  Absolutely gorgeous 

day today after yesterday’s rain.  Can see 20 feet to the bottom of the lagoon.  Checked 

checked our anchor from the surface today.  Lots of fish swimming around down there. 

it is like be anchored on the top of as giant aquarium. 

   Verne and Christopher from DESTINY went snorkeling for augers today.  Chris was really 

thrilled because Verne showed him where a good place was to find lots of big ones.  Then 

they came back to ALBATROSS for a small lunch.  Now I find out there are 6 people aboard 

DESTINY – the other one,  Brian, a Canadian.  Chris said some very complimentary things 

about  ALBATROSS.   DESTINY has been out for 9 months and nothing on her works 

because the have a lot of electronics they haven’t been able to get parts for.  However; 

I don’t think anything bothers that group much. 

 

Tonight, was a dance put on by Marina’s social group.  Admission 10 cents.  All Yachties 

went in masse.  Bill sent Tooran over to DESTINY in the launch, and it was over an hour  

before they returned – all singing Le Marseillaise.  They had been doing a little warming 

up over there before the party, and Gerhadt greeted all the women at Bill’s with a kiss 

and so off to the party we all went, all 9 yachties.  I don’t know if the Gilbertese girls will 

ever be the same again.  Gerhardt completely won them over by doing lively dance steps 

of every type and description…more like Elvis’ hip swinging movements…and the wilder 

he danced, the better they like it.    There was a very curious whooping and laughing and 



screeming in Christian’s vicinity when he was dancing their sedate line dance.  The dance 

was anything but sedate wherever he was and all the young girls around him were hysterical 

with laughter!   It took the rest of us most of the evening to realize the cause for this was  

…whenever he would change partners in the line, he would pinch that girl’s bottom, and  

the Gilbertese girls were absolutely hysterical with laughter.  Trust a Frenchman!   I don’t 

know if anyone had ever done anything like that to those girls before but, everyone was  

having the time of their lives…particularly Christian. 

 

    (A traditional dance by the men of Fanning, wearing their pandanus matts as skirts.) 

   The party finally broke up at midnight.  The back to Bill’s for nightcaps of Grand Mariner 

(Great Mariner) because DESTINY leaves on the outgoing tide.  After saying goodbye 

personally to everyone aboard DESTINY, Verne and I went back to ALBATROSS.  I don’t 

know how long the party continued at Bill’s. 



 

(from our first trip to Fanning. Pictured left to right: Dana Crumb, Penny, Marty Vitousek, 

Bill Frew, and Dee Crumb on Bill’s Lanai) 

 

7/2/77— 

   Rater uneventful day.  Tried to keep radio schedule this morning with Jim and Earl but 

the band was very bad, so no luck.   Pator Joe and his son came out to see ALBATROSS 

about 10:30, then they and Verne sat topside with coffee and peanuts.  Gerhardt came 

rowing over with one of the Gilbertese in his canoe.  They were supposed to leave today, 

but can’t get the engine started.  Gerhardt was really looking for Jock and though he might 

be here.  Gerhardt found Jock at his own boat and off they went to fix the engine. 

   Verne went ashore just before noon to buy some gas for the dinghy motor and watch 

the soccer match, leaving me aboard to write letters and read.  I didn’t succeed to well at 

either…there was too much going on.  I think we have been hit by at least 17 squalls today. 

They just keep coming one after another.  Everytime the wind starts blowing hard at the 

front of each squall, I run outside to look to be sure our anchor isn’t dragging.  It makes  

me very nervous because I know the hook is just on a piece of coral.  There really isn’t 

any good holding ground here…it’s all fine coral dust…ah well, we haven’t move for five 

days, we probably won’t.   Welcome to the I.T.C. Zone.  Inter Tropical Convergence zone. 

It has become active at our latitude. 

  On one of my many trips topside I saw Jock return to his boat, then saw DESTINY up-anchor 

and head for the channel.  It made me a little nervous because I could see she was heading 

between the point and the daymark and should have been staying outside the daymark. 

As I watched through the binoculars, I could see two crew members on the bow watching 

for coral heads and waving their arms.  Then all of a sudden I realized DESTINY was no  

longer moving.  I couldn’t see whether or not she was listing, but I knew they were heading 



for the channel and it was very unusual for them to stop deliberately in an area where 

there are coral heads and strong currents.  I was pretty sure they had gone aground. 

WHAT TO DO!  Verne was ashore with out dinghy and AQUILA was quite a way from us.  

I didn’t know if Jock would hear me if I called since the wind was blowing his direction, 

thought I would give it a try.  I did raise him after three shouts and when I pointed to DESITNY 

he immediately got into his dinghy and headed out to where DESTINY was now obviously 

aground.  She could not have been too hard aground, however, because about  the time  

Jock arrived I saw them begin to move again, and soon they were out into the deeper water 

of the channel standing out to sea.  Bill, Marina, Connie and Walt were on the beach  

waving goodbye to DESTINY. 

  Jock stopped at ALBATROSS for a short while to let me know they had indeed been aground, 

but he used his big 120 HP engine to fore and aft off the reef.”  I was struck again by the 

contrast of DESTINY and ALBATROSS.  the Former 53 feet long, 120 HP the latter 30 feet 

long, 16 ½ HP—both sailing the South Pacific Islands. 

   After an early light dinner, Verne talked by Ham to a guy in California who wanted to know 

all about our boat and our cruising plans.  Then I read and Verne wrote letters until we  

couldn’t keep our eyes open any longer.  Lights off and off to bed at 8:30.  Still squalling  

outside but, light due to a three-quarter moon. 

I was running over my mind the morse code I had studied more than two weeks ago and 

realized I remembered more than I ever thought I would after not looking at it for so long.. 

so I’m encouraged to get back to it and learn more! 

 

7/3/77— 

   More squalls again today, wind kicking up the smooth waters of the lagoon and making 

the boat boat rock uncomfortably.  Very quiet Sunday on Fanning.  Launch went past  

this morning to the other side of the channel picking up the villagers from Pearl Station 

for church.  I did not go ashore at all yesterday, and being tired of the rocking boat,  

Verne and I went ashore for a cup of coffee with Bill.  He invited us to come ashore and 

make ourselves at home on his veranda.  We gladly too him up on his offer.  Taking our 

typewriter and stationary and books, we went ashore to spend a lovely quiet Sunday  

afternoon on Bill and Marina’s verasnda. (in Hawaii we call it the Lanai). 

At 5:30 back out to ALBATROSS we went .  Tekabwebwe had apparently been watching  

for us to come back, because we were only there for a few minutes when there he was 

along side in his canoe.  He stayed for nearly three hours, and we talked about everything. 

It seems he married one girl, then without divorcing her married her sister and is now  

married to the first wife again.  I don’t know if he divorced the second wife or not. 

However; he was living with both of them quite amicably for a while until the girls had  

a falling out.  Very interesting!  All our time at Fanning we have been impressed with the  

rather puritanical views of the Gilbertese – now we’re seeing another side.  People ARE 

people.   Anyway Tekabwebwe really put himself out to talk with us and he understood. 

He and Verne had the most fascinating conversation about celestial navigation. 

Quite interesting…with Verne knowing no Gilbertese and Tekabwebwe knowing little 

English. 

 

July 4, 1977 – 

   A quiet independence day on Fanning Atoll.  The Gilbertese and Australians are unaware 



of our observance of the day.    

Invited to lunch again at Bill’s.  I wanted to make some changes in our canvas leeboard so 

it would make more comfortable sleeping.  Marina said I could use her hand-crank sewing 

machine.  Once more gathering our things together , letters to post, sewing and books, 

we ferried across to Bill’s for the day.  Marina had the sewing machine all set up for me. 

 

After lunch of delicious fish, rice, fried breadfruit, pineapple and coffee, Bill went back to 

work.  Verne to post his letters and I to my sewing. 

Verne was gone for the longest time and I couldn’t figure out why he was taking so long. 

When he finally came back long after I had finished my sewing project, he said he spent 

nearly all of the time a the post office.  He said, “Did you ever lick 73 stamps all by hand?” 

I allowed as how I hadn’t.  Each letter cost 40cents to mail and though they did have a  

40 cent stamp, Verne though the people getting the letters would like many stamps instead 

 of one, each with a different design showing Fanning Atoll, Fish and other things of the 

Island, so he put different denominations on them…seven stamps on each letter!  If he  

lasted through the whole thing that would have been 511 stamps.  Ahhh well!  The pace 

is slow on Fanning….”Island Time” Bill calls it. 

   Back out to ALBATROSS at 4:30 to get ready to keep a radio schedule with Steve….. 

No Steve!  Probably out celebrating July 4

th

.   Tekabwebwe stopped by ALBATROSS 

briefly to bring us 7 freshly husked cocoanuts. 

   This morning two large boats came through the pass together.  They were enroute to 

Alaska via Fanning, Hawaii, Seattle.  The came ashore to buy bananas and ask if they 

could get diesel fuel.  They got their bananas but decided against the diesel as the price 

was $1.60 a gallon.  When we left Honolulu Diesel was 60 cents a gallon. 

When they went back out to their boat they had 4 stalks of bananas accompanied by  

Mac Refield, the school teacher, and several Gilgertese children.  They don’t have a motor 

on their dinghy and with this load there was obviously no room to row, so Verne towed 

them out to the boat in our dink.   This kindness resulted in an invitation to come over to 

see their boats, have some drinks and potluck supper.  Verne says it always bothers him 

when someone wants to reward a good deed by showing off how much bigger and better 

their boat is than anyone elses.  It was an interesting evening anyway, chatting and talking 

all 10 of us aboard RODONIS and DESPARADO.  After dark, their four teenagers set off 

firecrackers and fireworks…so it did seem like July 4

th

 after all.   They were all smokers 

and all out of cigarettes…so, we traded several packs of cigarettes for 300 22 shells. 

These are extremely illegal in the Marquesas, but valuable as a trading currency for 

carvings and other articles of art.   The French government allows the marquesasans 

only a limited number of shells and it is never enough for their hunting for fresh meat 

for the table.   Both boats are planning to leave Fanning tomorrow…they must be in 

Alaska by a certain time and it’s a long way.  Verne says if there on that kind of a schedule 

why don’t they fly…what are they doing on a cruising boat. 

 

7/5/77— 

   DEPARADO came by quite early this morning to say goodbye. 

The had just weighed their anchor and were heading for the pass.  We waved goodbye  

and wished them fair winds and good sailing. 

Jock planned to leave around noon today with the outgoing tide.   Since he is singlehanding 



Verne went over to help him retrieve his anchors.  They had quite a time getting the stern 

anchor up; it was fouled in a coral head.  They eventually got it clear and Jock headed for 

the pass with all his Gilbertese friends and Gilbertese girl friend standing on land waving 

goodbye.  They had all baked bread for him for a farewell and he had far too much, so Verne  

and I inherited two loaves.  We have only known Jock for a little more than a week, but when 

we saw him sailing alone through the pass and knew the long lonely passage ahead for 

him to Hilo we were a little misty-eyed and there was a momentary tug at our hearts. 

However; there simply wasn’t too much time to spend thinking about it.  It was time to have 

a little lunch and then pack up to spend another afternoon at Bill’s catching up on some  

typing and mending of the canvas leeboard before we leave for Tahiti. 

Verne mailed two more letters and then took a couple of fishhooks over to Pastor Joe’s  

where Pator Joe’s chickens donated feather for lures.   About the stamps…Verne says 

if any of our friends are Filatilists (stamp collectors) they should be very happy to receive 

those letters.  The stamps could become very valuable later on.  The reason:  The Gilbert 

islands used to be a part of the Eliese Island group but the dissolved that relationship and 

the Gilbert Islands went on alone.  But, while they were under the same administration  

the stamps were printed as the Gilber/Eliese Island chain.  The Post Office on Fanning  

still had the old stamps more than a year after the dissolution of their pact.  These stamps 

now would bear a post mark more than a year after the dissolving of their association which 

should make them valuable in the stamp collectors world. 

    Back out to ALBATROSS at 4:30 because Pastor Joe’s wife Tota had expressed a wish to 

see ALBATROSS.  They were coming at 5:00.  Verne was keeping a ham schedule with Walt 

at pearl station and Eric in California, when Pastor Joe, Tota and two of their children came 

up to the boat in their small boat and motor.  We invited them aboard and things were very 

busy for a while with six people on ALBATROSS and Verne trying to greet Joe and his 

family and talk to Walt enough to keep the frequency open.  Walt had a message for Joe 

when he hear he was aboard and Joe was grinning from ear to ear when he hear his name 

on the radio. 

Finally, Eric near San Francisco came on the air, and since the band was so clear and Eric 

was so willing, we got a phone patch through to my sister Karen.  What a treat it was to  

hear her voice and let her know we were anchored in Fanning Lagoon and had a safe voyage. 

We will bless Eric all our lives for his goodness in putting through the phone call for us. 

What would cruisers do without good contacts in the states who are willing to put themselves 

out for us!   Perhaps someday they will realize just how much it means to us.  I hope so! 

 

   We had a lovely visit with Pastor Joe and his family.  There is to be a Gilbertese dance 

at the Company Maneaba on Saturday night, and Joe and Tota invited us over to their 

house for dinner before the dance.  We accepted gladly and are really looking forward to 

both dinner and the dance. 



 

(One of the girls from Marina’s Social Group) 

    It wasn’t very long after Pastor Joe’s family left that Tekabwebwe and his canoe were 

alongside.  He must have been watching for them to leave.  He visited with us until 9:00. 

After he was gone, verne and I fell into bed.  I couldn’t sleep however because we were  

rocking so much.  I believe we really will move our anchorage to Cartwright point  

tomorrow, I’m sure it is much more comfortable over there. 

 

July 6, 1977-- 

 

Up at 7:30 this morning.  Ate two lady finger bananas from the stalk from Pastor Joe  

which is now ripening.  Very Good!  On the 8:30 CB Schedule with Walt, Bill and Kam Chou, 

we told Bill we would like to move our anchorage this morning, so in about 10 minutes 

he sent Raitu and another man over to help us.  Took us about an hour total, because 

we had trouble getting our stern anchor up.  When we tried to take the bow anchor up 

we found our anchor windlass is broken.  Groovy!  Now it’s hand over hand until we can  

get it fixed. ugh! 

Over at Cartwright point where the anchoring procedure went without a hitch.  It IS much 

smoother over here.  Should sleep tonight.  The wind is still blowing 81 – 20K. 

We had barely finished anchoring when we saw a boat just off shore taking sails down and 

preparing to come through the pass.  Just yesterday Verne was saying there was a boat 

who was planning to leave Honolulu for Fanning about the same time we were and  

who hadn’t made it yet…WISHBONE.   We wondered if it could be WISHBONE outside 

the pass now.   When the boat came closer, we saw it was indeed WISHBONE, with Claude 

(French) whom we had met in Honolulu.  I believe they’re way back to Tahiti.   

We were glad to see WISHBONE had arrived. 

John on PILGRIM’S PROGRESS has not arrived and we wonder what happened to him. 

He was sailing a small Cal 20 and there were small craft warnings flying when he left  

Honolulu.  He may have turned back or maybe he couldn’t find the island…that happens 



at Fanning more often than one would imagine. 

Verne went ashore and gathered a panful of large claws from land crabs for his lunch. 

I tasted them, but wasn’t hungry, so Verne had them all to himself.  The WERE very tasty! 

   Lazy afternoon spent reading and Verne on ham radio.  It’s so much quieter over here 

at Cartwright point compared to our previous anchorage where we were subjected to much 

motion from the wind and current from changing tides. 

I have been looking forward to an afternoon to just sit and read ever since we got to  

Fanning.  I don’t know why we seem so busy but, things are always happening. 

   One of the Gilberterse named Barry dropped by the boat today and Verne invited him 

aboard for a cup of coffee.  He brought us three freshly caught fish from the lagoon today. 

These people have got to be the most generous in the world.  Barry left after a couple of 

hours and Verne and I went to bed early, knowing we would have to be up early to catch 

the Cocoanut Express to go up to the cable station to spend the day with Walt and Connie. 

7/7/77-- 

  Up at 6:30 to catch the Cocoanut Express! 

  Explanation:  The Cocoanut Express is as vintage W.W. II jeep, no roof, nothing on it 

works except the engine which they keep purring like a kitten.  It pulls one and sometimes 

two weapons carrier trailers which bring the school children and other people from  

Marty’s village to cross the channel to school and shopping at the Company Store. 

It’s quite an experience to ride the Cocoanut express.  It rips along the dirt road to Marty’s 

endangering the lives of all land crabs.  When I ride the Cocoanut Express I hold my  

hands over my ears because I hate the crunch and pop sound of the jeep running over 

the land crabs in the middle of the road.  The Gilbertese laugh at me for doing such, but 

I can’t stand that sound. 

   The usual ride up to the Cable Station today.  Greeted by Walt and Connie, but first by  

Kam Chou who met us even before we got out of the jeep.  Walt gave us a grand tour of 

the weather station and of the new equipment they have recently put in for launching  

the weather balloon every day at 1:00pm.  They even have a process for making their own 

Helium gas for the weather balloons.  It was quite interesting and quite a production for 

a lonely Pacific Ocean Atoll. 

   Lunch at 2:30, prepared by Rhoda.  Very Good and consisting of rice, cheese, fish,  

fried breadfruit and coffee.  I ate so much breadfruit that as we were leaving, the  

Cocoanut express passes right by Rhoda’s house, and she was standing outside with the 

remaining half of the breadfruit she had boiled.  She handed it to me quickly as we passed. 

Now all I have to do is fry it! 

   We had two hours to ourselves before we were hailed again!  BARRY!  He was alongside 

ALBATROSS in his canoe.  Tied it up and offered us a whole bag of Cocoanuts.  (what are 

we going to do with a whole bag of Cocoanuts?).  We told him we simply could not use 

them and he should take them home to his family.  I think his real name is Maeri,  That is 

the name I saw on a hat he was wearing.   Barry-Maeri, helped us clean the shells I got 

at Marty’s station today.  I had to fight a crab for each one, but I really got some lovely 

specimens, I think.  The shells with crabs in them are the easiest to clean because all I 

do is put them in Clorox water.  Then when the crab is dead, it relaxes and I just pull them 

out whole and the shell is completely clean.  The shell you dive or snorkel for are alive 

with the animal still in them they are a real bitch to clean up. 

After Maeri left, Verne and I spent a quiet evening listening to the radio and reading until 


