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We clear the break-wall at noon and head

south-west around the airport beacon

to find the open water, moderate

trade winds of fifteen knots, and slight

swells. Leaving feels good,

yes, another leg done. High in spirits,

we head to Funafuti.

Easterly winds freshen to twenty knots

and then shift northerly as the sky 

darkens. On the horizon heavy 

squalls blanket the remains 

of Samoa and race toward us.

The helmsman calls for shortened sail.

Slickered, we scramble

into the cockpit. Soon, three reefs

in the main and a handkerchief

as a foresail fly as the black

wall engulfs all 31 feet of the boat.

I take the helm muttering, “keep it between

120 and 150, no matter where it take us.”

Strong breezes climb to gale force gusts

of 40 knots. Climbing, quartering seas

toss us south, and then further south.

Horizonta rains sweep the boat

and the bow disappears, then reappears.

After three hours at the tiller,

I look back, hoping for clear skies,

but the rain pellets sting my face, 

the slicker funnels water into my lap.

Finally, Brett relieves, and I

stumble down to the warm, damp

cabin, squirm out of the soaked clothes,

towell off and clamber stiffly 

into the stuffiness of the quarter-

berth, craving sleep that won’t come.

