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#78: Hung Out to Fry! 
 

I felt like I was stuck at #77. I had hoped to move on to the next swim on Wednesday, July 20, 
which would have put me at July’s full moon. It would also have been one week and a day after 
swimming number #77. 
 
The weather was not cooperating. Thunder showers each and every day of that week looked the 
same. My 18-year-old daughter, Jane, (the youngest of my nine children) had agreed to kayak for 
her Dad. As we looked at the weather at the week’s start, we were willing to go Tuesday, 
Wednesday or even Thursday; but, alas, there was no window. We were fully prepared to try. 
 
We drove to Smathers Beach that Wednesday morning. The kayak was on the top of my van and 
my sport bottles were filled with Hammer Perpetuem. We had everything we needed for a 7:30 
am start. We stood on the beach. Hearing rumbles of thunder, looking at the slate gray sky and 
seeing distant lightning did not instill confidence in us. We agreed to abort the mission. I did so 
with a heavy heart. 
 
I have come to realize the method to this madness of swimming around the island of Key West. 
If I do it around every full moon and new moon (every two weeks) I don’t need to do a lot of 
training in between. My quest for my 78th go around was postponed until Wednesday, August 3. 
This time the weather was more welcoming. 
 
August 3rd offered a high tide in the Key West Harbor at 10:49 am with a height of 2.1 and a low 
at 5:14 pm at -0.1. The port schedule showed no cruise ship to dock. My goal was to take my 
first stroke at 7:50 am. In actual fact, I took off at 7:57. 
 
Jane and I made it to the beach about 50 minutes before our launch. There were no cars around, 
making parking a snap. The wind was out of the ESE at about 10-12 MPH. That meant there was 
a slight chop to the water. According to the forecast, the wind was not to blow harder during our 
time in and on the water. Just the opposite, it should diminish a bit as we entered the afternoon. 
The forecast also suggested the real possibility of thundershowers in the early afternoon. We 
didn’t let that prediction deter us. We prayed together and I swam out to the start/finish pole. 
 
I took my first stroke – aiming for the White Street Pier – and rounded it at just under 22 
minutes. The water temperature was at 88 degrees. This was two whole degrees cooler than 
swim #77. Those couple of degrees were appreciated by this swimmer! There were some 
annoying weeds afloat I had to swim through, but no big deal. My body felt good. It appeared the 
time off did not do me any harm. 
 
I drank a full bottle of my Perpetuem and ate a full Clif bar before I entered the water and that 
kept me satiated until I entered the Harbor. I had my first feeding at 1:30 in the swim. I felt good.   
 
As I went through the Harbor, I noticed a little silver fish under me. He stayed up with me. I 
looked closer and saw that there was a gang of little fish. There were four to be exact. They were 
about two inches in length. Why were they there? Did they perceive me as their great protector, a 
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father figure? A curiosity? Maybe, as shade from the sun’s rays? Whatever, they stuck with me 
until I entered the Fleming Cut. That means we swam together for at least two miles! 
 
The tides were good and helpful. The water was like rapids as I swam under the Fleming Cut 
Bridge (mile 5). If you look at my splits, you will see from mile 4 to 5 was my fastest at 21:18. 
So nice to be thrown out from under that bridge. 
 
Next goal was to reach Dredger’s Island (Sigsbee Naval Housing). I do enjoy swimming through 
the mooring field and the anchored sailboats there. 
 
We were pretty sheltered from the wind on that side of the island. The wind did not prove a 
negative factor until mile 7 to 8, where my time slowed to a near 40 minute mile. No big deal. I 
swam over a nurse shark about mile 8. It was resting on the bottom. The bottom at that point is 
not deep, maybe 3.5 feet. I motioned to Jane to take a look but she never saw it. These nurse 
sharks are very docile and send no tingles up my body.  
 
I am always happy to reach the Cow Key Channel Bridge, which is right at mile 9. I decided to 
swim straight up the middle and found before exiting into the Atlantic Ocean the expected 
shallow water. I have concluded that the last three miles of this swim are the worst. If this swim 
were just plain swimming, it would be such a pure joy. However, the last few miles take some 
imaginative stroking. Leaving mile 9 and into mile 10 presents about 10 minutes of water maybe 
a foot deep. Unwelcomed, unappreciated and disdained. Once around “Dead Man’s Curve,” it 
gets a little deeper, but not deep enough for me. My solace in it all is that I am almost to my 
destination. 
 
Swimming the last two miles means the sun is ever so hot and the water about 2 feet most of the 
way. I just stroked and knew I would soon reach my destination. The water was once again a 
light chop. 
 
The last half of mile is marked by ten wooden poles placed to keep boat traffic from beach 
swimmers. I did each pole in about 2 minutes. When I touched the final pole, my watch read 
6:35:40. I thanked Jane and made my way to the beach. The sun was so hot as I excited the 
water! I suggested to Jane we take our finish photo. She told me that the phones needed to be put 
in the shade as they were overheated. They needed to cool off. We went to the van and turned on 
the a/c. Better yet, I thought, I will put it in the cooler with my protein drink. After a few minutes 
it was operational and we found a tourist from Connecticut to take our finish photo. 
 
I needed to get out of the sun. It was boiling hot. I was told that the 90-degree temperature felt 
like more than 100 degrees with the heat index factored in. We removed some of the zinc oxide 
but I realized that Jane didn’t put near enough on my thinning pate. Over the next days, my scalp 
would do a compete peel. This surely shows how important it is to use the maximum strength 
zinc oxide (42% zinc) and to place it on the exposed skin in copious amounts! 
 
Now that #78 is out of the way, I look forward to tackling #79 on Wednesday, August 17. We 
shall see … 
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Splits	 Time	 Cumulative	
Time	

Moving	
Time	

Distance	 Avg	Distance	
per	Stroke	

Avg	Pace	

1	 33:56	 33:56	 33:26	 1,760	 1.72	 1:56	
2	 33:47	 1:07:42	 32:36	 1,760	 0.87	 1:55	
3	 31:28	 1:39:10	 28:22	 1,760	 0.60	 1:47	
4	 26:50	 2:06:00	 26:37	 1,760	 0.47	 1:31	
5	 21:18	 2:27:18	 20:37	 1,760	 0.41	 1:13	
6	 36:47	 3:04:04	 36:04	 1,760	 0.32	 2:05	
7	 35:35	 3:39:39	 35:16	 1,760	 0.27	 2:01	
8	 39:24	 4:19:03	 38:36	 1,760	 0.23	 2:14	
9	 34:12	 4:53:15	 33:47	 1,760	 0.21	 1:57	
10	 28:58	 5:22:12	 23:44	 1,760	 0.19	 1:39	
11	 39:15	 6:01:27	 36:08	 1,760	 0.17	 2:14	
12	 34:13	 6:35:40	 33:56	 1,751	 0.15	 1:57	

 
 


