
Roatan Week 5 
 
All the kids are gone and it’s just Deb and I for the next two weeks. We want to get back 
to Guanaja and maybe visit Jonesville. In the meantime we’re watching the weather. 
Sunday we got the boat cleaned up and send out the laundry. The weather forecast is for 
the wind to lay down a bit the middle of the week so we’ll head out then.  
 
Monday afternoon I took Deb snorkeling. She hasn’t snorkeled for years and was 
fascinated by all the fish and critters in two to three feet of water. She was amazed at all 
the critters that live under the rocks. Every time I picked up a rock there would be all 
kinds of animals hiding under it, crabs and brittle stars of different colors and different 
kinds of urchins and tube worms and shrimp and fish and shells. We even found a small 
olive shell under one of them. 
 
Tuesday morning we were visited by two other couples from cats that were anchored 
behind us. They asked if we had heard the weather report on SSB. Single Side Band is a 
type of radio similar to Ham radio. Cruisers all over the world keep in touch with each 
other by using radios, mainly the SSB but sometimes the VHF. SSB has a range of up to 
thousands of miles while VHF is limited to twenty to thirty miles. In this part of the 
world you listen to the NW Caribbean Net. A dedicated group of cruisers maintain this 
net and every morning at 8:00 local time they broadcast on a set frequency and do an 
update of where everyone is, who is traveling and where they’re going, the weather and 
any local info as may be needed.  
 
Today’s interest was the weather. It was broadcast on the SSB that there were two areas 
of interest. One was a low in the Pacific with the other a low in the area of the Bay 
Islands. Hey, that’s us! There is a fellow by the name of Chris Parker who does 
personalized weather for the Caribbean. Chris has a subscription service that you can 
buy. He’ll give you daily updates where you are and help route you while you’re 
underway. Apparently Chris had forecast the low on top us to develop. The neighbors 
came to ask where we were going. 
 
Well gee, if it’s going to just get worse we’re not getting out of here, French Harbour, so 
I went into the lagoon where Joe is anchored to scope it out. There is an island in the 
lagoon that we can get between the island and the land. We can also get up against the 
mangroves in the end of the lagoon. We’d tie bow and stern to the mangroves and set a 
bow and stern anchor into the lagoon. 
 
OK, we have a plan, now let’s see if we can get on-line to see what’s going on. The 
weather sites talk about the Pacific low a lot more than the wave that’s sitting on us. I 
decide that if we need to move we’ll do it Wednesday after listening to the report on the 
net and checking on-line. The cats have moved to the Yacht Club so they won’t be 
looking to get into the lagoon. There are two boats there now so it shouldn’t be a 
problem. 
 



Wednesday’s report is not so bad. The wave on top of us is dissipating, but the Pacific 
low may be building. OK, we can deal with that. I talked to Joe and we decide to stay put. 
We’re anchored out in the harbour where we can take full advantage of the breeze. That 
will come back to bite us later in the week. It’s still blowing 20 kts from the east, so 
there’s no going east! Let’s go snorkeling! 
 
Thursday the weather is squally and still blowing 15-25. Sherman’s brother James is 
coming in with their fishing boat, the Flamingo III. James has been out fishing the banks 
about 150-200 miles to the east and southeast for the last 8-9 days. They fished a spot 
about 60 miles out on the way in and hit it big. They were looking for the smaller fish this 
trip, yellowtail, mutton and red snappers instead of the 30-50 pound dog snappers. The 
market here is much better for these types of fish. The restaurants like the smaller fish 
that they can serve whole. The last spot they hit was full of pink Caribbean snapper and 
they spent about 9 hours catching fish before coming home. Because they came straight 
in from the honey hole they didn’t get a chance to gut those fish. They got to the dock 
about 8:00am and the crew went home. That left James and Sherman to get the boat over 
to the fish house and gut the last batch of fish. Joe and I offered to help and we got the 
last of the fish gutted out in a couple of hours. 
 
The boat had to get over to the fish house right away because they had a load of fish 
being picked up for shipment to the states that afternoon. So Deb and I got on the 
Flamingo for the trip down the island to the processing plant. As we sailed down the 
coast Sherman had all kinds of stories about this point and that bight, (bay). As we 
motored down the coast I saw a fisherman in a dory paddling. I took his picture as we 
passed. As we passed a couple of old ship wrecks Sherman told us how they came to be 

on the reef. There was a US Navy ship 
anchored off the main port of Coxen Hole.  
Fisherman offshore.  

 
Fisherman returning. 
 
 



                                                                                              Navy ship off of Coxen Hole.                                  
Admeral Arch talking about the islands. 
 
We rounded the corner to go into Coxen Hole and there are a number of boats at the fish 
plant. We tied up to another boat as we wait our turn to get alongside the dock. As we’re 
waiting Sherman sends one of his helpers to the Bojangles to bring back some lunch. The 
owner of the plant comes by to let us know that we have to hurry because the ship to take 
the fish back to the states was there waiting on us. OK, just get that other boat moved and 
we’ll gladly get unloaded! The other boat was from Utila and Sherman and the captain 
are talking about their trip. They had just unloaded 7,000# and were quite happy.  
 
While we were waiting, the canoe with the fisherman I had taken the pictures of came by 
and was cursing us out something wicked. He went right by the boat while he was 
trolling a line and was yelling at us. We couldn’t make out what he was saying by you 
could tell he wasn’t happy. Some of the locals don’t like to have their pictures taken 
because they think it’ll take their soul. We thought that was what he was hollering about 
and it might be, but maybe not. 
 
Lunch came and the other boat was still on the dock. We dug into chicken and rice and 
the other boat moves out. Then shortly later the plant owner shows up to get us to start 

unload! We figured they took their time so 
we’ll finish lunch and then get to work. 
 

Deb and the crew eating local lunch from 
BoJangles, left. 
 
 



Sherman, right, and his brother James, left, enjoy chicken and rice. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
As soon as we got done eating we moved to the dock and start to unload. I was working 
the deck and there were 3 guys down in the hole to load the fish. I would drop the baskets 

into the hole, they would fill them and then 
hand the basket back up to me. I started with 
a helper from the plant but when he saw that 
I was helping him he moved further and 
further away letting me to it all! I’d then 
take the filled basket to the dock and the 
plant guys would take it into the plant to be 
processed. We worked for an hour or so and 
loaded the yellowtails and the reds.  
 

 
 
 
Sherman came out of the hole and took over for me so Deb and I could do some shopping 
in Coxen Hole. We found a few things that we needed and wandered about the largest 



city on the island. That took about 5 minutes, OK, maybe 10!  We did find the island 
method of booting a car for illegal parking. You sure don’t go far with this boot on! 
 

  

 
 
We then took a taxi back to the boat. Now the taxis have two prices, the locals price and 
the gringo price. The driver tried the gringo price on me when we got back to the boat. I 
told him I knew what the real price was and paid the local price. He thought he had a 
winner when he stopped for us. 
 
Friday morning the weather is still squally with some good rain, blowing, and we’re 
looking at Alma in the Pacific. We’ll stay put for another couple of days to see what 
happens with the low in the Pacific and the wave still knocking around Yucatan.  
 
Friday afternoon Deb and I go to the Zoo at Fantasy Island. The owner has collected 
some of the local animals for the guests there to see. The idea is great, the application is 
poor. There are about a dozen monkeys running around loose. Two beautiful Macaws are 
flying around free. The black belly sheep and the deer are going through holes in the 



fences. It’s quite a collection, just not managed well. There is a baby codimondi that’s 
running around with the monkeys. They’re all picking on the sheep! Then there are the 

peacocks and toucans. A little 
something for everyone.  
 
Black belly sheep were developed as an 
easy cheap source of meat for the 
warmer climes. They have a short hair 
to take the heat. You’ll find them all 
over the islands and Central America. 
The deer here look a lot like the Keys 
Deer we have at Big Pine Key. They 
don’t get any larger than a big lab or 

sheppard. The deer are common the mainland.  

 
The pirates brought both the deer and 
pigs to the island and turned them 
loose so they’d have meat available 
when they came back from raids. 

Most of the deer have been hunted, though there are a few places on the island that you 
can see them in the wild. There are no more feral pgs. They’ve all been hunted and 



eaten.   

 
 
  Taking Dory to the zoo. 
 
 
 
Saturday it’s still raining and blowing 20-25. It has been several months since they’ve 
had rain here so it’s a welcome event. The squalls are coming through with 30+ knots so I 
don’t venture far from the boat. Luckily we don’t see the brunt of the squalls, catching 
the edges more times than not. The boat likes the good fresh water bath as well! 
 
Sunday was still overcast but we didn’t see any squalls. The two low pressures are 
working together to see that we get all the wind we can handle! We’ve anchored at the 
edge of a 40’ hole in the harbour close enough to the reef so the trees of Fantasy Island 
don’t block our wind. You’ve got to feed that wind generator if you want to make juice. 
There is a boat about 100 hundreds to the inside of us and they’re not seeing nearly as 
much wind as we are. Joe and Berthy came over for dinner and it was blowing in the 20-
25 range. When they left it was in the 25-30 range. That night it would get into the 30-35 
steady range with puffs close to 50! Joe told me the next day that they left our boat in 
whitecaps but by the time they got to the other boat the water was calm. 
 
It blew so hard that night that Sherman called me to make sure everything was alright. 
With the way we had the anchors in the hole we weren’t going to drag……..I hope! I had 
the anchor alarm set and woke up for every monster puff through the night. We sat right 



there and morning dawned with the wind back down to 20-25kts. It sure is nice to see a 
drifter! 
 
The plan for next week is to try to get to Guanaja. Plan B is to go to Jonesville. We’re 
just waiting to see what Alma and Arthur decide to do. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


