Key West is not for children-It is filled with edgy artists, writers, drop-outs, drug smugglers, refugee's, and middle aged swim criminals, all looking for a better life. It is simple, you dodge the heat and humidity and then drink beer and rum. In between you snorkel, swim, sport fish and try not to get into an argument with the surly leather skin waitresses. When the sun starts to set, you go out and drink some more. The Barbancourt three star Haitian rum is smooth and is made in the French tradition similar to Cognac. When served on the rocks there is no hangover.
 
This is the land of old and modern day pirates. Mel Fisher and his team of treasure seekers looked for the missing Nuestra Senora de Atoch, a Spanish Galion that went down in 1622. After 16 years of searching, he and his team hit the mother lode and found Peruvian silver bars and gold said to be worth between 150 and 400 million dollars, not including the emeralds. The Feds, State and Europeans  laid claim to his find and he fought them all off in court,  finally to win full ownership in the mid 1980's. It is said that they have only uncovered 2/3 of the find and there are many teams out there looking today. At any moment, one expects to walk into Johnny Dep or Keith Richards. Mate!
 
Earnest Hemmingway for a time lived there, so did Hunter S Thomson, John Audubon and Tennessee Williams. Gary Hart supposedly tooled around in his boat, 'Monkey Business' as well. Harry Truman liked to vacation here as did FDR. JFK authorized a lot of money to rebuild the town and scowled at Castro afterwards. A few months ago, a Cuban Coast Guard Cutter sailed 92 miles unchallenged from Cuba into Key West and docked at the Hyatt. Nobody bothered the five defectors until they were spotted walking around in their uniforms confused and 
looking for a place to obtain political asylum.
 
This island has died several times. It was a resort for pirates, a refuge for smugglers and a cigar manufactory. The Mangrove tree's can grow in salt water by converting the salt into fresh. Fema is all over the place which only reminds one of their immenent peril? 
 
Key West is the Southern most point of the United States. Highway 1 ends there as does the railroad. Those with money leave during hurricane season in August.  The rest are forced to dig in and hope for the best. The Hurricane is natures way of purging the rift raft from the land. There is no virtue for the poor here.
 
They call Mahi Mahi dolphin. Eating sea turtles is against the law and the cuban sandwiches contain roast pork, salami, cheese, onion, tomato and pickles. These are grilled in a sandwich  press and go down well with an El Presidente Beer.  Screwdrivers with egg sandwiches for breakfast. Shredded beef in onions, fried plantains, oysters, shrimp and more dolphin round out the offerings.  

The heat encourages unlimited eye candy in bikinis while scooter girls cruz around the narrow streets lined with small Southern homes sporting plantation shutters. There is a girl show in town, but why bother.

Our swim was organized by a local priest. The swim briefing was held the night before in his church which seats about 20. Father Bill  has 9 children and looked to be about 40, he has made this swim over 40 times and competed against us, placing third. 
 
The swim went well and we finished in just under 6 hours. The victorious victims were Dianna Shuster & Gary Emich in one team and Steve Hurwitz & Sylvia Marino in the second team.  Both teams swam off one boat with Dianna & Sylvia taking the first six miles and Steve & Gary taking the second six miles.  Hydrated every 20 minutes and swam with nurse sharks, sea turtles and various other fish. The water was friggin' hot at 87 degrees which only paled to the air temp at 95 and 90% humidity. There was a 30 minute stretch where we were forced to breast stroke in 1.5 foot water. Steve's swim suit had  a hole in the rear and he got a purple sunburn mark on his ass. The rest of our bodies were covered in a thick layer of zinc oxide and we tanned like champions.
 
When we were 'off island', we took an airboat ride in a swamp outside of Homestead. Saw alligators and our guide seemed unfazed. Visited an alligator show and couldn't get out quick enough. Holly Shit!
  
Next swim is in Alaska,  come and join us.
