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"Tuesday morning we were ready to go ashore early but had to wait again for more than an hour while
two tugs got the old IOWA back off the pier and turned around. The ship's PA system kept us abreast of
happenings starting with reville, bugle and all, about 5:30. We got some photos from our fore-deck.
Hundreds of men in their 'whites', lined up at parade rest around the multilevel decks . The navy
'dressed ship' with humans in addition to flags.
"After all that excitement we dinghied ashore in our swim suits, our clothes in plastic bags since the
wind had sprung up again, and along with it the chop coming across the harbor. A few minutes after
arriving at the PCYC we had arranged for a slip. At $7.75 a night it looked like an unbeatable bargain
for a quiet berth, and no more naval maneuvers to contend with. We walked the 6 or 7 block distance
to the Canal Commission office in Cristobal to see the Admeasurer. To my surprise and Jim's pleasure
they said we could probably go through Thursday, and how fast could we get back to the boat so they
could board her and get things going? Wow!

Track of the HM2 in Panama

"We raced back to the YC and dinghied back fully clothed (but things were drier going this direction).
Sure enough, in about fifteen minutes, around 11 am, a pilot boat deposited Fernando, an
admeasurement official on our deck, along with a fat briefcase. He proceeded below and spread out a
huge amount of paperwork on the cabin table and we got a cup of steaming hot coffee from the thermos
to brace him for the ordeal. About 40 minutes later, questions answered and most paperwork
completed, Fernando got his tape measure and with our help got our dimensions: 36.5' overall length,
9.5' beam. He looked into the bilge, I suppose to gauge our draft, and took the outside dimensions of
our deck house. He called a pilot boat with his walky-talky and after he had left we made ready to go in
to the PCYC dock.
"The tarry oil that had been floating by since the IOWA left now coated our waterline, the dink, and
every line that had been in the water. It took 30 minutes with solvent to clean it off the dinghy which
we now put on deck in preparation for the trip through the Canal. This time I had our wash-down

pump and hose ready to clean the mud off the chain as it came aboard and things went better on that
score. At the PCYC we tried to drop the stern anchor as we headed into the dock which paralleled the
shore.
"Jim paid out the rode and I handled the throttle, tiller, and bow lines. Everything seemed to go fine and
it was only after I had secured my lines with the bowsprit just a foot or two from the dock when I found
out that the stern anchor rode had jammed somewhere beneath the cockpit where it's stored, and that
Jim had sprained his back in the process of trying to control it. The result was that only 30' had gone
out and the anchor couldn't bite well in the 10' bottom. With the brisk N breeze apparently set to blow
us off the dock for the duration, we didn't bother to row out and reset the stern anchor. Not a very
seaman-like way to secure the boat, but it was a calculated risk on an extremely busy day, and we were
lucky.
"That done, we headed back to the Port Captain's office to complete the transit arrangements, stopping
at the local branch of the Chase Manhattan Bank to get a $600 cash advance on my VISA card along
the way. I stuffed the proceeds into my shoes since everyone we talked to at the YC had either been
mugged in town or knew someone who had; sometimes in the middle of the day. The forms were
quickly signed in the Port Captain's office and I received the permanent Panama Canal Registration for
the HM2. She is now vessel #280453 and will not have to be admeasured again if she is taken through
the Ditch.
"I had to sign a waiver releasing the Panama Canal Commission, the united States, Panama, and
everybody else from any liability because they said the HM2 had cleats of insufficient size, radius, or
strength. Apparently they slap this on anything smaller than an ocean liner, so I signed without a
qualm, knowing I had no insurance on the boat and it was all a big gamble anyway. All I had to do was
pay $115 in cash and I was on the list for Thursday morning. The Captain said to contact the office
Wednesday afternoon to get the exact time for the lift at the Gatun Locks. Generally a part of the fee is
refunded if all goes well, so the transit shouldn't cost more than about $70.
"After a quick bite in the nearby bus terminal cafe, we hit the Post Office. At first there was no mail to
be found and I quickly gained new respect for US post offices. When we pressed the clerk pretty hard
she finally got the lady in charge who promptly got our pack of letters from an inside office. I had mail
from the Werners, the Knights, and the Midgetts as well as from B, of course, and there was a small
package from B with some blood pressure medication which the package man seemed reluctant to
release without an OK from a local doctor! He hemmed and hawed for about 5 minutes and then
shrugged his shoulders and let me have it.
"Jim later decided the guy wanted me to pay him some grease money. That had never dawned on me!
There was no sign of the packages from J. S. Haft (an electrical relay for the windlass) or Tiller-master
(spares for the ailing auto-pilot). I began to feel a bit panicky about our departure on Thursday and no
packages in sight. Back at the PCYC we showered (bliss), washed two loads of clothes, had a good
fish dinner at the restaurant, talked to some yachties, read letters from home, and fell into bed to sleep
the night away without rocking (very much) for a change.
"Wednesday morning I caught up on writing, putting the last touches on BoatLet5 and an
accompanying letter to B while Jim made the rounds of the PCYC to recruit deckhands for Thursday.
One chap came by the boat and offered his services for $50 a day. It costs $100 per day if you get 'em

through the Canal Commission - that's for each of four line handlers! Jim also finished the laundry,
mostly sheets and mattress pads soaked during the rough ride down the Caribbean. He located three
volunteers: a young man from the Netherlands, who is touring through Central America and a couple
off another boat whose transit was being delayed and who wanted to 'do' the canal before having to fly
home on Saturday.
"I cleaned out the ice box and loaded about 30 lbs of ice to cool the drinks for six thirsty people, then
went into Cristobal to the Post Office again to mail the computer disk with BL5 to B and to check for
the packages. The box from Haft was there but I had a go-round with the package man again and this
time I came off second best. He demanded $30.60 on the thin pretext of a customs charge, saying the
customs office was closed and he would take care of it for me 'for free'. The box was clearly marked
'for yacht in transit'; definitely not dutiable. There was no marking or paperwork that would have
indicated such a charge was due. It came down to a case of 'did I want the package or not?'. All very
politely, of course. I paid.
"Later we took a taxi to a supermarket in Colon and the driver waited while we picked up about $60
worth of groceries including sandwich fixin's and drinks for the crew. The distance from the YC was
not all that great but we were assured we'd never make it without having our money or food or both
taken away at knife-point. Back on the boat with the food stowed we broke out and flaked down two
new 300' spools of rope, one for the two bow lines and another for the the two stern lines. In the
evening we enjoyed a chinese dinner in the YC restaurant and I called B to tell her of the transit plans.
We had a good long conversation marred only by our concern about the missing package.
"Thursday the 29th, Transit Day, dawned clear with a good breeze and we fell to, clearing things away
below to take luggage of three more temporary crew members. I got more ice and met our transit
advisor, Euston Davis, who wanted us to move out right away. Bill Fullgrabe and his friend Marty
came aboard from KIELIRA and Willem Langedyk, the Dutch tourist, arrived in good time. We had
our crew assembled. Jim was in charge of the fore-deck with Willem while Bill and Marty stayed aft to
handle the stern lines lines under my direction.

In the Locks at Gatun. Pilot Euston Davis on fore-deck with Jim Wall

"We pulled away from the dock at 8:15 am and motor-sailed at nearly top speed to catch the two other
boats transiting with us. They had been anchored on the flats and were some distance ahead. The
speed was unnecessary because we all ended up jilling around and motoring in circles in the approach
to the Gatun locks for 45 minutes while the three advisors talked on their hand-held radios and decided
how to raft us up.l
"We finally tied on the port side of JAMBO, a 45' ketch owned by a middle aged German couple, and
SANTA LUCIA, another German boat about our size tied up to their starboard. JAMBO, being the
largest, provided the motive power (though we all kept our engines going and used them occasionally
for backing down and helping to steer the raft). The two side boats did all the line handling, so we used
only our port side lines and two of our people could trade off on sightseeing and photo taking. I was
pretty well stuck at the controls but managed to snap off a few quickie shots.
"Our raft entered the first chamber at 10:15 AM and the three lifts went without incident. The canal
workers threw down light messenger lines to pick up our side lines, pulling them up to drop large
bowline loops over bollards set into the concrete wall tops. After each locking they lowered the lines
again and carried the messenger lines forward to the next chamber as we kicked ahead on JAMBO's
engine. There was some turbulence but Euston said they let the water in more slowly than usual since
they had only our raft of sailboats center tied and a small tug, wall tied further back. Breaking up our
raft in the upper of the three locks we motored out individually, 85' higher, into Gatun Lake at 11:15
AM.
"HM2 immediately made for the short cut launch channel across the lake at top speed while the other
two boats stayed to starboard in the main channel since they were expected to be faster. Motor sailing
with the genny on a port tack we were able to make from 5.8 to 6.3K most of the way in spite of nearly
constant shifts in wind speed and direction. Surprisingly, we beat the other two boats back to the main
channel at Bohio Reach by about 3/4 mile and I knew then that Euston had the heart of a racing sailor.
"Along the way we saw trees in the lake that had been standing dead for 50 years or more, now
beginning to sprout again near the waterline. Euston said that scientists have been studying the
phenomenon and not coming up with answers to the mystery. Along the shore in various places we
saw what looked like native huts, used for family and group picnics according to our advisor. The
route across the lake was well buoyed with red to starboard all the way to Miraflores where it changes.
Along the narrow cuts the banks are lit by florescent lights with red and white or yellow blinkers in
place of the buoys. We saw houses but no activity on the island we believe is owned by the
Smithsonian Institution on Gatun Late.
"We arrived off Gamboa where the Chagres River enters the lake at 2:15 PM and were allowed to
continue. Most sailboats have to stop here for the night now and complete their transit on the second
day. I gather that most pilots and advisors like that and direct the boats to use the main channel hoping
to get the overtime, though there is more than enough water in the launch channel. We never had less
than 20' during our trip across. Reaching the Pedro Miguel Lock at 4 PM we entered immediately,
followed by a German freighter, and locked down in center chamber using all our side lines in a very
smooth and fast ride. The trip across Miraflores Late took only 10 minutes or so and we had to tie up
alongside a bulkhead by the E lock for about 30 minutes to let the ship ahead of us lock through.

Deckhands can relax as we motor across the lake

"When we did enter we motored to a point near the downstream gate and waited while the Canal
workers tried to get their messenger lines out to us. For some reason they had a tough time of it and we
consequently had trouble holding our position in the brisk wind and strong currents. At one point our
Aries wind vane bumped the port side wall as we alternately powered forward and backward. In
disgust, Euston grabbed our stern line and threw it ashore himself while the canal worker stood there
playing with his messenger line.
"Once we were secured and while the Nedlloyd ship was being brought into place behind us by the
locomotives on either side, we saw a freighter come across Miraflores Lake and make a bad approach
into the W lock. She got blown partly sideways and jammed kitty cornered in the entrance for about 20
minutes. The two descents at Miraflores went without further incident and we were out by 5:30 and
moving downstream in a fierce current to the Balboa Yacht Club dock, we tied up briefly at 6:16 to
discharge our advisor and crew and complete a perfect 10 hour run from Yacht Club to Yacht Club.
"Everyone except Marty signed our log but she forgot in the rush. I gave Euston a small gratuity and
the foam beer can cozy that he had admired during the trip. A few minutes later Jim and I motored out
to a BYC mooring and after securing things we signaled a Club launch for a ride ashore for something
to eat. All in all, quite day!

Jim Wall and Karl in a celebration pose on the HM2

"We made a slow start on Friday after the rigors of the Canal. After breakfast we did only the
minimum of straightening up and then headed for the BYC where I signed us in officially for a short
but indefinite stay. They charged a $15 one time 'membership fee' (I'm apparently now a member of
some sort for life) and 35 cents a foot or $10.85 per night for the mooring - a sharp contrast with the
PCYC in Cristobal where they charged less than $8 a night for a slip at the dock - but the club here
does provide a 'free' launch service to their dock and moorings are the most practical way to deal with
the 16-18'tides and currents up to 2K at times.
"We walked into Balboa, about a mile and a quarter, and Jim tried to locate an area he had known many
years before during his stay in the Zone. Unfortunately, the name of the place had been changed and no
one seemed to know just where it was. We walked on in the oppressive heat, partly because it seemed
to help Jim's backache, but I soon became exhausted and had to call a halt. We finally got a taxi to
continue Jim's search but weren't able to find 'Shaylors Triangle' (Sp?), and the driver wasn't helpful at
all.
"We ended up in the old part of present Panama City near the cathedral and the Presidential Palace and
walked around the area a bit. Again the heat slowed me down and I looked for the shady side of every
street, while Jim seemed to thrive on the sauna-like atmosphere. The run down condition of the streets
and buildings and the general filth seemed depressing to me, but I wasn't at my best. The narrow streets
and even more narrow sidewalks seemed crammed with people. We gradually made our way along
Ave. Central and eventually stopped in a small cafeteria for lunch and a welcome rest.

"Later we took a public bus along Ave. Arosemena to Calle 39 and went to the waterfront to look at the
Panama Yacht and Fishing Club which turned out to be strictly a powerboat organization with dry
storage only and a launching ramp. Continuing our look at the city, we tried to find a tourist hotel
where I figured we could at least get a city map. Wrong! We finally found a bookstore that had a very
poor map, no detail at all on the former Zone, for several dollars.
"Having no more heart for adventure we took a taxi back to the BYC for $4. After collapsing for
awhile on the HM2 we took the launch ashore again for a most welcome shower and Jim treated me to a
really nice dinner at the American Legion in the same building as the YC. They had a real live salad
bar, the first I'd seen in months. To top it off I found a pay phone beside the gymnasium on Fort
Amador and made a collect call to Fritz for his birthday. It seems they don't allow credit card calls
from pay phones in Panama because so many of them get stolen in muggings. I was lucky to find him
home, and we had a great short visit.
"Jim packed his gear on Saturday morning, making ready for his afternoon flight home to Costa Rica.
He was allowing one whole day before his brother and two sisters were due to arrive there from the
States. I really appreciated all the help and moral support he provided and was much relieved that we
had been able to pull off the transit as planned. I know I must have driven him up the bulkhead with
my babble (he had trouble even getting in complete sentences in reply). It was great having him
aboard!
"We took the launch in to the Club where I talked to the shop foreman and satisfied myself that this was
not the place to attempt some non-urgent repairs to the boat. We found Willem in the snack bar
waiting for us. He had broached the subject on Thursday, of a possible ride as crew to the Galapagos
Islands. Since Jim and I were starting for Balboa we invited him to walk along and talk. The plan was
for us to head down toward the Port Captain's Office so I could check out the clearance procedures and
he could have a final look for the 'triangle' before taxiing to the airport.
"Along the way we passed the headquarters of the Southern Naval Command and Jim excused himself
to go in and see about the possibility of a military lift. Moments later he was back with the word that
he had a had a driver but he had to leave immediately. The parting was sudden but it was too good a
chance for him to pass up so I wished him a safe trip home and lo, here came the navy van driven by a
pretty enlisted woman. He got in (the front seat) with a self-conscious grin and off he went. The life of
a reservist must be tough!
"Feeling almost lost without his help in this hotbed of Spanish dialect, I continued with Willem to the
Armed Forces YMCA where we had a bit of breakfast and I talked with him about his desire to ride
along to the Galapagos. He was willing to pay for the privilege and I told him I'd take the passage out
in work and that he'd have to stand a watch. It turned out that he speaks a passable Spanish and that
clinched it for me. I told him to move his duffel aboard. We took a public bus down to the piers where
the Port Captain's Office is located (incidentally finding what I think Jim was looking for) and I got the
clearance information I needed.
"From there we took a taxi to Via Espana in Panama City where we split up to do our own errands. I
particularly wanted to take a bus out to Panama Viejo, the early city that Morgan burned a couple years
after his Portobello escapade. I had no trouble finding the bus for the longish ride. The ruins are

impressive and again I wished that Panama would make more effort to interpret them for tourists. On
the way home I picked up some groceries at the GAGO supermarket which had most US food brands
and fairly decent prices. In the evening at the BYC I talked with several members about possible
anchorages in the Las Perlas Islands in the Gulf of Panama.
"Sunday was a work day on the HM2. I tore out the windlass relay and installed the new reversing
solenoid which worked as it should on the first try. Unfortunately, while it now allows the windlass to
free-wheel in reverse, the friction of the chain in the tube from the chain locker is too great to be
overcome by the weight of the chain over the bow roller and I still have to manhandle the chain to the
deck in preparation for anchoring. The windlass is a godsend for getting the anchor in, though, and
that's the worst part. Willem cleaned the tarry oil from Cristobal off the topsides with solvent. In the
evening I talked with B and asked her to contact Tiller-master in California and find out how their
package was sent. We agreed to talk Monday night again and compare notes.
"Monday morning I tried ringing the PCYC in Cristobal but couldn't get through. Taking the bull by
the horns, I headed into Panama City and found the bus to Cristobal. An hour and a half later and $1.50
poorer I walked into the PCYC to inquire about my package. There had been no notification. At the
Cristobal PO I found no package or notification, but there were letters from B, and Chuck and Margaret
Wettling, old-time mountaineering buddies. That cheered me considerably. I stopped by the Port
Captain's Office to compliment them on Sr. Davis' performance and they seemed unaccustomed to
words of praise. They sympathized with my postal problems but could only suggest the possibility of
checking the main PO in Colon.
"With hopes raised again I hiked the 8 blocks or so to that facility and had them dashed. Back at the
PCYC I used the phone in the bar to call different airline freight offices but they could do nothing for
me without a waybill number. Going back to Panama City I tried the express bus for fifty cents more.
It took an hour and a half but this was during the evening rush hour.
"Back at the BYC I called B at Fritz' house where they were celebrating his b'day with dinner before a
concert. She had spent a good part of her day on the phone to California and had the vital information,
a Varig Airlines waybill number. Willem had done the food shopping for the next passage and got it
stowed away, so we had some progress for the day.
"Tuesday morning I hiked to the YMCA and in a two minute phone call located the missing package.
Varig had it out at the Old Terminal of the international Airport, some distance S of Panama City. They
advised taking a taxi, and said there would be an $8 freight charge. I checked with the YMCA staff
who agreed on the need for a taxi. The probable cost was $20 each way. I considered a rental car but
discarded the idea as there was no agency nearby and the Panama City streets generally have no name
signs.
"At the terminal on Via Espana I talked with a taxi driver who quoted $20 each way. I offered $30 total
and he said to get in. An hour later we arrived at the gate of the old terminal on the far side of the
airport. We had some trouble finding the Varig office since it was in an unmarked building out near the
runway, but I soon had paid the $8 extra freight fee and got the papers to be taken to Customs to be
stamped.

"We returned to the Customs at the gate area where I gave the papers to an official. He had a
conference with 4 other officials and then a five minute phone conversation with a far-away official.
He said to wait. A half hour later there was another phone call and he told me we would have to go to
the Customs Office in the new passenger terminal, seven miles around the airport. He explained all this
to my driver in machine-gun Spanish. The driver looked resigned. We drove to the new terminal and
found the Customs in the international arrivals area, where I gave the papers to an official. She had a
conference with three other officials, one of whom took the papers to a desk in a nearby deserted
clerical area and began to type on a huge multicolored nine part form. The process took 40 minutes.
On completion of the form I was instructed to take it to the Bank of Panama and pay a fee of $1.70.
That accomplished, I was given the stamped papers and returned the seven miles to the old terminal.
Progress!
"The Varig man (a different one, the original was gone) took the stamped papers, checked in a file, and
said I owed $19 storage charge. I exploded. 'No one said anything about a storage charge. I won't have
enough money to pay the taxi driver if I pay your bakseesh. You know I can't carry much money
around this crazy city. You never bothered to notify the post office so I could come and get this
damned package.'
"He was helpful -- 'You can get more money for the driver back at your boat. No cash, no package.' I
paid. Back at the Customs office at the gate they demanded that I open the box. No problem, I ripped
open the box. They glanced, stamped a paper, and waved me on.
"About five miles around the airport, just as we were about to turn right on the road to Panama City we
were stopped by a white Customs car. 'Follow me' he barked en Espanol, and my driver shrugged his
shoulders and followed - directly across the airport, runways and all. Fortunately no one was landing at
the moment. Back at the gate on the old side I was told to wait while another form was typed. 'That
will be $8.50, please'. I forked it over resignedly. A customs officer came over and got in the back seat
of the taxi and it finally dawned on me that they were sending an inspector to see that I didn't try to sell
the goods on the way back to town. The $8.50, I suppose, was his taxi fare back to the airport.
"The trip back to the BYS was uneventful. When we got to the pier I gave the driver a twenty and said
I'd give him another when I returned from the boat. He looked sad and said 'more!' I nodded and
cleaned my pockets for six remaining singles. He nodded and the customs officer watched while I rode
the launch out to the HM2 with my precious package. Throwing it on the bunk I grabbed several
twenties from my cache and rode the same launch back to the pier. Walking impassively by the glum
officer I handed a twenty to the driver and finished the deal. I know the customs man hoped to get
something but I was through paying on this project.
"I returned to Panama City one last time to get some detailed nautical charts of the Las Perlas and the
Galapagos harbors and had a few more adventures in the late afternoon but you've suffered enough and
I'll spare you the details. In the evening we had a nice dinner at the American Legion and I talked to B
again to let her know everything had worked out fine. She said she had cried after our phone call on
Sunday night when it seemed that the package problem was overwhelming, and that made ME feel bad
because I know how much trouble and expense she went to to get the replacement gear to me.

"Wednesday morning I headed down to the Port Captain's Office and obtained my clearance and zarpe.
Dropping our mooring we motored to the BYC dock where we topped up our water, ice, and fuel and I
had a quick shower and turned in my key. We departed Balboa at 1:45 PM bound for Isla Chapera, just
S of Contadora, the well known resort island.
"The trip went fine. There was a nice breeze, the weather was clear, there were no offshore dangers,
and we had no problem taking ranges on the navigational lights and the radio tower on Contadora. We
found our anchorage off the deserted island just before midnight and just before the full moon went
down. Willem and I agreed that we didn't need a visit to the resort island after our adventures in
Panama City. Besides, the Panamanians had cleaned me out of the $600 in a little over a week. That's
nearly a month of my cruising budget. I felt that I'd won, though, for I managed not to get mugged.
"Thursday the 5th we continued down through the Pearl Islands, watching huge flocks of pelicans
feeding along the way. The fish must be thick here to support such hearty eaters. By 2:30 pm we were
anchored in the huge bight on the SE side of San Jose with a marvelous view of towering offshore
rocks. The entire area is volcanic and the rock pillars, I suppose, are old lava cores.
"We lost no time getting into the water and found it refreshing, but we soon discovered tiny nettles,
junior grade versions of the jellyfish we have in the Chesapeake, I guess, and found that they could give
an occasional uncomfortable sting. Nevertheless we managed to scrub off the bottom of the boat in
preparation for our passage. On the boat we put up the bunk lee-boards and battened things down
generally. I greased the Aries and Willem taped the cockpit lockers.
"Friday morning I drained the fuel/water separator and rowed about a couple quarts of accumulated
waste oil and solvents ashore and buried them back up in the brush. Rowing back we looked around
the vista of the bay. It would make a beautiful spot for a resort hotel with lovely crescent beach,
interesting lava cliffs, the blue water, and the picturesque offshore formations. I wondered why it
seemed so deserted and then remembered the jellyfish. Maybe that was the problem, or maybe it's just
too far off the beaten path. In any case we had enjoyed a brief chance to recover from Panamanian
civilization. With the dinghy firmly lashed on the cabin roof I declared us ready for sea and we
departed at 11:45 AM. We were on the way to the Galapagos Islands!
"And that's where we'll pick up the story next time …
"I've written post cards to some of you to let you know I'm still alive and kicking in the absence of a
more timely boat letter, and hope to get some more off before I leave here. Also will TRY to do BL7,
but no promises since I hope to see SOME of the interesting island creatures before the government of
Ecuador throws me out of this strange and wonderful place.
"Luck and Love to you all, as B's dad used to say, and I hope to see many of you next November when I
take a trip home from New Zealand (God willing). In the meanwhile I'm looking forward to being with
B in just over a month when she flies out to Nuku Hiva in the Marquesas Islands.
Cap'n K
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