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FLASH! Karl and the HM2 arrive in, Pago Pago, American Samoa on the 16th! It's a lovely place,
except for the armpit harbor water (dreadfully oily, etc.). They’ll be there just a few more days.
********
'The next issue will tell the story of their stay in BoraBora, and the passage to ‘Pango’. You won’t get
the next issue for a while, though, due to the exotic forthcoming itinerary -- the one-day passage to
Apia, Western Samoa, for just a few days, then the three-day passage to Neiafu, Vava’u, Tonga, where
they’ll stay at least a couple of weeks and get some work done. The most exotic part is the reason for
the hurry; they want to be in Vava’u NLT July 4 for the king’s birthday bash.
A few more comments by the Admiral (me) forgotten last time, and answers to a few questions. Yes, I'm
glad I went to visit K and the HM2 and the South Pacific, it was good for both of us. Much
communication -- not that we haven't been communicating for 35 years, but any relationship between
two people grows and changes and needs renewal. More about this sort of thing in The Future Book.
No, he hasn't said any more about terminating The Voyage after Australia or, for that matter, after any
particular place. I didn't mean to imply that I "talked him into” terminating early. It was a subject of
discussion and I was admittedly pleased to report that it looked like it might work out that way. But I
shouldn't have made it sound like a Firm Decision.
Guess it's hard for landlubbers to understand, but to a large extent the entire cruise is a matter of
constant decision-making as to where/when to go, or not go, next. Everything depends upon
everything! So many factors are involved! Primarily one's health, the condition of one's vessel, and the
state of the weather. Major also are such mundane matters as extent of finances, availability of repairs
and supplies, political situations ashore, etc. etc.
K does plan to come home for a visit when he reaches New Zealand and finds a good marina to have
HM2 hauled and in good hands for a few weeks. We will have a party or two and will let you know
when and where to come visit if you wish. (Then each of you can have a go at trying to talk him into
keeping on going all the way around!). His sabattical is still five months or so in the future, not sure
how I can wait until then.
***********
MISCELLANY: We just received a check from The Panama Canal Commission for $51.68 refund on
the navigation fee for The Transit, so the net fee was $63.32, in case you ever wanted to know (or even

if you didn't}. Also, apologies for the misplaced page in the last Log; in a hurry, I developed a new
approach to two-sided copying and, sure enough, screwed up a page before I realized. There's still time
to let Fritz know if you want a T-shirt of The Voyage. Write him at 726 Upshur St. HW' Washington 0C
20011, and send along a check for $12.50 and your size. They're nice looking and no doubt will
increase in value. [NOTE: All sold out when this was republished.]
TECHNOLOGICAL INFORMATION DEPT: First, a correction from the last Log. Taiohae isn't the
largest town in Polynesian Francaise (Papeete is that) but the largest town in the Marquesas and seat of
government for those islands.
Second, a correction to an item in an earlier Log. I'm definitely going to dedicate our first book to the
amateur radio operators of the maritime mobile nets, as I said before, but I’m not going to wait until I
get rich to make a contribution to ARRL (the American Radio Relay League), or other appropriate
organization. I’m just going to wait until Karl gets home.
************
The tenth Letter from the Captain, written on board HILDE M2, Passe Punaeroa, Raiatea on or about 25
May 87 begins:
"Hello everybody, from Paradise! The HILDE M2 is anchored in 7’ of crystal clear water over white
sand a couple hundred yards NNE of a tiny palm covered motu called Punaeroa, off a pass of the same
name in the barrier reef on the SW side of Raiatea.
"We're perhaps two miles from the shore and splendidly isolated. It s raining like the devil. I've just
caught 12 gallons of water and done a load of laundry. Since the light isn’t good enough to move the
boat through coral heads I’ll take advantage (make lemonade) by starting work on the continued report
of my French Polynesian sailing adventures.
"Back on the HM2, about a quarter past nine after seeing B to the airport Sunday morning, April –6, I
felt listless. Our three weeks together had gone by in a flash and I was not looking forward to being
alone in Papeete. Realizing that, she had suggested that I go to the Sunday service at the protestant
temple across the boulevard from our mooring if I got back in time. I decided to go, partly out of
curiosity, partly to get my mind off the aloneness and partly because I thought she wanted me to. I m
not a regular church-goer at home, keeping it more for special occasions and potluck suppers.
"I was sponging off below, ready to pull on a short sleeve shirt and a pair of slacks, when I heard a jet
roar out across the harbor. I was pretty sure B had gotten away on schedule earlier but leapt to the
cockpit anyhow. Since I was buck naked I couldn’t make a big production of it without shaming the
ship, but I waved crouched at the back of the cockpit just in case she was aboard and in a position to see
the HM2. There was a sadness again at the finality of her going, but she had done a good job of
propping me up so on the whole I was in better shape than when we both departed Beaufort last
October.
Church in Polynesia: "Church was nice, of course -- fascinating, in fact, unlike any church service I’ve
ever seen. There was no choir, no hymnals, and no hymns -- at least no traditional ones. Different parts
of the congregation sang between the spoken parts of the service. The music is Tahitian, quite upbeat,

and very complicated, filled with embellishments like fugues, descants, and complicated harmonies that
would do any trained choir proud, and all done without apparent leadership. It was a mystery to me
how they could all start at the same instant at full power, so to speak.
"It was as though each family or group of families brought a musical offering for the service. Everyone
sang, but never together as a congregation. There was obviously preplanning because no two groups
sang the same thing or started at the same time. The singing seemed a bit higher in pitch than most
church singing and the quality of the women’s voices was like 50 clarinets in a symphony orchestra -- a
high woodwind sound -- quite beautiful and different.
"When the time came for the sermon the minister (whom I hadn’t noticed up to that point, all talking
having been done by other men and women) gave a short intro in English welcoming visitors and
saying that the theme was from John, Ch. 20 regarding the resurrection. There was a slightly longer
intro in French followed by the sermon in Tahitian. The minister was old, a fat pleasant grandfatherly
kind of man with a beautiful voice and extremely good at preaching.
"The sermon was rather humorous and I laughed along with the congregation at his facial expressions,
body English and comical inflections although I couldn’t understand a word. I wondered how he could
get so much humor out of the subject even though it has a joyous message. There was a collection and
THAT seemed more familiar. The ushers had little velvet bags on handles about 5' long which they
stuck down the benches from each end.
"One striking thing about the service was the women’s hats. They ALL wore white or (a few} pastel
straw hats with wide brims and squared off crowns, usually with a bit of decoration around the band.
Their dresses were not very different from those of women in church everywhere, though perhaps just a
bit more colorful. Altogether it was a striking sight.
"Most of the men wore suits and ties and must have sweated a lot. Some wore open neck short sleeve
shirts and long slacks as I did. There were no shorts except for one obvious camera bedecked tourist.
There weren’t more than half a dozen out-worlders in the church, and only about a dozen French locals.
The rest were Polynesian.
“I departed after about 1.5 hours, thinking that it might go on for a long time, but the service apparently
continued for another 20 minutes or so. I looked around town for a little while but found it quite dead.
Returning to the boat I spent the afternoon stitching up my much used old daypack from
mountaineering days in order to have something for shopping and sightseeing excursions. I ate on the
boat and had a quiet evening wishing I had been on the plane with B.
The Adventure goes on: “Monday morning I was ready to continue the adventure a while longer and
struck out to try to find a place to do stainless steel welding. After 2 days I managed to find a place that
said it could do it, but decided to lash things up as well as possible and try to get the work done in
Samoa where I can communicate. I did find a Seagull outboard repair shop just a block and a half from
the boat and they soon had it all apart. The repair seemed expensive at $125 but didn’t compare with
cost of a new motor in French Polynesia. It now runs better than it has in years.
''Ken and Richard were more than friendly, trying, perhaps, to fill the void and partly succeeding. They
had me to supper again on the HARRIER and we went down to the food trucks on the quay together

Wednesday evening for ‘steak frites’. Thursday we took the bus together to Maeva Beach beyond the
airport west of town to see the deluxe hotel and its yacht anchorage.

Ken Roper poses with Tiki at the hotel

"It was all very landscaped and lovely though the buildings themselves reminded me on a Washington
beltway hotel. I found Steve from MOONDOG, who had been on the mooring next to HM2 in Papeete
for a couple days, and went out to the boat with him to look over and buy some charts of Tonga and a
New Zealand cruising guide. He's headed N for Hawaii with a couple of hired crew to meet his wife
and new baby daughter. On a paved area near the pier another yachtie couple was spreading canvas for
a new sun awning. They have a sewing machine and lots of cloth aboard their ketch and do pick-up
jobs along the way for cruising money.
"It seemed that there were two separate communities there, the yacht people with relatively little
spending cash and the regular vacationers at the hotel who had to pay a lot for everything and
presumably had cash or plastic to spend. I wondered how the groups would mix. I found the answer in
the bar where Ken and Richard were nursing beers and enjoying kidding with the young barmaid, Inez,
who had only come to Tahiti from France a couple months before. She was telling them that she'd have
to work a couple hours at her wages to buy a cocktail but that the surfing and the water-skiing in the off
hours was great.
“I ordered a $2 glass of pineapple juice and soon was in deep conversation with a sunburned young
vacationing couple, both tax accountants, from Chicago who were spending ten days in the islands and
having a great time relaxing after the Big Push. Turns out Laura was born in Evanston, Illinois, just
like I was, and had learned Polynesian dancing from the age of three. I considered taking her away on
the HM2 but decided the combination of my Bavarian schuhplattles and her island dancing seemed
unlikely. Besides, her husband seemed determined to take her home and he was kind of muscular for
an accountant.'' (Ed. What's this, what's this? Don't forget I’m kind of muscular for an accountant, too!)
“Friday was the first of May, a big holiday out here as it is in many countries. Nearly everything was
closed. The colorful trucks that masquerade as busses paraded empty through Papeete during the
morning, playing Tahitian music on their loudspeakers and blowing their horns. I recall May Day was a
kind of special day back home, at least at school, when I was a child. Somehow we must have dropped
it in the states, maybe because of Pinko Commie connotations. At any rate I was unprepared for a
three-day weekend. The post office was closed so I couldn't buy stamps or check on the French

Polynesian amateur radio permit. I'd applied for more than a month before. Mostly I stayed on the boat
and worked on some letters and a magazine article.
"Saturday evening Dick Brown and I walked down to the Cultural Center after supper at the food
wagons on the quay, looking for some interesting cultural thing to see or do. The auditorium was dark
but the beating of drums drew us to a nearby fale (thatched pavilion) where about 35 local men and
women were practicing Tahitian dances with live music under the watchful eyes of an instructor. I was
fascinated because they were counting out the measures and working out the moves in the same way
that I recall doing in Elizabeth Burtner's modern dance classes at GWU 35 years ago. They were
working hard under the direction of their no-nonsense leader, a lady who must have weighed nearly 300
pounds.
“Ken’s wife, Nancy, flew in on the weekend. He moved into the hotel Tahiti with her, glad, he said, to
be off the boat for awhile. The four of us split the cost of a rental car on Tuesday and did the island,
driving around the shore road in a counter-clockwise direction. We stopped at an interesting old marae
but could only look at the stone walls and paving with the altar-like platform without comprehension.
Later we visited the museum of Tahiti and her Islands where very fine exhibits helped make the pre and
post French invasion history clearer. We could have spent days there instead of an hour and a half.
'”Next we stopped at the Gaugin Museum to see exhibits on his rather depressing life. Ken and I
agreed that he might as well have stayed an obscure and unsuccessful painter after death as far as we
were concerned. I thought so many of his colors looked muddy. I finally located paintings I liked
among the reproductions on display, only to find that it had been done by another artist. I'm not sure
why it was there. Again, the museum was very nice - tastefully done - and the view of Tahiti Iti across
the lagoon was breathtaking.
“Ken spotted a road to a reservoir part way up the mountainside on Tahiti Iti and we drove up through
picturesque fields of dairy cattle fringed by long needle pine and eucalyptus trees to try and find a view.
We weren't disappointed. Though we had too much haze for perfect picture taking, the vista included
both the E and W coasts of the main part of the island with the incredible turquoise lagoons inside the
line of white surf on the reefs, just like they're shown on some of those aerial photo postcards in the
shops.
"Driving around the E and N sides of the island we stopped repeatedly for views along the shore and up
the valleys. We visited the park at Point Venus that commemorates the visit of Captain James Cook: in
June of 1769 when he observed the transit of the planet Venus. It was a lovely spot for a picnic or a
swim at the beach, obviously a popular weekend place for the urban dwellers of nearby Papeete.
'”We stopped by the striking Hotel Taha'ara atop the cliffs overlooking Matavai Bay and Papeete during
the rush hour to let the worst of the traffic get off the road. The sunset over, Moorea seen from the bar
on the terrace was just as I remembered it from my stay during a South Pacific visit in 1975 but the
hotel seemed deserted. We were told that many hotels are having problems, some closing altogether
because of the decline in the value of the dollar and a huge drop in tourism.
"We finished the day with drinks in the Ropers' room at the Hotel Tahiti and a very nice dinner in the
restaurant there, again in an almost empty dining room. Walking back to our boats afterwards, Dick
and I happened upon a showing of films on local sailing, surfing, and water-skiing in the Polynesian

Cultural Center. We were both pretty tired from our full day and watched for only a short time,
yawning through the most exciting surfing wipe-outs you could imagine.
"My last several days in Papeete were devoted to shopping for cloth and pareus that B didn't have time
to buy, boat provisioning and fueling, and clearing with immigration, customs and the Port Captain.
The mooring and clearance charge for my sixteen-day stay was $65. The fuel cost two dollars a gallon.
Paper towels cost four dollars a roll. Surely this must be one of the most expensive ports in the world.
And they wonder why the tourists aren't coming like they used to.
"I wouldn't have minded staying a little longer if it hadn't been for the cost, the polluted water that
fouled the topsides and made it unpleasant to swim and the noise and smell of the traffic on the nearby
boulevard. I was sorry to leave the pleasant companionship of Dick Brown and the Ropers but I was
ready to move on to the real Polynesia.
''It wasn't hard to single-handedly get off the bow-and-stern ‘Tahitian mooring'. I just dropped both
shore lines off the bow into the water and swung out on the stern anchors. Next I pulled in and stowed
one of the anchors and led the other rode to its usual home on the bow. Finally I rowed ashore and
pulled out the two long bow lines. All this took a couple hours on Thursday evening so that I could get
away early on Friday, May 8. Dick joined me for a final supper at the food wagons on the quay where
we enjoyed 'steak frites' followed by ice cream cones. These were not the least attractions of Papeete."
On to Moorea: "Friday morning I was off the anchor bright and early but it took nearly an hour to clean
and stow the rode because of the harbor grunge and algae. The pleasant sailing trip to Cook's Bay,
Moorea took only 3.5 hours. Pulling the sails down inside the lagoon pass, I motored around the Bay
sightseeing and looking for a likely anchorage. The water was 50 or more feet deep nearly everywhere
except within a couple hundred yards of the end where it looked to be suddenly less than 6 feet. I
finally chose a spot near the SW corner in 40 feet and set the hook well because of occasional strong
gusts off the mountain sides.

Cook Bay, Moorea

"It was a pleasure to be in clean water again, and the scenery was truly gorgeous. My first job was to go
overboard and clean up the several weeks' accumulation of filth on the topsides. The swimming was

lovely but the scrubbing turned out to be a job and a half. I broke up the chore when my fingers got too
wrinkled and sore, and went exploring in the little community of PaoPao.
"It was a sleepy place, stretched out along the shore, with a Mobil station, a couple small groceries, an
elementary school, a church, a couple eating places, and maybe 20 homes. One of the Bali Hai chain of
small resort hotels was nearby, and anchored off its piers were a dozen sail and power boats including
my friends on ODALISQUE from Toronto. To call this a resort town would be wrong, but I imagine it
grew up mostly to cater to visitors. They were there in small numbers, but things looked pretty dead. I
was glad, because there was only one very occasional motorboat with a water skier.
“In the evening the illusion of a primeval place was strong. I wrote to my son, Fritz: 'It's calm and the
water in Cook's Day is like a mirror. Outside there is a full moon and all around the bay are jagged
mountains that swoop right up into the sky. Across the water I hear drums beating just like they must
have hundreds of years ago when the first European sailors came in here.
"'It is easy to imagine how it must have been even though the drummers are practicing at the local
elementary school, I suppose for a performance at some hotel. There's no other sound except for an
occasional car or motor scooter on the road that runs around the bay and there are no lights if I look in
one direction, those of the little town and a small hotel if I look anywhere else along the shore . The
mountains are dark, of course.'
“Saturday Dave, a sailor from a catamaran named ESPRIT anchored nearby, came over with four
pamplemousse (large irregularly shaped sweet grapefruit), saying he was leaving the boat for a few days
and would throw them out if I couldn't use them. I already had a couple, but was glad to get more since
they're very good. They make a fine breakfast. He was in a hurry and couldn't stay to chat, and I never
had a chance to say any more than thanks. I spent the weekend mostly on the boat doing small jobs and
writing between swimming and lounging on deck under the awning, taking in the scenery.
"I took a hike up the valley behind Paopeo on Monday walking first through the community then
gradually ascending through citrus orchards, banana groves, and then pineapple fields with fine views
of the valley and the sharp peaks all around. I was looking for the trail over the divide that separates
the central valley from the one behind Vaiare.

Valley above Cook Bay, Moorea

"Barbara and I had tried to find the other end the day we came over on the ferry from Papeete.
Eventually I did spot the red paint blazes and was able to follow the trail up a wooded ridge through
interesting growth including coconut, ironwood, and huge thickets of bamboo. Except for the
differences in plant growth, I could believe I was scrambling up a PATC blue blazed trail.
''In forty minutes I was atop the 'knife edge' divide with superb views in both directions: to the E was
the blue and turquoise lagoon and harbor at Vaiare with a ferry at the point of a crisp white V as it
moved out toward Papeete in the distance; to the W lay the rolling upper central valley, actually the S
side of a huge crater with the remains of a central core hiding the anchorage in the head of Cook's Bay.
The Bay itself is the blown out and drowned E rim. At the point where the trail crossed the ridge there
was a nicely lettered but obviously homemade sign: 'Moi, j'aime la Nature’.
"I considered descending into Vaiare Valley and hitchhiking back to PaoPao so as to complete the
traverse and find the start of the trail that B and I missed; but I decided to let the mystery remain and
headed back the way I came, partly glissading and grabbing occasional saplings to slow down my
headlong plunge on the steeper parts. I was back at the roadhead in less than half the time it took going
up. I celebrated the exploration with a delicious hamburger for a late lunch at a 'le Snak' stand just
down the shore road from the village copra quay.
"Monday afternoon was divided between a big load of laundry done beside the quay at a convenient
water faucet and hung in the rigging and work on the BL-9, the last boat newsletter you read. Tuesday
morning I motored out of the bay and the pass and around the short distance along the northern barrier
reef to Oponuhu Bay.
"There is even less development in Oponuhu valley. The shores are dotted with occasional small homes
and there were no sailboats apparent as I went in. As we motored in, though a couple of shallow side
bays were seen to harbor a few sailboats on ‘Tahitian moorings', with anchors out and stern lined led
ashore to a tree.
"The bay was beautiful and quiet but I was looking for the little town of Papetoei facing the lagoon on
the west-side of the bay entrance, so the HM2 completed her slow circuit and returned to the lagoon just
inside the pass, turning left to a small anchorage circled by coral off a concrete quay and an absolutely
beautiful circular (actually eight sided, I believe) protestant church constructed of white cut cora1 with
large stained glass windows and the usual (in French Polynesia) red roof. It is said to be the oldest
European building still in use in the South Pacific built on the site of a shrine to the war god Oro in
1822."
A network friend: "Already moored a short distance from me was a nice looking ketch, I think a Cheoy
Lee about 40' in length, with a man hard at work on deck. After I was properly settled I rowed over to
say hello. When he replied I knew from his deep voice that it could be none other than Les, E5GZ, one
of the relay radio operators on the Pacific Maritime Mobile Net. One of the reasons for my being here
was to look up his phone number and address at the town post office. I knew he lived on Moorea but
had no idea where.
"I had talked with Les many times on the network and was really pleased to have an 'eyeball QSO' with
the man whose voice was a familiar pleasant memory from those lonely nights between the Galapagos

and the Marquesas. We chewed the rag for some time and I learned that Les and his wife, Gloria, had
retired here after sailing out to the islands. His ketch was moored in the 'back yard' of his modest but
attractive home and he was sprucing it up for sale. They've 'swallowed the anchor' and it's hard to
imagine a more picturesque place to retire, but I couldn’t help wondering how this very quiet and
remote corner of the world would wear in the long run. It turns out that they didn't even have a
telephone.
"Les pointed out another Cheoy Lee ketch moored in a small boat basin behind the quay. This was
FLYING CLOUD with a family of three aboard. Marie and Row with 14 year old son, David, were long
time friends of Les' from California. I had talked to Marie, N6NJM, several times. In fact it was she
who had told me about the network when she broke in to say hello at the end of a radio phone patch I
had with B shortly after I left Panama. Since they were several weeks ahead of me, I had gotten some
good advice from her about the Galapagos and the Marquesas. They had come here to visit Les and had
remained more than a month while Marie recovered from a bout of Hepatitis apparently picked up from
tainted seafood. Again I wondered how an enforced stay 'in paradise' would go down with me. I think
not well.
“My business with the post office was speedy on Wednesday morning. I mailed several letters, and a
phone call to the main post office in Papeete drew forth the information that my French Polynesian
reciprocal radio license had still not been granted by the High Commissioner.
“’It usually takes several months, said Maui Sanford, my contact in the Office of Poste and
Telecommunications. 'But it's been six weeks and I'll only be here another month', I moaned. Maui was
sympathetic.
"Actually, the French Polynesian license had become less important to me when I learned that the
administration there has no international third party radio traffic agreement and phone patches are not
allowed, no matter what amateur license you might have. You must be in international waters more
than twelve miles offshore to make such a call. and your US call sign is fine for that purpose. Still, it
would be nice to keep up with some of my sailing ham friends while cozily anchored at the islands and
for that I needed the reciprocal license.
''The next day was a lazy one on the boat. I did some writing but somehow I didn't care for this
anchorage and the following day decided to find a shallow lagoon anchorage to the E, not far from
Cook's Bay for some reef snorkeling. It was a short trip, a little more than an hour, before I lowered the
anchor and ten fathoms of chain in 12 feet of crystal clear water over white sand.
“This was one of those anchorages where the boat appears to float on air. I took the camera off in the
dinghy to get some photos and hope they will come out well. I snorkeled, but it turned out that most of
my time was spent under the boat, cleaning her bottom. There wasn't a lot of marine life in that part of
the lagoon; perhaps the very clear water meant there was no food for the fish. All I saw were a few
yellowtails.
“That evening when I went on deck to look around I was startled to see lights under the water moving
around not far from where I sat. As my night vision improved I realized I was watching two local
watermen snorkeling for something. I never have found out what they were hunting and have meant to

try going over the side in a lagoon at night to see what I can see. I know that the underwater life is
completely different at night.
"Saturday, May 16, I moved back to my original anchorage off the town of PaoPao in Cook's Bay. I
needed to buy a few essentials and planned to depart Sunday for Huahine in 'les Isles Sous Le vent'.
Sitting under the deck awning in the afternoon after my foray ashore and before starting to secure gear
for the overnight offshore trip I noticed what seemed to be two blond young men on a souped-up water
sled looking over some of the nearby sailboats. As they approached to check out the HM2 I suddenly
realized one of them was a close cropped bare breasted woman.
"They stopped alongside to ask where Accokeek was in Maryland. It turned out that the Australian
couple had been travelling around the United States and had spent a few days in the Washington area.
Now they were gradually heading toward home and enjoying the islands. I found the conversation a bit
distracting but managed to hold up my end without either staring or looking off into space or blushing.
''They weren't concerned and certainly there was no reason for me to be. There wasn't anything I hadn’t
seen before, but I must say this was a very nice specimen of the human female." (Ed. Ahem!) "They
really seemed to be nice people and enjoying life on a warm sunny day. I appreciated the fact that when
they left they didn't roar away with a tremendous wake.”
On to Huahine: "Sunday I was off in mid-morning for the island of Huahine, about 85 miles to the NW.
I planned for this to be an overnight trip so that I could make the approach and negotiate the pass and
the anchorage in good light on Monday morning. The overnight trip also gave me a good chance to
make a radiophone patch call during the good propagation hours in the early evening to B, my first in a
couple weeks. This time the helpful amateur was Tom, WA6TLL in California." (Ed. We had agreed I
wasn't to worry if I didn't hear often, for I understand not only the license problem but also the
propagation difficulties, but still the call was awfully nice to get!)
“I didn't have to sail fast. I guess it's just the perverse nature of the universe that the wind blew from
the E at 16-20 knots most of the afternoon and evening. I just jogged along on my 290-degree course
under much reduced sail to keep my ETA. Sure enough, at first light the island was just off the port
bow. I hooked around the N end past the airstrip on the elevated reef and was safely inside Avamoa
Pass on the NW corner of the island and anchored off the town of Fare by 9:30 AM.
''The anchorage at Fare was interesting. The harbor is 60 or more feet deep everywhere except for a
kind of sandy shelf with 15 - 20 feet of water running perhaps a hundred yards from the shore and three
hundred yards along it off the hotel Pali Hai just NW of the town. That sounds like a lot of territory,
but it doesn't provide swinging room for many boats. There were three in that spot when I came in,
scattered across the area, and I just didn’t feel comfortable squeezing in. On the other hand I also felt
much too lazy to put out (and later take in) 200 or more of chain for a deeper spot.
"I compromised, putting the anchor and about 100' of chain down right on the very edge of the area in
27', crossing my fingers that a blow wouldn't come from the NW. Had it come, I'd likely have dragged
and been blown into deep water, but I'd have time to start the engine, pull in the chain, and seek shelter
elsewhere. Luck was on my side, because one of the three departed that afternoon and I was able to reanchor in flat sand with 18’ of water -- and then felt reasonably secure even exposed as I was to the
NW.

"Every harbor I've visited in French Polynesia has been different. Some have been well equipped for
visiting yachts and others have had nothing. A number have had toilet, shower, and even laundry
facilities built but most have allowed them to deteriorate and fall into disuse. The town of Fare once
had toilets and showers near the town quay but they are shabby and locked up. The quay itself was the
dirtiest I'd seen in all the islands, mostly because a lot of construction was going on along the
waterfront. I had to hunt quite a while to find an operating water faucet near the quay. Certainly there
was nowhere one could do laundry.
"The town, itself, is charming: perhaps the nicest small town in the islands. The main street has a
double row of beautiful shade trees and there are several 'Chinese' general stores selling everything
from candy to fertilizer. It is wonderfully 'laid back' and friendly after the hectic bustle of Papeete
(PPT). Tourism seems pretty far down on the list of priorities and activities. Perhaps it's a bit like PPT
was 40 or more years ago.
"While I was in the town I visited the two-man staff at the gendarmerie to clear into the island. If no
one is here when you get ready to leave the island, just shove a note under the door, said the nice
looking young French man in shorts as he looked over my boat documents and entered information into
his boat journal.
'`I was able to mail off several letters to friends and family and a computer disk with another
installment of this saga to B at the little post office. I also wrote a letter to the PO in Papeete asking
them to forward any unclaimed Poste Restante mail for me to Vaitape on BoraBora. B had told me on
the radio of several letters she had sent to PPT that hadn't come in before my departure. Mail is always
a bit of a problem for cruisers but she has done an outstanding job of gathering and sending
correspondence so that I am usually not more that about three weeks behind the rest of the world.
"On Wednesday, May 20, I rowed into town and hiked around the N end of the island to the little town
of Maeva on the shore of a nearly enclosed lagoon called Lake Fauna. Along the shore NW of the town
and in the hills above it are a series of ancient maraes or religious platforms. Together, they are
considered to be among the five most important archaeological sites in Oceana, along with Easter
Island, Tongatapu, Ponape, and Kosrae. It is said that in ancient times all of the district chiefs on the
main island of Hushine lived side-by-side here and worshiped their ancestors at their respective marae.

Typical tidal fish ponds on Huahine

"The vast number of fish caught in the lake and the stone traps along its tidal river supported the large
and complex chiefly and priestly hierarchies. As for the maraes, the platforms range from the
somewhat more recent low and starkly simple ones along the water's edge to older, sometimes
massively tiered ones set into the hillsides. The largest, Marae Mata'irea, was the most sacred place on
Huahine, shrine of Tane, the god of light. The upright stone backrests of Huahine's eight principal
chiefs are still visible there.
"The maraes along the lake were easy to spot but I had to work a bit to find the unmarked path that led
to the upper maraes. I was rewarded by some really fine views of the lake and the forested elevated reef
that makes its seaward shore. Perhaps as impressive as anything there were the stone fish traps' in use
for many hundreds of years and still tended by the villagers. It was these that made all the rest possible.

Ancient ceremonial Marae on Huahine

"Another poignant sight was a small easily missed monument enclosed by a low coral stone wall and
surrounded by several little cannons. It commemorates the Battle of Maeva in which the islanders
defended their independence against the invading French in 1846. Huahine was one of the last islands
to come under the influence of the French and its population is still predominantly protestant.

Maeva Monument, Huahine

"A passing pickup truck gave me a lift back to Fare, and I was grateful since I was becoming a bit
wilted after my hike and scrambles. As I headed for my dinghy and welcome swim off the HM2 I had
to stop and watch one of the small tramp steamers delivering supplies and loading copra at the town
quay. The speed and efficiency with which the deckhands got the pallets of cargo on and off the ship
with derricks and slings was impressive.
''Late in the day several bare charter boats from The Moorings agency on Raiatea came into the
anchorage and picked up some deep water moorings. It was the first time since my stay in the Virgins
that I'd anchored with charter boats. I was reminded that they act differently than the blue water
cruisers. This is a 'vacation' for them. They tend to party it up on board and spend more money in the
bars and boutiques ashore. They also tend to make shorter stays in each anchorage, trying to get as
much into their limited cruise time as they can. Their 43’ and 51' Beneteau ketches looked nicely
equipped and maintained." (Ed. Sounds like a little reverse snobbery here, doesn't it? Justified, I
suppose.)
"Thursday I checked out with the gendarmes at Fare and prepared to move down the lagoon on the West
Coast to an overnight anchorage near Bourayne Bay, the dividing point between of Hushine Nui and
Huahine Iti. At the head of the Bay a bridge connecting the two islands crosses a shallow narrows. I
wanted to visit that scenic area before departing for Raiatea.
"I was nearly ready to pull up the anchor when HARRIER came into the harbor. I hadn't seen Ken
Roper and Richard Brown since I left PPT so I had to delay long enough for a gam with them. They
came over for a glass of pineapple drink and we traded my bit of local information for news of their
doings in the last couple weeks. Before they left for town we agreed to meet on Raiatea or BoraBora in
a few days.
"My short trip down the lagoon was pleasant. The mountains, shoreline, and offshore reef were all
lovely and once I left the area near Fare only one other cruising sailboat was seen at a distance. I could
almost convince myself that I was exploring the coastline. How nice it was though, that I had a chart
and some well-placed day-marks showing the edges of the deep-water channel! Still, nothing can
replace watchful eyes and good light in coral country since some coral heads are uncharted and
unmarked. The French are not nearly as liberal with their navigational aids as the US Coast Guard.
"After I circled Bourayne Day and photographed the one-time pass between the islands I found an
attractive place to anchor in a quiet cove off a single perfect south seas island house with its steeply
pitched palm thatch roof. No one was home and that part of the coast was deserted so I could jump into
the water au natural for a refreshing swim. Shortly before sunset I rowed off in the dinghy and took a
picture of the boat and the house. One of the problems with single handing is that my pictures of the
boat always show her without a crew."
On to Raiatea: "Friday morning at 7:3) AM. I motor sailed through Avapehi Pass and left beautiful
Huahine on my way to Raiatea, whose mountain peaks dominated the skyline 25 miles to the W. I had
enjoyed my stay on Huahine and thought it the nicest island I'd seen in French Polynesia so far. The
five-hour trip to Raiatea went without incident.

“I entered the pass through the reef near Utaroa at 12:20 PM. and motored through the lagoon in a very
light SE wind, looking for a place to anchor near the town. I circled slowly, searching out all the
possible areas off the shore and off the off-lying reef without finding any coral-free water less than 60'
deep. Finally I spotted the turquoise tone of a small patch of shallower water off a stone faced land-fill
area about a third of a mile N of the town, about 100 yards outside the buoyed deep ship channel.
Checking it out I found depths of from 15 - 20 feet over sand with a few small deep coral heads. Soon I
had the anchor down and set with l8 fathoms of chain.
"My first act ashore was to find and visit the gendarmerie to clear into the island. That formality taken
care of, I explored the fair sized little town to see what I could find. This would be my last re-supply
point before my passage in early June to American Samoa and I was pleased to see that there were a
couple large supermarkets. There were obviously preparations under way for a local festival that
evening. It looked like it might be a cross between a political rally and an ox roast, so I finished a bit of
shopping and headed back for the boat, planning to change and come back for the festivities later.
"After I stowed the few groceries I'd bought, put up my kerosene anchor light (I was anchored not far
from the channel N toward other villages and the island of Tahea), and changed clothes I headed back
into town for a bite of supper and the fest. Most of the few restaurants were closed but good smells
were coming from the square there several booths were cooking goodies. At one side there was
barbecue pit and picnic tables. I was able to get a soft drink and shiskebab-like bamboo skewers with
delicious chunks of beef with a kind of teriyaki sauce for 150 franks each.
"The program got underway about 8 PM with a torchlight parade of boys and girls in costumes from the
nearby Chinese community center (strictly a starting point, the event was not particularly Chinese)
around about six blocks and back to the platform for the ceremony. There were about ten or fifteen
youth groups or clubs, each with about 20 kids, some pre-teen and some in the early teens. They all
trooped onto the platform for a short ceremony in which they were introduced to the audience (much
applause), and then left to return group by group to perform songs and dances.
"Apparently the groups were judged on their performance because there was a panel of three people at a
table facing the platform. One of them was the very large lady I d seen in Papeete directing a dance
rehearsal at the Cultural Center. I watched several groups and they were pretty good but I eventually
succumbed to sleepiness at the end of a long day and reluctantly rowed the quarter mile back to the
HM2. I could hear the drums across the water as I drifted off to sleep.
"I planned to circumnavigate the island of Raiatea in a counterclockwise fashion staying mostly in the
sheltered lagoon, exploring some of the bays and anchoring on the sandy flats inside the reef at various
places to do some snorkeling. By 8 AM on Saturday I was on my way around the N end, following the
well placed navigational markers and keeping my eyes open for stray coral heads that might bring the
cruise to an abrupt end. The truncated stump of a mountain behind Uturoa, called Tapioi Hill, was
rather striking. Actually it's the core of a taller volcano that had long since weathered away.
''On the NW tip of the island, about two miles from Uturoa by road but more than twice that far by the
twisting lagoon channel, was the very nice looking Moorings charter agency and marina. There
appeared to be about a dozen sailboats in the small shallow basin protected by rock faced jetties and
perhaps four were moored in the somewhat deeper little bay outside. There was nothing I needed there
so I continued on around the island after looping into the bay for a look-see. The staff there welcomes

visiting yachts whenever they have extra space judging by their response to several that called on VHF
radio requesting permission to stay there. They also give a short weather forecast in English on channel
68 every morning at 8 AM. for their charterers. It's the only regular non-French forecast in all of French
Polynesia as far as I know, and I found it immensely useful.
"Leaving the lagoon through Passe Roatoanui near the NW corner of the island, I sailed S outside the
reef for perhaps five miles to Passe Tiano. Inside, an isolated lagoon nestled at the foot of the imposing
escarpment of 1033 meter high Mt. Toomaru. I anchored in 20 feet over sand with water so clear that I
questioned the depth sounder.
“From the cockpit I had a view of no less than three beautiful waterfalls. It was like a poster in a travel
agency, but in motion in living color. I’ll bet that of the handful of tourists that get to Raiatea not more
than one in ten will ever see the view. It’s only available from a small boat. Nearby there was some
beautiful coral and I spent several hours snorkeling through the area inside the reef watching zillions of
tiny damsel fish, angels, butterfly fish and others.
"Sunday I moved down the coast outside the reef to Passe Toamaro, then inside again to a spot near the
reef just NNE of Isle Punaeroa, a small motu close by a pass of the same name. I anchored in 7' on a
flat sandy shelf and that afternoon I dove down, bracing my back on the keel, and accurately measured
the distance from the lowest point to the sand. When the depth sounder says 4.5 feet I have exactly 25
inches of clearance under the keel so technically I can float when the meter says 2.5 feet. I had
anchored several miles from inhabited land, so was able to swim and snorkel naked' just like the fish I
was watching.
"The weather was sunny and very hot without much breeze. It was too hot to swim or read until a
heavy rain squall came through about 5 PM and I caught enough water to do a fair amount of laundry
while automatically having a shower myself and singing 'Singing in the Rain'. I didn't worry about
using water softener.
“Memorial Day, Monday, was cloudy and I decided to stay put and relax. Some rain during the day let
me build up my reserves of drinking water. B's rain catcher modification to the cockpit awning worked
like a charm. Part of the day was spent starting this edition of the newsletter. Tuesday I continued my
passage around the S side of Raiatea, dodging quite a few uncharted coral heads near the SE corner of
the island.
"One interesting sight was the large Marae Taputapatea on a prominent point of land across from Passe
Teava Moa. The South Pacific Handbook says that fires here once guided native inter-island navigators
through the pass. Just N of this area I visited the immense Faaroa valley and Bay. It was from this
place, legend has it, that the Polynesian explorations and migrations to both Hawaii and New Zealand
set forth. Surely the broad fertile valley must have allowed quite a civilization to develop, yet it's hard
to imagine why anyone would have wanted to leave this land of plenty. Maybe it was not a peaceful
place.
“That night I again anchored on sand flats near the reef' this time just S of Passe Iriru. Highlight of the
evening was a radio QSO with George, WA7SXT in Seattle and beautifully clear phone patches to both
B and Hilde. I hope the phone bills weren't too high. We did talk quite a long time.

''Wednesday there was more rain. I filled everything I had including the sunshowers and the aft keel
tank. There were thunderstorms rolling around in the mountains and I took the precaution of
unhooking the radio antennas. About noon I headed N again toward Uturoa for my main food
restocking before shoving off for BoraBora and eventually American Samoa.
''Anchoring at the spot I'd found several days earlier, I lost no time getting into town and managed to
spend CPF 100,00 (about $l00) in no time at all. All I got for that was a fairly large cardboard carton
full of canned goods and a few fresh items plus 10 gallons of Diesel fuel. As I filled the second jerriy
can Ken Roper appeared, making the rounds of the stores himself. HARRIER had arrived the night
before and tied up at The Moorings Marina N of town. We made a supper date and I cleared out with
the gendarmes and took my treasures back to the boat for stowage.
"I've tried to be ultra careful about bringing supplies on board the HM2, always anchoring off rather
than tying up alongside a quay and always carefully inspecting every fresh or packaged item before
putting it on the boat. In this case, I handed the canned goods up to the deck and threw the box
overboard from the dink. So far (knock on wood) I've not picked up any cockroaches during the trip
though a few palmetto beetles, close relatives, I suppose, apparently flew aboard in the Galapagos. I
nearly went crazy 'til I got those three or four dispatched.
''Ken and I had an enjoyable dinner at the Le Motu Hotel that evening. I had a delicious poached
MahiMahi and had only slight indigestion when I paid the bill with my VISA card. HARRIER was
going to remain at the marina for another day and I was headed N, still inside the barrier reef for the
companion island of Tahaa. We agreed to rendezvous on the moorings at the Hotel OaQa on BoraBora
in a couple days.
“Thursday morning started out nasty in the predawn hours, with rain and wind to 20 knots from the SE.
By midday things moderated a bit and I headed N through the lagoon channels to Haamene Bay on the
island of Tahaa. As I sailed in the mist and rain obscured the tops of the low hills and mountains on
either side; and it looked for all the world like a Norwegian fjord. I anchored just off the little town at
the head of the bay, very close to an absolutely beautiful little church. Darkness came early in that nitch
in the mountains, cloaked in by a fine misty rain and I began to wonder if I'd ever see the sun again.
''After rowing into the tiny village for some French bread in the morning I pulled up the anchor and
sailed out in a light and fluky breeze, planning to head for BoraBora. As I came around the S end of
Tahaa it became obvious the wind was increasing from the NNW, directly from my destination. When
the rainsquall became so dense that I couldn't see either BoraBora ahead or Raiatea behind I decided to
anchor in the lagoon and wait for better conditions.
"As I dropped the hook I could faintly see a sailboat battling its way to the NW outside the reef in rough
seas and thought I recognized it as HARRIER. I was happy to be where I was and wished whoever it
was well. In open ended cruising there's always a tomorrow -- as long as you sail conservatively today.
I'd be in BoraBora soon enough, and then I'd be leaving French Polynesia. I had mixed feelings."
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