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THERE'S GOOD NEWS AND BAD NEWS! The good news is that Karl and the HM2 have arrived
safely in Fiji! The bad news is that the computer is down and so the Log is now manually written by K
and then key entered by me…
*********
It's been almost two months since the last Log. The eleventh Letter from the Captain tells all the
happenings from Bora Bora through Samoa -- I'll include as much of it in this Log as I can get done
tonight, in order to run off tomorrow and get in the mail on Monday.
Just to keep you current, however, I do get lovely telephone calls through lovely amateur radio
operators and so I know that he has had great times in American Samoa, Western Samoa, Tonga, and
now in Fiji. Are you following on your globes and charts?
He sent home really gorgeous fabrics and more pareos from Samoa, plus two lava-lavas (men's skirts)
for himself and Fritz, all of which F and I had great fun showing off at Maine Folk Dance Camp and the
Hargreaves' annual August party for the Schuhplattle Verein.
K plans to cruise the Fijian islands for several weeks, and depart for New Zealand after the first of
October. So, this is an excellent time to write to him. Postage is 44c per half ounce. The following
address is good to mail to until at least Labor Day; he will be back in Suva before departing for NZ. He
does enjoy your mail! [Remember, this all happened in 1987]
Karl Edler
Yacht Hilde M2 in transit
c/o Royal Suva Yacht Club
Suva
Fiji
*********
The eleventh letter from the Captain is dated July 16 and begins
"A month and a half have passed since I set finger to keyboard, and it's high time I got myself busy and
reported on my butterfly life as I flit from tropical island to island, sampling Polynesian nectar."
(Ed.note: Must be pretty good nectar...)

"My excuse has been that Jezebel, my faithful Zenith ZP151 portable computer, has developed an
ailment. She boots up fine and says she's ready for work. Then, after my first keystroke, she freezes up
and can't accept any more. It's pitiful. She just sits there with her screen glowing palely and can't do a
thing.
"I tried re-socketing chips and cable plugs on her PC boards, thinking there might be an oxidized
contact, but it hasn't helped. Unfortunately, there hasn't been anyone in American or Western Samoa
who has the tools and parts to check her out for me. So it's back to pen and paper for me -- at least for a
while -- and B will have the enormous problem of trying to decipher my execrable scrawl. In the past,
all she's had to do was upload my deathless prose from the disks I sent home and clean up my spelling
and split infinitives. As a result, I've had a severe case of writer's block. I'm finally beginning the
dreaded task.
"On Saturday, May 30, I motor sailed out of Passe PaiPai on the west side of Tahaha, through rather
steep seas created by a large SW swell and a stiff outgoing current. Once outside the reef, I was able to
set a 285 degree course for BoraBora, the last of the Isles Sous le Vent and the last of Polynesie
Francaise for me.
"The five hour trip was uneventful, slower than it might have been because of the wind, which was
light and mostly from the N, and because I had the mainsail reefed because the sky looked squally. I
sailed NW past miles of surf breaking on BoraBora's reef, with her picturesque central peak, Otemanu,
rising beyond. Actually, it's only from the air that BoraBora is such an achingly beautiful island -- still
it was a gorgeous scene and I drank it in as I approached Passe TeAvaNui, the only navigable approach
to the island through the completely encircling reef.

Fellow cruiser Harrier at Hotel Oa Oa, Bora Bora

"Inside, I headed for the town of Vaitape and found several yachts, including HARRIER, moored off the
hotel OaOa. Ken Roper was out in his inflatable dinghy and helped me pick up a mooring next to his
own boat. I invited him and Dick Brown to supper on the HM2 and headed for the hotel and town for
check in with the gendarmes.

"Greg and Eileen Claytor, the owners and managers of the hotel, couldn't have been any nicer or more
hospitable. They welcomed me and said the mooring was free! I could use all the facilities of the
hotel, including hot showers and swap library, and any meals or drinks could be paid for on departure.
They were apologetic that they couldn't furnish water in quantity for the boat. All I had to do in return
was be civil to the hotel guests and answer any questions they might have! The Claytors are former
yachties who, like Forrest Nelson in the Galapagos and the Corsers in Nuku Hiva, found their paradise
and became hosts rather than visitors.
"The town itself was pleasant but quiet. My check in with the town officials was soon accomplished. I
got to the Post Office too late for mail and had to wait until Monday for that. The post offices of French
Polynesia keep rather short hours, and they differ from island to island (and perhaps from office to
office). I keep being re-impressed with how logical and efficient our US Postal Service is by
comparison. I never would have said that in past years....
"After buying a small ingredient or two at a Chinese store I returned to the boat to cook and host my
meal. The menu included beef curry, rice pilaf, and green beans, followed by tropical fruit cocktail and
gingerbread. The three of us managed to tuck it all away while sitting around the cockpit observing the
sunset.

HM2 on mooring by Hotel OaOa, Bora Bora

"Later, Dick and I walked down the road from the hotel to the rather small Club Mediteranee where a
local singing and dancing group was appearing. The program was open to the public and was rather
good, if a bit informal and not too long. We particularly enjoyed the singing.
"Sunday, following the rigors of entertaining aboard the HM2, I remained on the boat, doing small jobs
including some teak work on deck, some writing, and a bit of reading.
"Monday, June 1, the three of us (Ken, Dick and myself) headed for town where we checked for mail at
the PO and got some more French Polynesian francs at the bank. We rented bikes, fat tired 'American
style' heavy weight jobs that had obviously seen many hard miles, and took off on an all day cycling trip
around the island, a distance of 32 km. The trip was pleasant and the road, even the unpaved portions,

pretty good. There were just enough rises and dips to make it interesting, and only one major hill on
the NE side where we had to push the bikes up and walk down.

Dick Brown on the road

"Otemanu, the central peak, was more impressive on the NE side. There appears to be a large overhang
or cave up there, and we heard that during WWII some of the intrepid American defenders scrambled
up and painted Kilroy signs there. It doesn't look as though it was easy!
"There was lots of vehicular traffic on the more populated western side, but not much on the East
Coast. The villages there are very small and some distance apart . In one isolated stretch we found a
local lady trying to deal with a flat tire. It was a pretty new car and she had never had a flat, so wasn't
sure how to proceed with the strange tiny jack that the Nipponese had supplied. Ken and I fell to and
had the tire switched in just a couple of minutes, to her obvious relief, and we pedaled on our way
grateful to have rested our legs.

The Captain bikes Bora Bora

"We stopped from time to time to snap pictures, and Dick had to dismount and tighten his handlebars
quite often, so we got a bit spread out, with Ken in the lead. Like a horse headed home to the barn, he
was intent on getting to 'Bloody Mary's', a well-known watering place, to quench his thirst. By the time
Dick and I found him, he was well into his second drink.
"We talked him into backtracking about a km with us to lunch at the very pleasant (five star, I guess)
Hotel BoraBora. It was expensive -- deluxe hamburgers and fries came to more than $10 each -- but
they were excellent, of course, and the view of the lagoon and the reefs was magnificent.
"We made it back to Vaitape about 3 PM. Tired, but pleased with our outing, I struggled out to the HM2
and collapsed until suppertime, then had beans for supper to balance the cost and cholesterol of the
lunch.
"Tuesday morning was spent on small boat chores. During the afternoon, Dick and I took my dink
across the lagoon to a motu N of the pass to snorkel. Much of the coral was dead. We did see a variety
of small fish and a fair sized grouper, a moray eel, and a small black tip shark that scooted away as soon
as it spied us. In the evening, I had supper ashore with Ken, Dick and interesting couples from
Switzerland, Italy and California who were staying at the hotel. The hotel owner/manager, Greg, was
also our chef and his grilled mahi mahi was excellent.
"I spent Wednesday morning replacing the zincs in the raw water cooling system of my Yanmar 2QM20
engine, replacing its Racor primary fuel filter, checking the oil level, and cleaning the raw water
strainer. I have been pleased, so far, with the simple cooling system of the boat engine. I've heard so
many complaints about fresh water cooling on other yachts. Its seems their engines tend to run hotter
and they have lots of problems with their heat exchangers. Also, the yachties I've met have been
universal in their praise of Yanmar engines. I can't claim wisdom in choosing mine -- it came on the
boat. Lots of people I've talked to have had problems with Volvo engines, and it sounds like that might
be a good one to avoid.
"In the afternoon, I picked up mail from B and a jerry can of diesel, which I lugged painfully back the 2
km or so to the hotel dock. Enjoying the good food and good company with our Swiss and Californian
friends, the HARRIER crew and I ate ashore again.
"I began to be a tiny bit concerned at what my tab would be on departure, but threw caution to the
winds in the ambiance of this pleasant place. This was Ken and Dick's final evening before departure
for Hawaii. They had cleared with the gendarmes and would leave tomorrow. I bought them a round of
drinks and was sorry to part company with these two pleasant sailing friends, who had paralleled my
course all through French Polynesia during the last two and a half months.
"It was nearly time for my own departure W for Samoa, and I spent Thursday finishing off BL10, which
I would send back to the states with Hans, my California friend, to mail to B. Ken cleaned and folded
his inflatable dinghy on the hotel dock and borrowed HM2's dink to ferry it to HARRIER. I rowed him
out for his departure, and at 2:30 PM saw them on their way back to the states.
"I headed into town and checked out with the gendarmes myself, but was too late to claim my deposit
from the bank. In the late afternoon I did my last unfinished sightseeing on the island: I climbed the

ridge behind the hotel and found two of the old WWII 7" naval guns that guarded the harbor. They still
looked deadly, aimed out over the lagoon in the twilight, nearly overgrown in the brush, with
mechanism long since rusted into an immobile mass.
"Friday morning, I hiked into town early to complete my clearance from BoraBora and French
Polynesia. With very little delay I had my $1220 deposit in $20 bills, and a Permission de Sortie.
There was no mail at the post office, so I completed a form requesting all mail be returned to Accokeek.
"With a few last minute groceries, mostly fresh fruit and French bread, I returned to the hotel for a late
breakfast and made an entry in their truly beautiful scrapbook. My note looked pitiful among the
interesting pictures, verse, and artwork left behind by other cruisers. By the time I rowed back to the
HM2 and had the dinghy aboard and lashed down, with supplies stowed, it was nearly noon. It took
only a few moments to drop the mooring line, raise the sails, and head west through the pass for
American Samoa."
*********
PASSAGE 6, DAY 1. "The going was easy in a southerly 8-10 K breeze, and HM2 clipped off the miles
on a 265 degree course. We made good 108 miles in the first 24 hours, noon to noon, with a bit of rain
during the night."
PASSAGE 6, DAY 2. "The SE wind fell off during the second day and our speed dropped accordingly.
During the day I discovered that a number of small cans of fruit had corroded through, depositing a
viscous black sweet smelling bubbly goo in the bottom of the food locker. I had to throw nearly a dozen
cans overboard, but couldn't face up immediately to cleaning up the locker and the rest of the canned
goods. It was a heavy loss, about half of my tinned fruit supply, and in the small sized cans that are
hard to replace outside the US. I felt fortunate to have PagoPago as my next port of call. The gradually
diminishing wind fell to calm about midnight Saturday night. I motor-sailed through the glassy water,
hoping for a breeze, but none came until after dawn Sunday morning, and then it came as a gentle
zephyr from the NW. The run for the second day was only 86 miles."
PASSAGE 6, DAYS 3 AND 4. "That evening I was able to check into the Pacific Maritime Mobile Net
to report my position and to talk to B through Peter, WB6IOM, near Seattle. I killed the engine in order
to hear the radio better and decided to continue under sail alone for awhile and get a good sleep in the
calm conditions. The HM2 continued ghosting along at about one knot, but couldn't hold her course
very well, and I was motoring again about 3 AM. Monday's dawn was fiery, and it looked to me as
though there would be a change in the clear skies and calm seas; but the wind remained light and fluky
through the day and the following night."
PASSAGE 6, DAYS 5 AND 6. "Finally about dawn on Tuesday the breeze picked up from the SE, first
to 10 K and soon to 15 K. At noon I figured we had come just 362 miles from BoraBora in four days -a depressing 90-miles-a-day average -- with a bit more than twice as far yet to sail to PagoPago. I
hoped for things to improve, speed-wise, and sure enough in the afternoon the wind came around to the
SW and blew so that I had to tuck a reef in the main. All Tuesday night we made between 5 and 6 K on
our course, and by 7 a.m. on Wednesday I could look at a satisfying 123 miles run in 24 hours.
"Feeling pleased with myself, I set the clocks back an hour, to -11 hours on UTC, and had a festive
breakfast. The wind continued more from the SE now, and we rolled along through the day and night,
clicking off the miles, mostly under a partly furled genoa alone."

PASSAGE 6, DAYS 7 AND 8. "By noon on Thursday, we had come 619 miles in six days, a very
satisfactory 130 miles in the last 24 hours. The day was overcast and I expected the weather to
deteriorate. Gradually, the wind piped up, and by evening it was blowing 20 K from the E. By Friday
morning, it came from the E at 23 K and by midnight it topped out at 28 K from the NE. We kept
moving with much reduced sail, averaging 4.5 K over many hours, heading almost due west."
PASSAGE 6, DAY 9. "Saturday morning was rainy, but the wind dropped as it gradually moved around
to the N and finally to the NW. By that evening we were on a close reach, moving a bit slower now
with sails still reefed. At midnight the wind was from the W at 2-5 K. I tried a port tack, but the wind
vane couldn't hold a course in the left-over seas, and neither Tillermaster wanted to work properly. We
floundered a bit and sailed in circles for several hours until I could get the feedback mechanism fixed
on one of the Tillermasters. I was thankful to have a SatNav aboard, since things were still overcast
and my dead reckoning was reduced to absurdity by the confused sailing back and forth.
"There had been word on the ham network of a small cyclone about 400 miles SW of my position, and I
presume all of my unsettled weather came in the outer fringes of that system. At any rate, by Sunday
morning we were on course again and motor sailing in light and shifty, mostly SW, wind. By afternoon,
we had a bit of sun again. I shaved and felt better about things, but couldn't bring myself to shower in
the cooler than normal temperature."
PASSAGE 6, DAYS 10 AND 11. "We sailed on in SE-SW 8-12 K wind through Sunday evening and
Monday morning, making reasonable progress to the WNW. At noon we had about 120 miles to go,
and shortly after I had the American Samoan island of Ta'u in sight to the NW. It was a beautiful
afternoon, sunny but cool, with wind from the SE a bit light. Gradually it dropped off and I had to
motor to keep us moving toward Pago."
PASSAGE 6, DAY 12. "Tuesday morning I could see Tutuila off the starboard bow. The wind
remained light, out of the west at 2 K, and gave no help at all. We motored on and I blessed my trusty
Yanmar tractor engine. No purist, I! At noon HM2 had about 20 miles to go and I motored on, sick of
passage-making and eager for port, even so grimy as Pago was reported to be. At 5 PM, a bit before
dusk, I motored in to the beautiful elbow shaped bay on the S side of Tutuila."

Cruisers and tuna boats in Pago Harbor

American Samoa. "I found a convenient place to drop the anchor, not far from another old friend from
the ham nets, Sam McCluney, on his 37' O'Day sloop DX. There were perhaps a dozen yachts anchored
there, plus another dozen tied up around a rocky jetty on the S side of the harbor.
"On the North side were a row of metal buildings. From the constant whir of machinery and the ripe
smell on the wind, I judged they were the infamous tuna canneries. I was reminded of what they call
the 'smell of money' at Reedville, Virginia, back on the Chesapeake Bay. I've come a long way just to
recapture that perfume', I thought sleepily as I drifted off to sleep in the starboard berth (the one without
the rigged lee-cloth) for the first time in eleven days.
"I dinghied ashore Wednesday morning, bright but not too early, to search out the customs and
immigration officials. There was nothing obvious at the most official looking dock I could find. I
inquired at the adjacent Natural Resources Division office and they kindly called the proper people for
me. I told the voice on the other end who I was, and it said to bring the boat alongside the marina quay
and call again when I was ready to receive the boarding officers. I tried to avoid bringing the boat
alongside, to avoid the work, the wear and tear, and the ever-present cockroaches. I'd avoided it all
through the Pacific from Panama, but this was the good old US of A and I'd lost the contest before I
began. There was no other way.
"I hiked over to the quay, a kind of depressing rock and dirt jetty to which a dozen boats were moored
stern-to. SERENITY, a 35' sloop, was tied alongside, ready to depart for Western Samoa. Barbara and
Jim, the owners, invited me to raft alongside them until the officials came. They were expecting them at
2:30 PM. I rowed back to the HM2 and after rigging fenders over the starboard side, and digging out
long unused dock lines, I hauled up the anchor and motored slowly across the harbor and alongside.
"Shortly after, BRIGAND II came in and tied alongside my outboard side. They had just arrived from
BoraBora. I was puzzled because they had cleared out and departed (I thought) before I had. It turns
out they hadn't liked the westerly wind on their departure and had ducked behind a motu on the reef and
stayed there unofficially several more days, relaxing, diving, and waiting for a favorable wind.
"As we all waited for the officials to come, we chatted and I found that they were on the homeward leg
of a 4.5 year round-the-world trip, having visited through the Southwest Pacific, the Indian Ocean, Red
Sea, Mediterranean, Atlantic, Caribbean, and around. I was fascinated by Ian's story, particularly his
experiences going up the Red Sea. He convinced me right then to reconsider my projected trip around
the Cape of Good Hope.

The fabled Sadie Thompson's Hotel, Pago Pago

"Sam McCluney from DX came by to say hello. Jim and Barbara pointed out some of the best reprovisioning stores and the remains of the historic Sadie Thompson's hotel (and whorehouse), made
famous by Somerset Maugham and now being converted into part of a store complex. We passed the
time pleasantly for several hours and, sure enough, around 3 PM. a parade of five officials arrived.
"Standing by their cars on the quay, they handed me a half dozen forms. I filled them out on a handy
motor hood, offered my passport which was duly stamped, and I was cleared in. One of the men kindly
gave me a lift to the post office where I picked up a large armful of packages and mail from home.
"On the way back to the boat I fulfilled a fantasy and had a hamburger at the run-down but well known
Icewich Fale, just to let myself know I'd arrived. Back on the HM2 I motored back to my spot near the
head of the harbor, as far away from the offending canneries as I could get, and dropped the anchor
once more.
"That evening, I talked to Ken on HARRIER through the PMM net as he made his way N through the
light and variable winds of the equator toward Hawaii. I tried to get through to the West Coast for a
phone patch home but had no luck, mostly due to the mountains surrounding the bay, I think. I spent
the evening catching up on mail and magazines until 11 PM. -- far past my usual bedtime.
"Thursday morning my eyes felt gritty, but I began the re-provisioning process by motoring the dinghy
ashore through the wet harbor chop to visit the Burns-Philip store. In another small shop I found and
bought some print material for B. I called her from the Samoan Government Communications office
using my telephone credit card, and we were able to have a longer and more satisfying conversation
than our usual radio contact." (Ed. Yes, private phone calls are definitely better than ones the world is
listening to, but can you guess the cost? A total of 4 phone calls from Pago -- two to me, and one each
to Fritz and Hilde -- came to $138! We thought it wouldn't be so much since this was the US, hah.)
"More reading of magazines in the evening aboard the HM2.
"I rode a bus to Aoloaufou, a small town high on Mt. Olotele near the center of the island on Friday.
Actually, I had intended to go to a shopping center near the airport but missed the stop, so kept on to the
end of the line . It was beautiful, and a bit chilly up on the mountain. I could see for what seemed
hundreds of miles over the Pacific -- actually probably about 40.

Traditional Samoan home with tomb

"I enjoyed seeing the small homes, open fales, clustered together in attractive villages, all very neat and
clean. Often there would be one or more tombs in the front yard, all whitewashed and tended -perpetual care -- with kids and dogs and chickens doing their appointed business around about. That's
real family togetherness. I might reconsider my own wish to have ashes scattered at sea if we lived like
that.
"On the way back to Fagatogo, the actual main town by the harbor (the little village of PagoPago is at
the head of the bay), I stopped at the town of Utulei near the hospital and filled my knapsack and a net
bag with canned goods at Tom Ho Ching's supermarket, with the best prices I found on the island. In a
nearby shop I also managed to find some bronze oarlock sockets to replace some deteriorated ones on
the dink, and some large blue vinyl hose to cover her gunnels and reduce her shuddering thumps against
the topsides of the HM2. I felt quite pleased with my day.

Police Barracks, Tutuila, American Samoa

"Saturday, I stopped by the Rainmaker Hotel to look around -- it's the best hotel on the island and this
was my bow to my former travel-oriented existence in which I regularly checked out such facilities for
future group tours. This place was decidedly a bit seedy. It had wilted at the edges since its days as a
Pan Am hotel. Former glory that matched its one-time airline parent -- Now Pan Am is formerly
glorious itself, and no longer flies the Pacific.
"I bought several small circular pieces of tapa cloth to include in the 'CARE package' I was assembling
for B. On the way back to the boat I picked up another large load of canned goods. I had an evening
meal in a little Korean restaurant near the waterfront. I was unfamiliar with the cuisine, but found their
broiled fish and Kim Chee delicious.
"I spent the next day, Sunday, on the boat and forced myself to clean out the gooey mess in the canned
goods locker. I probably would have put it off longer, but I had to have a place to stow the growing
new mountain of cans on the cabin sole. In the process I had to discard another 5-6 corroded cans of
fruit -- a total loss of about $15 worth of fruit and, worst of all, it couldn't easily be replaced because the
local stores didn't carry small cans.

"Apparently, the cause of all the trouble was one or two cans of pineapple which rusted or corroded
through, letting out juice which then did its job on other cans in a domino effect, all in a short period of
time. This was one of the yukkier jobs I've had on this cruise.
"In the afternoon I tried to use the computer to start this section of the Opus, but found that, while she
booted up properly and waited for my first typed command, she could accept only the first key stroke
before locking up. Not believing this, I cut off the power and rebooted, same result, and again. Finally
I decided I had an oxidation problem on a PC board plug or chip socket. Pulling off the back of the
machine, I reseated all the chips and cable plugs I could find and tried again; same result. If I had a gun
aboard, I'd have blown my brains out. I didn't need this!
"Jezebel is my link with the world via the written word. She's also my memory, with dozens of projects
stored on her magnetic disks. I'd become accustomed to her glowing face as I typed away on many a
lonely evening. I couldn't deal with a pencil or ball point pen any more.... I struggled on for several
hours with absolutely no progress."
*********
(Ed: No, Jezebel isn't fixed yet, but things do cheer up for Karl. The rest of this eleventh letter will be
along pretty soon. In the meantime, thanks to all for letters, calls, and offers of assistance. If you know
it or not, your supportiveness is a major factor in making this Voyage possible.
Love, B and K
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