Log of the HILDE M2

Vol. 2, No. 8

Issued by the Admiralty, Accokeek, Maryland

December 12, 1987

HE'S HOME! On Saturday, November 21, at about 1 AM, Karl is greeted at Dulles Airport by your
editor, son Fritz, and friends Bob and Deb Meaut. He's thin, has a lot of white hair and beard, and
looks great!
********
THE FIFTEENTH LETTER FROM THE CAPTAIN completes the story of Phase I of The Voyage:
"Thursday, October 15, I was up at 5:30 AM to make ready for what might be a rough upwind trip to
Lautoka. The weather prediction on Radio Fiji promised 20K easterlies with rough seas, but the
conditions in our anchorage behind Waya LaiLai Island were light.
"John and I agreed to go for it rather than wait, with the JANE RHODES making SE for Malolo and the
HM2 heading more directly E for Lautoka. We both headed S along the protected W side of Waya
LaiLai, but I soon turned E through the passage between it and Kuata Island, and found a funnel effect
that produced 20K on the nose!
"That and the choppy waves slowed me to a crawl while I wistfully watched the JANE RHODES
reaching S and rapidly diminishing in size. Once through the gap, though, I was able to free up the
sheets and went well in the 10K breeze, still motor sailing to make the best time before the expected
stronger winds.
"Using ranges on Tai Island and Vomo LaiLai, I was able to judge where to turn more easterly again to
clear the reefs W of Lautoka, and gained the anchorage near Queen's Wharf by noon. The promised
fresh easterly wind never materialized, and I was properly thankful for the fairly flat seas. So went my
first truly upwind trip in months. Talk about luck!"
*********
LAUTOKA. "That afternoon I scooted into town to mail off film for processing and home, and to go by
Carpenter's Shipping to order a couple of vital New Zealand charts for my approach to the Bay of
Islands. The charts were promised for Monday morning (sent over from the depot in Suva), and I
planned to clear with immigration and customs on Monday, for departure on Tuesday morning.
"The rest of my time in Lautoka was spent in a bit of sightseeing, as well as shopping for a few
essentials. Along the way I bought a non-essential -- a sari to take home to B." (Editor's Note: What's
so non-essential about that?) "I'd been taken with the graceful saris on the Indian women in both Suva

and Lautoka and thought she'd enjoy having one from Fiji." (Ed.: He's right! This one is deep blue and
gold, just lovely, and has a blouse to go with.)
"Friday and Saturday I tanked up with diesel and water, making multiple trips with the dinghy to the
totally miserable dinghy landing by Queens Wharf. A friendly Fijian, by the name of Pius, graciously
let me tie up alongside the large powerboat on which he worked as engineer.
"The old 60 foot island-built boat belongs to the Women's Cooperative Project on Yaqeta (pronounced
Ngata). It has a 60-year-old British diesel engine, inherited from other boats before it. Pius manages to
keep it going with much tender loving care and occasional hard-to-get (now impossible, in post-coup
times) replacement parts that must be special ordered and shipped out from England. I wonder what
they'll do when it finally stops.
"Pius is Catholic, of course. He is very proud of the fact that the Pope visited Fiji a few years ago. We
chatted quite a bit, and I had him (Pius, that is) out to the HM2 one evening. He feels that the coups
were a huge mistake and will bring much hardship to all Fijians. He sees Col. Rambuka as a well
meaning and earnest man who has been influenced by Ratu Mara, the former Prime Minister who lost
the last election, and other mostly right wing members of the Great Council of Chiefs.
"Pius thinks the coups have set the country back many years economically, and that only a few people
will benefit. Personally, I suspect Pius is in the minority with his perception but that he's absolutely
right.
"Saturday, I treated myself to a vegetarian lunch at Gopal's restaurant near the marketplace. The
atmosphere and food were just about like my favorite place in Suva, the Hari Krshna restaurant. The
other place favored by me in Lautoka was Eddie Hin's South Sea restaurant, a delightful Chinese
establishment that combined low prices with huge portions of the most delectable chicken and cashews
and other good things."

HARE KRSHNA. "Sunday morning I walked to the Hari Krshna Temple near the botanical gardens,
their largest shrine in the South Pacific. The three white domes stood out rather strikingly in the upper
class residential area along Tavewa Avenue, with the Supreme Court of Fiji as a close neighbor.

"Inside, the second floor sanctuary had a mirror-like marble floor and colorful images that depict
Krishna. The central one shows him dancing on the snake, Kaliya, subduing it before banishing it to an
island which many Indians believe to be Fiji. The South Pacific Handbook (my main reference during
the past 10 months or so and the source of most of the knowledge I've been dispensing in these letters)
says that the indigenous Fijiians have also long known a serpent god named Dengei.
"I arrived in time for the 11 AM service and entered after removing my thongs. A small group was
already chanting. I found a place along the left side with the men and boys. Women were seated on the
floor at the right. I found the cross-legged position quite uncomfortable, especially on the hard marble,
even with a thin grass mat. My buttocks got cold, then numb, and the insides of my thighs began to
ache.
"The chanting was fun, almost hypnotic, and I joined in easily with the clapping and sing-song 'Hare
Krshna, Hare Krshna; Krshna, Krshna; Hare, Hare; Hare Rama, Hare Rama; Rama, Rama; Hare, Hare'.
With the drums and small cymbals, it was a fine noise we made! Later in the service, conch shells were
blown, bells rung, and we heard stories from Vedic literature and a sermon (none of which I understood,
of course). Offerings could be placed on trays with small lighted candles. After the service, I got to
talking with Mike, a young Californian who is one of the leaders. He has been in Fiji four months and
feels he's making a real contribution here, helping bring the message to more Melanesian people.
Currently the faith has mostly people of Indian extraction, though I noticed a few indigenous Fijians in
the small congregation of about 60 people. I stayed on for the reception and a vegetarian meal
afterwards, and enjoyed the event immensely. Altogether, it could have been just a very exotic
Methodist Sunday get-together, but the food was healthier.
"In a way, the stay in Lautoka was a bit sad. First, I was about to leave Fiji and would have liked to stay
longer. Also, there's the drought. The west of Viti Levu is always dry, but the lack of rain this year has
been brutal. The grass is brown and dry. The palms droop. They have needed rain so badly and have
gotten almost none this year -- another manifestation of the El Nino, I understand.
"The weather gurus are saying that the cyclones will come early this year, too, to add insult to injury for
these long suffering people. (As I write this, though, near mid-November, the first cyclone hasn't come
to Fiji -- so maybe they'll be spared that problem.)
"Monday I went to town and picked up my NZ charts as well as some groceries for the passage, but I
couldn't find a single onion in the town! I went to nearly a dozen stores, both large and small, as well
as the market, all without any luck. The embargo on shipping from New Zealand and Australia by their
trade unions (in response to a crackdown by Rambuka on some Fiji unions) is really showing up on the
dinner table there now.
"Clearance from Fiji was easy. Stops were made at the labor and immigration office in the town, the
port authority (harbor dues of 71 cents Fiji), and the customs office at the Queens Wharf, and I was
officially gone from the country. I planned an early departure Tuesday morning for Malolo LaiLai,
where I would do a last few boat jobs and wait for a good 'window' for my New Zealand departure."
********

MUSKET COVE REVISITED. "Tuesday dawned clear with good reef visibility, and I was away at
8:30 AM, not as early as I had hoped, but in good time since the trip took only five hours. At Musket
Cove I lost no time taking some accumulated laundry to the ladies in the wash room. Incredibly, I
found about a dozen onions, which I bought on the spot at the 'Trader' store -- probably the last onions
left in all of Fiji! Now my supplies for the boat were complete.
"I spent Wednesday on the boat changing zincs and engine oil, sucking goop from the bottom of the
fuel tanks, tightening the shaft log, and moving the Bruce anchor back by the port shrouds for the sea
passage, to lighten the bow. Thursday, I dove down and polished up the bottom for an extra quarter
knot of speed, and rearranged the clothing storage in the vee-berth so I could find my warm gear on the
way south.
"That afternoon, I went ashore to redeem my laundry and to spend the last of my Fiji money buying
some nice shell earrings and tee shirts from the small gift shop operated by Louis Czakelter, a yachtie
who has settled here and does lapidary and scrimshaw work. He and his wife live on their yacht
DRAGON in the lagoon.
"I spent the evening at the bistro, enjoying the pig-on-a-spit and the company of Tom, N6NRJ, from the
yacht MARIAH, a Morgan Out Island 44, and his new young crew, Jeff, a super eager fellow from
Newton, Massachusetts, who hadn't sailed until two weeks ago but is making up for lack of experience
with loads of enthusiasm.
"Together we watched a James Bond movie, a premiere in the South Pacific, we were told, specially
shown for a meeting of journalists at the resort. I can't remember the name of the flic, but it had the full
measure of blood, guts, unbelievable (read laughable) high tech automobile stuff, and thin plot about a
double dealing Russian spy chief. The social life and entertainment held me at the club until near
midnight. When I returned to Deepwater Point, I had to drag the dinghy 50 yards across the sand to the
low tide water. I slept well when I finally got aboard the HM2.
"Friday, things still didn't look good for the start of the passage, weather-wise, so I puttered around the
boat, battening things down generally, and got the dingy up on deck, cleaned and lashed down tightly. I
even got the coordinates for departure, waypoints, and destination programmed into the SatNav.
"My planning involved a dog-leg course from Malolo to a point at approximately 28 degrees S, 172-30'
E, then to Cape Wiwiki, the westerly headland of the Bay of Islands, New Zealand, about 35-9' S, 17410' E. The distance to run figured to about 1050 miles, and I hoped to do it in 10 days or less. The
reason for the dog-leg to the west was to allow for expected strong south westerly winds below 30
degrees south."
********
PASSAGE 9. "With a reasonably good sounding weather report, four boats left Malolo LaiLai on
Saturday morning, October 24. JOUTSIKKI and DIKE, the two Finnish boats, led off, followed by the
JANE RHODES and finally the HM2. I was last because I copied the forecast on the ham radio and
relayed it to the other three on the Marine VHF before I cast off.

"When I left, I followed a slightly different route, making for the pass in the barrier reef NW of Malolo
rather than the one SE, since my plan was to make westing as early as possible. I was off by 8:45 AM
and had cleared the barrier reef at 10:45. The first few hours were spent in the wind shadow of Viti
Levu and were light going motor sailing.
"By noon the breeze had piped up and it wasn't long before I had more wind than I needed or wanted!
By 3 PM it was blowing 30K from the ESE and I was reefed down and moving violently in waves that
seemed to have a square shape. I was sick of course, as I often am at the start of a trip, and this trip was
starting off rough. Before long I had some old familiar deck leaks and a few new ones as well, as heavy
spray came over the top of the cabin constantly. I rigged plastic sheets inside as best I could, but spent
most of my time in the starboard bunk, which was rigged as a sea berth. Mercifully, that area remained
dry.
"I had no trouble checking the course and watching for ship traffic every 20 minutes or so. The
seasickness isn't really very debilitating. I had taken care to eat nothing for 12 hours before I left, and
ate nothing for the first day at sea. I did drink water to ward off dehydration and, while most of that
came up, I did retain some. I took no medication at all and generally felt better than if I had used the
scopolamine. The ear patches tend to make me spaced-out and zombie-like. I haven't used them since
the Virgin Islands." (Ed: Humph! To each his/her own. If I’m ever on the boat again, I shall choose to
be patched-up and spaced-out.)
"As time went on and I saw absolutely no other vessel, I gradually lengthened my down time to half an
hour and eventually hourly. With no shipping between New Zealand and Fiji, I figured there would be
next to no boat traffic, and apparently I was right. I saw no ship in the next 11 days!
"At night I used my all-round white light at the masthead, the one most boats use as anchor lights.
When I was down for any long period I kept the Marine VHF tuned to Channel 16 and hoped that any
ship that sighted me would cal1. I didn't use the Locata radar detector because it gives false alarms and
jerks me out of the bunk with absolutely no ship in sight. I've wondered if perhaps this might be
triggered by some aircraft radar over the horizon. As it is, it's useless, in fact worse than useless, more
of a nuisance.
"Gradually, the wind backed around to ENE and abated a bit, blowing rather constantly at about 22K,
and the HM2 made just under 5K all through Sunday in spite of short sails. Monday it slacked off a bit
more, but I still averaged close to 5K and I began to think I might finish the trip in 9 days or so. Also, I
was beginning to feel human again, even spent some time rigging a rather sophisticated system of poly
sheet gutters over the chart table and port berth to divert deck leak water to the sink or the bilge." (Ed:
This I would like to see.)
"I kept one ear cocked to the ham net each morning when Harry Mitchell, KL7MZ on the yacht
WHALE SONG, would get a weatherfax map from Australia and interpret it for the rest of us. He
warned of a large low-pressure area making up in the Australian bight, and I began to worry about the
possibility of gale force winds below 30 degrees S in a few days.
"In the meanwhile, I kept heading SSW, generally making between 4 and 5 K, depending upon the wind
and the waves. Wednesday night, October 28, I actually slowed the boat down because it sounded as
though the low was heading right for my track below 28 degrees south. Thursday morning I heard that

the low had veered to the SE and slipped below the North Island of New Zealand, and I had lost about
30 miles or so on my advancement.
"The wind turned more to the N and lightened up so that I was running almost directly downwind and
making rather poor time in 3.5-4K for many hours. ‘Still, it's better,' I thought, ‘than 40K winds and
huge seas,' and I was content to listen to Radio Australia on the short-wave radio and think about being
home for Thanksgiving.
"I heard on the morning ham net that DIKE had returned to Malolo on that first day that was so rough.
I relayed a message to another ham who had just arrived in Opua so that the people on JOUTSIKKI
would know what had happened and would not worry when they got there and didn't find DIKE.
"Thursday afternoon the wind lightened still more and swung to the W. At 6 PM, the sea was glassy
and I motored through most of the night. Friday morning it picked t. up lightly from the W. The day
was sunny and bright and I went naked in the cockpit for the first (and last) time on this passage. I took
advantage of the smooth sailing to patch a hole that had been punched in the hard dinghy by the rocks
on the jetty at Lautoka.
"Gradually the wind came around to the SW and fell off until we were hardly moving. At 7 PM I began
to motor again and I was becoming a bit disgusted. Much of Saturday I tacked to the SE in light SSW
wind. That night I had an interesting QSO with Janet Murphy, KA2AJJ, on APOGEE, Southern Cross
31 #148 from Barnegat, NJ. She had heard me on the Pacific Maritime Mobile ham net and recognized
the HILDE M. It seems that Ralph deGroodt of the SC owners' group had been passing copies of this
Log to them and they had been following my antics. Ah, such is fame!
"APOGEE was on its way from Raritonga in the Cook Islands to Opua, and I expect to see them there
before I fly home for the holidays. Small world! That same night I was able to talk to B and heard that
new infant grandson Cory Alexander had been back to hospital, not feeling well, but was now better."
(Ed: Usually I am hoping that K will call, but this time I was relieved that he didn't call the night before
while we were worried about Cory!)
"I also heard that Hilde's doctor said she's progressing all right after her second annual back operation.
Just as I finished on the radio, a squall laid the HM2 on her ear and I had to scramble to shorten sail.
Gee, if I just had a crew to handle the mundane business of sailing so I could play with my high-tech
toys!
"Sunday, the wind came almost directly from the S and I tacked first to port and then to starboard,
sailing not too badly, but making good only about 60 miles in the desired S direction. Then the wind
gradually increased again to 20K, and I had to reef down. My speed decreased to 3.6K, but the heeling
and pounding diminished, too, and I'm sure I made much less leeway.
"Still the tacking went on, 12 or more hours at a time, on magnetic bearings of about 130 and 220. I
couldn't seem to point much higher and move well. The waves would bring me nearly to a standstill
when I pinched more to the S. Monday was completely overcast and the wind continued from the S
from 18-22K, and the tacking continued.

"Tuesday was a repeat, but with slightly diminished wind in the 12-15K range. By late that afternoon,
it was down to 5K, still directly from the S. I did a fuel calculation and decided that, if necessary, I
could motor sail the entire rest of the way to Opua. Cranking up the trusty engine, I sheeted in tight and
motored at 160 degrees all through the night making good progress in nearly the right direction for a
change.
"The source of my contrary winds was a huge 1026 Mb high that had been camping down near the N
Island of New Zealand for days. It was that high-pressure area that had been holding off the lowpressure troughs that usually crosses the Tasman Sea at this time of the year with their gales. On the
whole, I had been having good luck in spite of the slow going, and I was properly thankful. That didn't
stop me from motoring to get in as soon as I could, because the high was sure to move on to the E, and
SW gales would surely follow.
"Wednesday was another overcast day. I continued to motor, nearly due S as the wind began to shift to
the SW. By noon it had freshened to the point where I could sail well and I switched off the engine. At
3 PM I was bounding along under the staysail and reefed main alone in 20 K wind - and on the wind I
could definitely whiff a grassy flowery smell. The boat was like a horse headed for the stable and I was
in no mood to hold her back.
"Gradually I came under the lee of the North Island of New Zealand and the wind and waves
diminished once more. Still it was obvious that the weather was changing and I was getting in just in
time to beat a good chance of a dusting. I spotted the coast to the starboard at 4:20 PM just about on
schedule and gave my position to the Maritime Mobile Net at 4:30 as 20 miles N of Cape Brett.
Shortly later I made contact with Keri Keri Radio in the Bay of Islands on the marine VHF radio.
"Fortunately, the overcast had begun to clear and the full moon I had planned upon was bright enough
for me to visually spot 'The Ninepin' a high rock outcrop just off Cape Wiwiki. We rounded the corner,
actually only a 10 degree jog to starboard, at 8:30 PM and soon had the powerful red/white/green
leading lights of the channel to Opua ahead to the SSW.
"The entrance of the Bay of Islands is poorly lit for an approach from the N. I was tremendously
relieved to have the moonlight and good visibility that let me gauge my position off Cape Wiwiki and
Whale Rock, two unlit hazards that have settled the hash of various small boats over the years. An
approach buoy would be a very welcome addition here as a point of reference in conjunction with the
light at Cape Brett.
"After talking again with Keri Keri Radio and MAWINGO, a sailboat anchored off the town of Paihia
just W of the entrance to Veronica Channel, I decided to anchor there myself for the night and proceed
up the channel in the morning. Bryan, the skipper of the MAWINGO, kindly talked me into the
anchorage past the shoals at Hermione Rock and Mickey Rock and the HM2 found a berth beside him
in 8' of water at 10:30 PM. We were at rest for the first time in 11.5 days and the passage was
completed. Certainly not a record for speed, but a good trip for all of that. I slept well."
OPUA, BAY OF ISLANDS. "In the morning I followed MAWINGO slowly over areas shown on the
chart as having less than a meter of water as we made our way S to rejoin the Veronica Channel. It was
near high tide, of course, but I was glad to have a man with local knowledge ahead of me. Then I

blanched because I had forgotten to ask Bryan about his draft. He had asked me, though, the night
before, and knew that he drew 6" more than I, so all was well.
"We pulled in to the large wharf in Opua at 9:30 AM in brilliant sunshine. The little town made a nice
picture with pretty yachts of all sizes moored off or tied alongside its docks. It was a scene that
reminded me of countless small New England towns. Des Renner, the Harbourmaster for the
Northland Harbour Board helped me tie alongside the wharf and welcomed me to New Zealand. He
was most friendly and helpful.

Tied up in Opua

"Not far behind him was George Duttle, one of my sailing buddies from Tonga and Fiji who had sailed
down a couple of weeks previously in his 24' FRANCES THERESA. I felt better about my 11-day
passage when he said it had taken him 22! He had also experienced light winds, but he had been
reluctant to use his engine since he didn't carry much diesel.
"The harbour dues of $50 NZ seemed high (certainly the highest so far on this trip) but they had been
expected, and they do cover amenities like free hot showers at the Cruising Club, drinking water
hydrants on the wharf for convenient tank filling, and even free trash pick-up from yachts in the Bay of
Islands anchorages during the cruising season. It's the same for a tiny single hander like the FRANCES
THERESA or a 74' Swan with 7 aboard like ODALISQUE which came in about the same time I did.
Walter and his crew made the trip from Lautoka in 7 days, motoring most of the way. I was feeling
better by the minute about my passage!
"The Harbour dues didn't bother me very much in spite of the complaints of many yachties. I was too
glad to be here and Des was most helpful and kind to me. He invited me to remain tied up at the wharf
until Monday when I was due to be hauled out at Ashby's Boatyard nearby.
"Shortly after I arrived, 'Stan' Stenstrom on NEREIDOS came in and I invited him to raft alongside. We
had talked by ham radio about four days previously when we were both about 400 miles N of North
Cape and he was concerned about his delayed arrival due to a broken mizzen mast. His daughter,

Maria, was waiting in Opua to crew for him and he knew she would worry. I had been able to pass a
message to Keri Keri Radio about the delay. As it happened, I met Maria on the dock when I arrived
and was able to tell her that her dad was on the way just behind me, and she was overjoyed. It's things
like this than make amateur radio so great for cruisers.
"The NZ Customs, Immigration, and agricultural people arrived very quickly arranged through Keri
Keri Radio the night before. With just a bit of paperwork the HM2 and I were cleared into New Zealand
but not before I had signed a Deferred Tax statement agreeing to pay the government more than
$25,000 NZ if I should import the boat or sell it there. Needless to say, I'll be sailing on!
"All the officials were pleasant and helpful. Two of them were yachtsmen themselves. The Agriculture
Inspector checked out my food stores and took my few remaining onions, a half-used squeeze bottle of
honey, and a small packet of beef jerkey. He would have taken any eggs I had and any meat, canned or
otherwise, that had come from Central or South America. Fortunately I had been warned by other Hams
and had used up all my canned goods from Panama and Ecuador before I arrived. Altogether the
formalities may have taken an hour, a nice welcome to Kiwi Land.
"My first stop in town was the Post Office at the head of the wharf, where I introduced myself to
Margaret (known as the World's Best Postmistress to generations of yachties here, and as Saint
Margaret by a few smart-ass others) who smiled and handed me a good-sized packet of mail addressed
to me in care of Ashby's. She said that Jim and Madeline Ashby get their mail the same way and she
knew I'd get it faster from 'the source'.

The Opua Store and Post Office, right next to the Town Dock

"Next door in the Opua Store I changed $60 US for $100 NZ and lost no time buying some French
bread, eggs, and onions. In the snack shop I ordered a hamburger in a ritual that I've repeated at the end
of nearly every passage, just to let myself know I've arrived. In this case it was a mistake because when
I got back to the boat the Stenstroms wanted me to join them for lunch: a truly marvelous fish casserole
they had baked using a Bonito he had caught the previous evening. This father/daughter combination
from Gothenburg, Sweden certainly set a fine impromptu table.
"The Customs Inspector had told me this (Nov 6) was Guy Fawkes Day and that there would be
bonfires and fireworks throughout the country. George and I went to Ferryman's, the local restaurant,
for supper to celebrate the fact that he had the FRANCES THERESA hauled and cradled on dry land
where she will be for the next year while he goes backpacking through parts of SE Asia. He's tired of
single-handing, at least for awhile.

"During the meal we talked with the proprietors, Ian and Pat and their 5 year old, Chris. Somewhere
along the way we got invited to go along with them to English Bay nearby for the local Guy Fawkes
celebration. Naturally, we accepted, so off we went in the breezy back of the family pickup truck. It
was my first evening ashore in New Zealand and things were literally starting off with a bang!
"The local younger element and their families had gathered at English Bay around a huge bonfire built
of driftwood gathered along the beach. The kids had sparklers, rockets, pinwheels, and the like - just
like the Fourth-of-July celebrations used to be at home. I wished I'd had time to go by the boat and pick
up an outdated flare or two to add to the festivity, but there were more than enough to satisfy even the
youngest and most avid pyromaniac.
"Friday morning I hitchhiked 11 Km to Paihia to get some operating cash at the nearest branch of the
Bank of New Zealand using my VISA card. Back in Opua I washed 3 loads of laundry in the coin
machines at the general store and placed a call through NZ Telephone to B at home. I'd tried
transmitting from the boat with no success, probably because I was surrounded by masts much taller
than mine.
"The weekend was mostly spent on the boat writing and eating delicious French bread with NZ butter.
I could feel the pounds going back on but I couldn't help myself. The JANE RHODES came in on
Sunday, having anchored off after arrival on Saturday night. Their passage took 14.5 days and was
similar to mine: mostly headwinds. My friends on JOUTSIKKI had come in three days before me and
now the JANE RHODES three days after, so the HILDE M2 made a perfectly average passage.

More yacht arrivals at the Town Dock

"I visited with David Jones, a Welsh single-hander who had come in Friday on his _ 36' steel replica of
Joshua Slocum's SPRAY, called ZANE SPRAY. I thought it was a cute play on the name of one of the
favorite authors of my childhood -- and appropriate, since Zane Grey was an avid boatman and sport
fisherman who frequently visited New Zealand. It turned out, though, that Davey had something else in
mind, since his mother's family name was Zane and his previous boats were Zane I and Zane II.
"He built the ZANE SPRAY in 2 years, learning to weld as he went. It certainly looked professional
enough. He's still completing the interior as he goes along his route sailing eastabout. So far he had
stopped in Capetown and Darwin, I believe, and his next stop will be the Falkland Islands after

rounding Cape Horn. Apparently he enjoys long passages and heavy weather sailing. I guess old Josh
Slocum and he would have hit it off pretty well. I forgot to ask Davey if he carries tacks aboard.
"Monday morning I motored around to Ashby's Yard a quarter mile up the KawaKawa River past the
Opua Wharf. Jim Ashby lost no time but hauled the HM2 out of the water with a heavy crane just
before noon. At one point the boat and I were dangling 30 feet in the air, as we swung across to a low
slung steel trailer where Jim and Warrick blocked our keel and quickly built a cradle from sturdy
timbers. Shortly later, we were safely tucked into a slot in the small busy yacht yard, high and dry _ for
the next month and a half, during which time I'll have a number of jobs done and fly home for the
holidays with my family.

HM2 high and dry at Ashby's Boatyard

"Living on a boat on land is a new experience for me. I have to climb down a ladder to go to the toilet.
I hadn't actually realized that I'm up a couple of times in the night usually. Ordinarily, I can do what I
need to do without thoroughly waking up, but here I could break my neck.
"There was an interesting chap parked next to me in the yard. His name is Hiro and he single-handed
down from Tokyo on his 26' sloop JACENI. He's a month younger than I am, but I swear he looks lots
older than I do. We compared notes on boat equipment since JACENI was being fitted up with a
windvane, maststeps, and roller furling jib. The people in the yard seem to be doing a very
workmanlike job on his boat, so I'm very optimistic about my own jobs.
"One of my first tasks was to arrange for re-welding of broken pulpit and pushpit stanchions. I'd been
nursing them along ever since the weldments started to go up in Panama. Fortunately I found Lothar, a
transplanted German kiwi who has a metalwork shop just a couple hundred yards from HM2's cradle.
He not only will fix my stanchions but he will construct some bomb-proof bow rollers and a stainless
mini gallows mount for the solar panel and my HF radio antennas behind the backstay. We spent more
than hour talking and drawing sketches with blackboard chalk on his big rusty steel workbench.

"I've spent time doing a number of low skilled tasks that may save me a bit o money, the hardest of
these has been the chipping and scraping off the accumulated bottom paint. It's a miserable messy
business that I hate. After a couple days in the yard the HM2 looks like she'll never sail again. Her
pulpit and pushpit are off, gear is stacked around the deck and she looks forlorn.
"A trip down to the wharf on Thursday was interesting. I n addition to letters from B, Hilde, Fritz, and
Betty Heyman, I found old friends from the Galapagos and the Marquesas on HARMONY, AMULET,
and ZYRIA tied alongside and clearing customs. It was like old home week. In addition, I got a free hot
shower at the Cruising Club. We've got 'em at the boatyard, but it costs a dollar and isn't quite as nice.
"I've been eating on the boat almost exclusively. The one restaurant in the town is overpriced and the
food and service not the best. The carryout run by the same people seems far better and less expensive
comparatively, so I've gotten some snacks there. The General Store has most food items but again
seems a bit pricey. I will eventually have to restock the boat, but hope I will be able to find a less
expensive place to do it.
"Looking at boat hardware in the small chandlery at Ashby's Yard I'm already thinking about things to
buy in the States and carry back. New Zealand definitely is suffering from inflation. The yachties are
telling me some prices have gone up 20% a year over the past two years. I doubt that the concept of
discount boating equipment has come to New Zealand, but it's high time it did. Maybe I could make
millions, like Richard Swartz did, with a 'BOAT/NZ'!
"One overdue job I completed was removal of the main sheet traveler from the cabin top and
reinstallation with new bedding compound. I'm hopeful that will cure 80% of my deck leak problems,
especially those over the chart table . Like many such chores, its doing wasn't nearly as troublesome as I
had imagined. It's a shame I hadn't buckled down and finished it earlier.
"Simon Willis, a sailmaker from nearby Keri Keri came by one morning and I arranged for some
preventive maintenance on the main, staysail and genny. I hope they'll last me at least another year
though they're already beginning to show the ravages of the tropic sun.
"On Wednesday the 18th I started removing everything in sight on the boat and packing it into the Vberth area in order to get it under lock and key during my seven week absence in the states. There's not
much problem with breakins and thievery in NZ - Jim Ashby said there hadn't been a problem in his
yard in over a year, but that very night someone went aboard TEAL two cradles away from me and took
a VCR and a television set while the crew were in town for dinner! Interestingly, the thief ignored a
SatNav unit lying dismounted nearby that probably cost twice as much as the VCR/TV.
"The yard should be relatively safe because many owners live aboard while their boats are being
worked on, but the area is unfenced and there's no security lighting so I'm somewhat apprehensive.
Anyway, I spent most of two days and some considerable trouble to get everything inside and locked,
leaving the combination with the Ashbys.
"Finally, early on the 20th I climbed down the ladder for the last time with three small bags, wearing a
homemade poncho made from one of my poly cabin rain gutters, and walked a rainy kilometer into
town where I caught the Clark's van that connects with their busline to Auckland. The trip took about

five hours and was very interesting. On the bus one of the local women told me all about the
Continental Airlines crash in Denver a few days earlier. The gorgeous scenery almost took my mind off
the upcoming flights on Continental via Honolulu and Denver.
"Auckland was as I remembered it, bustling and alive, with a chilly breeze and a light drizzle over the
harbor. I walked about a block from the bus terminal and saw that the RAINBOW WARRIOR was still
tied alongside the quay, now with most of her superstructure gone and stripped of all equipment. She'll
soon be towed away and sunk to make an artificial reef.

Rainbow Warrior on the right, about to go to her final rest

"I visited the NZ Radio Frequency Management Office and arranged to receive a reciprocal amateur
license when I return in January. I also stood in line at the immigration office for an hour and a half to
get a new visa for my return, only to find out that regulations had changed and a visa is no longer
necessary for US citizens.
"My Continental flight got away nearly an hour late, about 10 PM, but all went smoothly and we made
up some time before arriving in Honolulu. No problem with the connection, and I flew onward to the
E, only dimly conscious of the in-flight movie and the meals. The flight from Denver had some empty
seats and I was able to abandon my port side aisle seat for three in the center section where I could
almost stretch out."
HOME AT LAST! "My homecoming at Dulles Airport was exciting. B and our older son Fritz were
there and so were Bob and Debby Meaut. They all braved a snow shower and cold snap to meet my 1
AM arrival on Saturday the 21st.
"I was delighted with the hugs and kisses, but the attention of the group soon seemed to center around
Jezebel, the ailing ZP171 computer. They wanted to see her RIGHT NOW and I had trouble opening
her watertight Pelican case. It wasn't until I had loosened a screw to re-pressurize the case that I could
get her out. Everyone seemed more concerned over her than about ME, who had just spent 30 hours
travelling to see them. Sic transit gloria!"
***********

POSTSCRIPT, by your editor. It sure is great having a man around the house again! This vacation for
Karl could last forever, as far as I'm concerned. We've had a good time so far, with all the kith and
kinder coming for T'Day, which is always a big celebration in the extended Familie Edler. Most of
them are coming again for Christmas, so we're expecting a lot of fun then too. Future plans? So many
of you have asked. Well, K leaves Dulles on January 10 to return to Ashby's Boatyard at Opua. In
addition to completing the jobs on the HM2, he figures it'll take at least a week just to get everything
back in operating position, in other words a lot of work he's not especially looking forward to.
After he gets her launched again, there'll be lots of good sailing in the NZ waters, and I expect he'll feel
better about continuing The Voyage some more. Right now he's full of very mixed feelings, as you
might expect if you think about it. He's spending some time while he's home going over some new
information he's gotten and plotting some possible routes for future phases.
The options are pretty open. There are several possibilities for getting from NZ to the Red Sea, for
example. Australia has recently become much less hospitable to sailors, and K may not spend much
time there at all. Then there are even more exciting options for the Mediterranean and other parts of
Europe, maybe extending over a couple of additional years -- the kind of years where he stays home and
does all the work for six months, and then sails for six months, that is.
It's been interesting to me that quite a few of you have expressed considerable interest in the idea that K
"must continue what he has started", as if he's made some sort of vow to circumnavigate. Now the true
story is that K has always said only that he's "going as far as it's fun". And the real behind-the-scenes
story is that I'd like for him to become a landlubber soonest.
But, it all comes down to an interrelated network of factors like health (of person and of family),
condition (of boat and of finances), and external situation. In summary, EVERYTHING DEPENDS
UPON EVERYTHING! Stay tuned.
**********
THANKS, THANKS, THANKS! -- for your support during the past fourteen months. It's meant a lot to
both of us.
Hope to see you more during the coming year. Watch for Volume 3 of The Log around the end of
February or so. Until then, take care of yourselves.
Love, B and K
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