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VOLUME 3! A whole new phase of The Voyage begins! Karl and the HM2 are enjoying cruising
again; the long month of living aboard in dry-dock is over, hooray!
The SIXTEENTH LETTER FROM THE CAPTAIN brings us up to date. Started about the seventh of
February' it begins:
"I’ve been back in NZ for five weeks and it seems more like five months! It has been a busy time but
surely I could have gotten a 'Log' written and off to you all' somehow I just kept putting it off. Writer's
Block' I guess. Anyway, now that I'm cruising again I can't put it off any longer, so here goes!
"The trip home for the holidays was fabulous but the seven weeks weren't nearly long enough." (Ed.
How true, how true!) "There were so many friends to see and so many things to do! I danced and ate
and bounced grandson Cory on my knee and wallowed in the luxury of hot showers, a double bed, and
real living space. The best thing was being with my partner of nearly 36 years. The wintry climate
didn't dampen my spirits but my South Pacific tan quickly faded. Incredibly, I never caught a cold
either home or here though I was sure I would. B had one and by rights I should have got hers (we did
kiss occasionally).
''I was really glad to see and talk with so many of you. I just wish I could have had more time with each
person. I didn't get to really finish a single conversation. I'm still thinking about and treasuring all the
good wishes, not to mention such excellent cruising gifts as the wonderful special muesli (with recipe)
from sailor-neighbors Dave and Mary Bernheisel, good reading in the 'Prince of Tides', from ex-boss
and friend John Horn, and the marvelous cartoon drawn by second generation folk dancing friend
Christopher Hibben.
"Boy, that picture tells it all! I spent three weeks just putting things back together on the boat and
finding niches for new gear as well as old. I took advantage of the trip home to bring back many
needed items. Example: a replacement bow light cost $12 in the US, $45 in NZ. I had so much heavy
gear in my bags (expertly packed by B) that I had to make three trips from the bus stop in Opua to the
boatyard. And not a thing broken or dented. Fortunately I had no problems with the airline, NZ
Customs, or Clark's Northland Coach.
"The trip back was long and tiring but Continental did a super job and I have nothing but praise for
their great price and professional performance. My special thanks to former coworker Bob Meaut and
to Rita, his very efficient travel agency manager, for lining it all up.
**********

(Ed. Note: Fair warning to landlubbers -- from here until the next row of stars is technical stuff about
HM2 herself....) "On return January 12, I found that the people at Ashby's Yard had completed stripping
HM2's bottom back to the gelcoat, and had ground out and re-glassed the spot on the keel where we'd
bounced on the ICW in North Carolina. The two months' drying time produced only a half dozen
widely scattered quarter--sized boatpox and no more delamination like the kind we had a couple year’s
ago. The voids were filled and faired.
"Bill, the mechanic, had pulled the shaft and found it very worn at the stern bearing. Both the shaft and
bearing were replaced but the shaft log was kept. He did drill and tap the log to take a grease fitting, a
flexible tube leading to a standard nipple near the forward end of the engine. Another addition was a
flexible coupling that we hope will cut down shaft vibration and wear.
"You will remember that with great effort (because of the manufacturer's bankruptcy problems) B had
new bronze gudgeons and pintles made up after we heard reports of stainless corrosion and failure from
owners of sister boats. We inspected those on the HM2 very carefully and I had the Yard punch out the
bolts. Everything looked perfect and Jim Ashby strongly advised that I continue to use them. So I still
have bronze replacements in a locker. With the new stainless shaft the HM2 now has more stainless
under water than bronze.
"Lothar Kroger had completed re-welding of all the pulpit and pushpit stanchions. A few days after I
got back, he came over with two beautiful heavy duty bow rollers he'd designed and welded up. They
were works of art. A day later he finished the mini-gallows above the pushpit for the adjustable solar
panel mount. All of his stainless work was first-rate and I am more than pleased with it.
"We cut a new line 10 cm above the actual waterline (as marked by me in the water with all gear aboard
and in place in Fiji). Robert Aulett sprayed two coats of Epiglass 'l99' 2-part epoxy barrier coat on the
bottom, followed at one day intervals by two coats of Epiglass 'E-type' hard blue antifouling and three
coats of Epiglass 'XL' red ablative antifouling. I hope the combination will take me to the
Mediterranean. At least' the contrasting undercoat will give me a few months warning when it's time to
repaint.
"NZ doesn't have any labeling laws (for food or anything else as far as I can see) so it is impossible to
tell just what the formulation of the bottom paint is. Epiglass has a near monopoly on fiberglass and
boat paint products down here so I used the best stuff they had, at more than $200 NZ per gallon, and
hoped for the best. The HM2 has an accurate waterline now for the first time since she was launched,
and she really looks handsome."
**********
"We finally got the HM2 back: in the water on Thursday, January 28, at high tide. This time I got a
photo or two of her dangling in the air as she was slung out by the big crane. It felt good to be afloat
again. I hung on one of Jim's moorings for a couple days while I tried to clean away some of the grime
of landside living on deck and below. Before I left Ashby's for cruising I topped up the fuel tanks with
20, gallons of diesel for nearly $60 NZ about $2.20 US a gallon. That should make you feel better at the
gas station back in the states!

All spiffed up and ready to splash at Ashby's

"On Saturday the 30th, I decided to motor about a mile across the harbor and pick up a Northland
Harbour Board mooring for a few days where most of the other cruising yachties were . About 2/3 of
the way across on this first cruise in three months I smelled trouble: a pungent hot metal and hot rubber
odor coming from under the cockpit. By the time I had picked up my mooring and opened the cockpit
hatch, the shaft was nearly too hot to touch.
"The newly repacked stuffing box was dripping about once every couple seconds, so I knew that wasn't
the source of the problem. The new flexible coupling was cool, but when I rotated it (the shaft turned
easily) I could see the shaft log move slightly from side to side. Apparently Bill had bolted the shaft
side of the coupling slightly off center, because he was able to correct the problem in just a couple
minutes when I dinghied him back to the boat. 'No worry, we'll get it sorted out’ he said, and he did.
''I did a lot of visiting with the other yacht people now that I was part of the boat community again.
Many of the boats I knew from November had moved on to other parts of NZ but friends remained on
WHALE SONG, SEA BASS, APOGEE and HARMONY and I made some new ones.
''One rather famous boat was moored in the harbor and I briefly met Susan Hiscock on WANDERER V.
Unfortunately, I didn't get to pass on greetings from friends Frank and Nina Mann, who have known the
Hiscocks for years. I hope to do that if I see Susan again. She looks well and still rows across the
harbor to shop and pick up her mail just about daily. Others who talked to her more than I did say she

has been very discouraged about the high costs in NZ and the tax laws here that have resulted in a
double tax on her income from Eric's publications, once in UK and again in NZ.
“She now has WANDERER V on the market and is considering returning to the UK. In the meanwhile
she is living on the boat quietly in Opua and has lots of old and new cruising friends. Even so, I think
she is very lonely because her partnership with Eric was closer and longer than most."

The harbor at Opua is a favorite with visiting yachtsmen

**********
''Having gotten most of the major projects under control, I spent some time on the Pakratt (PK232
terminal unit I got back in the states. This computer/radio interface decodes RTTY signals and displays
the text on the screen or printer. It will also allow printing of weatherfax images and I was mostly
interested in that for obvious reasons. There was no problem in decoding Morse IAC fleet code and
weather warnings as well as ASCII and Baudeau teletype messages, but I spent many long hours on the
fax reception with no success. I wasn't even sure what the signal sounded like when I started, so
obviously had some doubts that I was doing it right.
"Harry Mitchell, KL7MZ, from WHALESONG is the net control for 'Harry's Weather Net' on 40 meters.
He was interested and tried to help but we made little progress. Finally Harry, his wife Marge and I
visited a Kiwi ham friend, Don Cader, ZL1HH, who has been operating PK232 with his rig and a
Commodore 64. At Don's home in Kerikeri we substituted my unit with his receiver and printer and
found the fax mode didn't work. My printer worked fine with his unit so we had the problem narrowed
down to the POM chips in my PK232. It was disheartening; but at least I knew where I stood and was
able to write a letter to the manufacturer, AEA Electronics. I'm waiting now for a helpful reply from the
folks in Lynwood, WA.
"Speaking of mail and waiting, I've found that it takes about two weeks for mail to get home from NZ
or vice versa. That means a month to get a reply. The delay seems to be on this end. The NZPO is in a
bit of disarray, having just been privatized. First action of the new management has been to close more
than 400 post offices as an economy measure. Good ole USA looks better with every country I visit.
"The hospitality at the Caders was pretty typical of the warm outgoing Kiwis. Don and Jill invited us to
stay for supper, a barbecue in their back yard. We had a long day of good company and good
conversation topped off by steaks and an incredible peach pavlova.

"The Caders have an orchard on about 25 acres and produce mostly kiwi fruit. It's a difficult and labor
intensive crop because the fruit has to be picked and packed very carefully. Every fruit must be perfect
and unblemished for the main market, which is export. Seasonal workers are hired for this job, but the
rest of the work, the pruning and maintenance of the trees, mowing etc. is done by the family. The trees
grow about 7' tall and the branches are espaliered on a horizontal wire mesh so the whole effect is that
of a vineyard in the green rolling countryside.
"I mentioned the computer. Jezebel is alive and well. I took her to the Heath/Zenith Electronic Center
in Alexandria, VA while I was home. They got her going in a jiffy under warranty with no cost. When I
asked Greg, the technician, what he did so I could try it myself if necessary in the future, he said it was
simple. He just plugged in a new main processor board and sent the old one back to the factory. So
much for on the boat repairs. A spare one of those babies would cost nearly a thousand bucks. Arrrgh!
Anyway I'm glad she's among the living. You're reading the results of some of her binary tricks.
"On February 8, I sailed from Opua to see a bit of the Bay of Islands and the North Island coast. The
first passage was a short one, just a couple of miles out the Veronica Channel to the old port of Russell.
Originally named Kororareka, it's the oldest European settlement in the country, dating from 1805.
"In the early days, whaling ships made this a base in the S Pacific and the little town boasted 30 grog
shops. Today it's a pleasant summer resort for New Zealanders on holiday and still has grog shops,
some with ersatz nautical decorations. It seemed like a metropolis to me although it had only three
streets. Gosh, two grocery stores!

HM2's track in New Zealand North Island's waters

"I picked up a mooring and rowed into town to find the harbormaster, buy a few staples, and have my
first restaurant meal in weeks. A small motel had a laundry room where I was able to run a couple
loads through the washers and dryer. That's a luxury at $2 NZ a load! or for 15 minutes of drying, but
I'm convinced the duds get a lot cleaner that way and make up for it by washing less often (har har). I
enjoyed the museum in the headquarters of the Bay of Islands Maritime and Historical Park and picked
up information on lots of walking trails in the vicinity.
"As much as I enjoyed the area I was itchy to move on, so the next day I sailed, this time about six
miles to secluded Te Hue cove, Manawaora Bay, on the SE side of the BOI. The attraction here was
spring water piped to a wharf. It's known to the international yachting set as 'the best water in the
world'. The next morning I tied alongside long enough to flush and refill every water tank and jug on
board, leaving a donation in the box provided for the purpose.
"The next stop was tiny Otehi Cove on the SW corner of Urupukapuka, the largest island in the BOI.
This is the site of a deep sea fishing camp often used by Zane Grey during his NZ stays. Now it serves
as the destination for the tourist excursion boats that zip all around the archipelago. The cove is muy
picturesque with rock outcroppings and sheep grazing in high rolling fields, but I was most interested in
its snugness since strong north easterlies and rough seas were predicted.
"A low pressure area hung off the NW coast of NZ and I spent four days in the calm waters of the cove,
waiting for things to improve as I watched the meter-high easterly swells smash themselves to pieces
against nearby Motukiekie Island. I also wrote part of this, read a lot, listened to NZ Public Radio,
swam, and watched the tourists as they passed on the excursion boats. Some of the weather was pretty
rotten but the tourists kept coming, determined to see everything in spite of rain, fog,' rough waves and
the like. Tough people, these Kiwi holiday-makers!''
**********
"I spent one afternoon hiking through some of the park-like high fields across a peninsula to an
interesting Paa, the remains of a fortified Maori settlement on a high steep ridge. These rather warlike
Polynesians were advanced in terms of defensive strategies, judging by their siting. I wouldn’t have
wanted to attack their redoubt, but then I'm pretty un-aggresive – even when it comes to getting a
superior vantage for photos.
"It was a restful time but I was fretful, wanting to head S and see more of NZ. I figured I'd return to the
BOI about mid March when the wind and water began to lose their warmth with early autumn further
south. Finally on Sunday, February 14, the morning forecast promised moderating conditions and that
was enough for me to pull up the anchor.
"I had to motor sail hard on the wind to clear Cape Brett to the E, but passed between it and Piercy
Island just off the tip about an hour and a half after clearing the anchorage. The broad reach down the
coast to Whangaruru Harbour- took another 3.5 hours in moderate NE wind and slight seas. The
anchorage I chose there in Puriri Bay promised good protection from the NE but the breeze perversely
moved around to the NNW giving me a bit of concern during the night because of some fishing nets
stretched out from the middle of the cove just to the S of me.

"The anchor held just fine and I might have been persuaded to stay another day to explore the nature
reserve ashore but the cove wasn't protected enough for me to leave the boat untended. Instead I made
an early departure and headed SE again, trying to make good about 40 miles to a group of islands called
the Hen and Chickens.
"The wind started quite light. It often eases off during the night and early morning along the NZ coast.
I motor sailed at first since I was anxious to arrive and anchor early enough to try a radio contact with B
for Valentine s Day. I knew she was spending the Presidents' Day weekend in Brooklyn with Jan Janet,
and bad little Cory.
"Soon I was sailing along at 4.5 K in the freshening breeze and left distinctive Tutakaka Head with its
three gables to stbd about 11 AM. Many cruisers make this their landfall in NZ when arriving from the
NE. I passed up the temptation to see the little harbor and pressed on SE for Lady Alice Island the
‘chicken’ I had selected for my overnight anchorage. I arrived at 3:15 and found South Cove, the most
promising spot. As long as the wind continued from the N the HM2 would be secure, but a persistent E
swell made it a rolly spot.
"I tried the radio for a contact, but for the third afternoon I heard no mainland US station at all. I made
up for the disappointment by watching from the cockpit as hundreds of loon-like birds came in to roost
for the night in trees lining the cove. The mile-long island is a maritime wildlife sanctuary and landing
on the rocky shore is prohibited. Late in the evening a small fishing trawler came in and shared the
cove with me.
"There was an early start again on Tuesday the 16th as I headed ESE now for Port Abercrombie on
Great Barrier Island 35 miles away. Great Barrier is the largest of New Zealand's offshore islands. It
guards the Hauraki Gulf and the approaches to Auckland Harbor 50 miles to the SW. I couldn't
distinguish it at all in the haze and clouds to the E, so ran along an estimated course of 100 degrees
magnetic.
"The wind started light as it had on Monday, but by 11 AM we were bounding along and I expected I
might have to reef down. Great Barrier gradually took shape and eventually I sailed into the harbor
between Green Rock and Wellington Head without ever making a course change, having been set equal
distances to the SW and NE by the flooding and ebbing tides along the way.
"I passed tiny Wood Island and popped directly into Karaka Bay, a lovely fjord-like mountain-ringed
valley where I was able to anchor in 12' of crystal clear water off the shingle beach. On the shore was a
chalet style building with small cottages scattered about a flat grassy area that might have been intended
for lawn bowling, a passion here in NZ. The settlement, I learned from Tony, the skipper of a Kiwi
yacht anchored nearby, is operated as a retreat and education center by a religious group.
"Tony and his wife live on the island of Moturoa near Auckland and had come over for a week of
sailing. Within moments of the time I anchored he was sitting in my cockpit discussing engines, shafts
and flexible couplings. I was pleased to show off my new knowledge. It seems that the 2 cylinder
Volvo in his 30’ catamaran, GULF LYNX, vibrates a lot and has created a problem with his stern
bearing. I was able to show him my solution to the same problem and he shared some good
information on anchorages, post offices, and grocery shops on the island.

"The place was so beautiful that I decided to stay over for a day. It was just as well because a new low
settled over the North Island and the barometer dropped like a stone. Wednesday turned windy and
rainy and I was glad for the protection in the cove. I went ashore to meet Lauren and some of his
workers who made me welcome though the center was closed for a few weeks of staff holiday.
"I was even invited to use the swimming pool, but declined since it was distinctly cool by my standards.
The weather didn’t stop some of the kids . Two 7-8 year olds were bouncing away on a trampoline set
on the terrace. They were very good at it and weren’t at all off-put by their completely soaked state. As
I said, people are tough down here. I was completely charmed by the people and the setting.
"Back on the boat I was inspired to do some baking. In short order I'd produced an apple sauce cake,
scalloped potatoes, and biscuits. Nothing like a balanced diet, eh? While all that was going on I
switched on the radio - and there was a Vancouver, BC station. I quickly put out a call and shortly was
connected to B in Accokeek by Jim, VE7PH. It was the first short wave contact I'd had with North
America in over three months. What a day!
"Thursday' with wind predicted to swing into the SW, I headed for the more sheltered bays in Port
Fitzroy just a couple miles away. The harbor there is completely landlocked with steep hills and
mountains on all sides. I could see the anchor dig into the sand and shell bottom at 20' near the head of
Kiawara Bay. A half dozen Kiwi yachts were sheltered there too. Some people were off hiking in the
forest reserve, others were sunning themselves on deck or swimming. I elected to swim and shower and
then read up about the extensive trail system."
**********
"New Zealand's Forest Service protects huge tracts of scenic mountain and seashore and maintains
walking tracks and shelters in many areas. I decided to attempt a circuit of about 13 km that would take
me up a vigorous alpine brook and through a kauri forest that was logged in the l920's by George
Murray, a bushman who became a legend in his time.
"Among other things he established several logging camps in the high country and built seven dams of
kauri timber that could be opened to flush thousands of logs down the canyons to the bays where they
were rafted and pulled by steamer to Auckland for milling. Incredibly, several of the dams are still
recognizable after 60 years of neglect.
"From the upper N Kiawara canyon I would follow a route up a steep ridge to the summit of
Hirakimata, AKA Mt. Hobson, at 621 meters. Then I'd circle back to the S and W along a curving ridge
with subsidiary peaks above the headwaters of the S Branch of the Kiawara Stream, and eventually to
the shore SW of my anchorage without retracing more than a hundred steps. I had a Forest Service
folder of track information and it had a remarkably accurate map.
"So, Friday morning in overcast I set forth with my hiking shoes and the new rucksack I got for
Christmas from J&J&C. I haven't the faintest idea why I threw in a pair of flops, but I blessed me for
them when I had to wade through the knee-deep N Fork stream no less than five times on the lower
track. An hour's vigorous tramp brought me to the remains of the first of the dams and I marveled at
Murray's ingenuity.

''I was much reminded of hikes I’d made with mountaineering friends in past years along the streams
and logging railroad grades in West Virginia near Spruce Nob and Dolly Sods.
"Along the way many plants, mostly trees, were identified by signs. So many of them looked different
from those in my native Appalachia. The kauri, especially, looked distinctive. At first the grade was
easy and wooden footbridges crossed many of the small streams and boggy places, but in the upper
canyon and on the NW ridge the going got rougher quickly. This was no Appalachian Trail. The traffic
must have been fairly heavy and the maintenance minimal.
"Many steep areas were badly eroded and footing in the wet clay was treacherous, even with lug soles.
The rangers had placed heavy cables on some of the most dangerous pitches for handholds. As is often
the case in mountaineering, there were false summits as I gasped my way up, thinking always I was on
the final slope. Finally, about three hours after I left the head of the bay, I huffed my way onto a
wooden platform and Great Barrier Island lay spread all below me.
"Far down to the W I could see tiny sailboats on the bay and recognized the HM2 by her ivory color. I'd
been alone all the way up and was startled to see a figure in a green parka perched on a low rock calmly
munching an apple. Brad offered to take a picture of me and I posed with the vista to the W in the
background. It wasn't a particularly attractive shot with my out-of-shape bare belly hanging over my
damp hiking shorts, but it proved my ascent.
"Brad was 28, a native of Maine and a forest ranger from Massachusetts on a. five week solo hiking
holiday during the slow winter season back home. He had saved the leave and the money for quite a
while for this adventure. We talked for nearly an hour before starting down together, and parted only
when his path descended SE to the hut where he'd left his pack and mine followed the ridge S and W
toward home. He was the only other person I saw all day.

On the newly built lookout atop Mount Hobson

"The S Fork trail was gorgeous: well graded and maintained for the most part, following the top of a
curving headwall above a high bowl with magnificent alpine views. At one point a suspended cable
bridge spanned a deep canyon stream. As I continued on I was elated but my feet hurt, especially on the
downgrade where my toes jammed themselves forward in the shoes and my calf muscles began to
cramp. I remembered too late that my barefoot boat life had been a pretty poor preparation for a
mountain hike like this. I would have been smarter to take the shorter route both ways but would have
missed the very best part.
"It was one very weary Hosea who rowed back to his boat in the westering sun nine hours after starting.
He took a couple of aspirins to ease the aches and reflected on the many joys of a cruising life."
WHAT'S KARL GOING TO DO NEXT? Everyone asks this question, and my answer continues to be:
Everything depends on Everything -- his health, my health, the HM2's health, finances, weather,
political conditions, you name it.
Immediate plans are to continue cruising in NZ waters until mid-April. Our fellow Schubplattler, Joe
Consolo, is flying to Auckland on April 2', and will crew for Karl on the passage across the Tasman Sea
to Brisbane. Joe plans to visit relatives in both NZ and Australia while he’s down under.
As for me, I'm looking forward to three weeks of leave in June. The plan is for K to find a good marina
for HM2, and fly back to Auckland, where I'll join him and we'll have a week or so of touristing mostly
on the South Island, then over to Queensland for a week or so of same, finishing with a few days of
relaxing on HM2 (in the marina, that is, no passage-making for me this time).
With regard to "after Australia" -- while K was home, he did a lot of research, and when we were in
NYC he got a lot of charts, and created the tentative itinerary you’ll find enclosed. Those of you who
are anxious for him to "complete the circumnavigation" will just have to wait and see how things go.
If a suitable buyer for HM2 should happen along, well, he might be home to stay a lot sooner than the
itinerary indicates! Wow, would that be super!
In the meantime, despite the difficult separation, we’re both getting a great deal out of The Voyage,
thanks in no small part to your friendship and support. Until the next Log, please take care of yourself.
Love, B and K.
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