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 Tonight is the last night on the good ship Mt. Orpheus. I am up in the ship's 
library doing this report. The other passengers have long ago gone to their cabins. The 
books that I have checked out are back in their shelves; the final chart is hanging on its 
tripod stand with a red ink notation stating that we have ended a voyage of over 4600 
miles. 
 The dominant themes of those 4600 miles have been the roaring winds and raging 
seas, the crashing rapids of the huge waterfalls at Iguacu, the pristine wildness of the 
inland excursions on the Tierra del Fuegos, and the calm waters along the glaciers of the 
channels of those same islands. 
 What was frightening at first became obsessive and exhilarating. Always in mind 
was young Charles Darwin's five-year trip on the second voyage of the H.M.S. Beagle in 
1831. Also the expeditions of Hernando Magellan, Sir Francis Drake, Captain James 
Cook. More personal were my own thoughts of my great-grandfather sailing around Cape 
Horn 117 years ago. 
 Out on the top deck at nights, I'd stare at the stars and think of those old sailing 
ships pitching and tossing in the gales, riggings being torn and ripped loose from the 
masts, and men arid their gear being washed overboard. 
 I thought of the pain and loneliness men suffered at sea. At a museum in Punto 
Areanas, or perhaps it was Ushuaia, I copied the following from a wooden grave marker: 
''In memory of Commander Pringle Stokes, R.N., H.M.S. Beagle, who died from the 
effects of anxieties and hardships incurred while surveying the western shores of the 
Tierra del Fuegos. 12-8-1828." 
 In the morning, I am expecting a different kind of excitement. The reason we 
aren't tied up at Puerto Montt is the fault of one of the Chilean pilots on board. When we 
pulled up to port, this pilot miscalculated the docking space and scraped the Mt. Orpheus' 
stern against a rusty old tub of a freighter that looked like it'd been so long since she was 
painted that she'd give a barnacle rust poison. 
 According to one of the hands I've played cards with a few times, the hot-headed 
captain got so mad at the pilot that he ordered the ship back out into the bay where we are 
anchored now. My card partner claims the captain and the pilot are going to be written up 
on the report for the collision; however, he privately seems to think that the 
pilot's demerits may be 
awarded posthumously. 
 Once I have my gear and myself safely on land, I'm going to recommend to the 
captain that he find a hobby to occupy his spare time. If I hadn't given the impression of 
being a hot-head from the very start of the trip, I'd had invited him to sit in on the card 
games we were having down below. 
 The way my card luck ran it sure was a morale boost for the sailors and the boys 
in the upstairs orchestra. Had this trip lasted much longer I'd have had to work my way 
back home.  


